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Chapter 1


Our world
died in nuclear fire and under the effect of the thousands of mutagenic plagues
we unleashed upon it. No one knew who threw the first stone, who unleashed the
nuclear weapons humanity had for so long contained, or who had the bright idea
of following that exchange with the release of the many viruses and bacteria
created to warp the very course of nature, but someone did, and the Earth and
Humanity paid the price.


That any of us survived at all
was a miracle, but then we’ve always been a hardy species. Almost like
cockroaches my mother used to say, when I was a kid, before growing silent at
the remembrance that roaches hadn’t survived the apocalypse. We outdid them
there. Not many other insects survived, one of the many plagues going around
had targeted them very strongly and almost finished them all.


The thought of my mother made me
close my eyes and resist the urge to cry. I couldn’t remember my father: he
died while I was a baby when the Maiden virus got to him, and all I felt about
him was curiosity. There wasn’t time for anything else in our hellish of a
world.


With my mother it was different.
She raised me, with some help from other survivors who eventually moved off or
died out, and she was all I had. That didn’t matter when it came to her time to
die. Fortunately she did so from natural causes, and not because one of the
Reapers found us and attacked. She hadn’t felt any pain, passing away in her
sleep. At least I hoped. 


Alone, for the first time in my
life, I almost wasted away under the Shade before shaking myself out of it and
trying to move on. It was what my mother would have wanted, and I wasn’t quite
yet ready to die.


Deciding to move out from under
the dark clouds – shades – that had dominated my entire life was the hardest
decision I had ever taken, and it wasn’t just because they were all I knew. My
ankle twisted painfully when I tripped on the uprooted base of an old, dried-out
tree, and I sat on the ground almost immediately, trying to see if I only had a
sprain or something worse. 


“Good going, Mara.” I muttered,
and the constant wind around me almost stole my words away before I could hear
them. “Trying to move around in the darkness without even a flame to help.”


Looking up I sighed. The clouds
hanging above me were mostly dark and tenebrous, though a couple of them were
somewhat lighter, somewhat brighter. Mom always tried to explain why it was so,
but I didn’t care, just hoped it was a sign things would change. They were one
of the few things that allowed some light in the Shade, the constant lightening
flickering around the dark clouds was another, and usually that was enough, but
moving around on my own was turning out to be surprisingly difficult.


It didn’t help that I was unused
to the area. I had been moving west since my mother died, more than a week ago,
and the terrain had changed a great deal. Breathing deeply I looked around,
then decided it was better to make a pause and started gathering some branches
off the dead tree, hoping to gather enough wood for a small fire.


There was some canned food in one
of my backpacks, and mushrooms. It was one of the few things one could rely in
the darkness, and the only reason my mother and I survived as long as we had.
It had also been one of the reasons why we had stayed put for so long,
remaining beneath the shadow of the Shade.


My features twisted into
something like a frown. I hated that name since my mother told me that was what
the cloud cover above us was called, even if I didn’t exactly hate the clouds
themselves. I didn’t remember anything else, no matter how much my mother spoke
of blue skies and the sun: the dark above and the almost constant rain was all
I ever experienced for myself, though I was hoping to change that.


My mother would have liked it.
Even if I didn’t live long I should get to see that sunlight and blue skies
before joining her. Fortune seemed to smile on me a little, for a little while
at least, and the rain abated over the past days. I had enough water in my
canteen to last a couple of days, and without the rain it was far easier to
move and explore the new lands I was threading on.


A look at the horizon made me
hope. There, at the end of my line of sight, I could see the clouds above were
lighter in color, almost glowing in a way. I was pretty sure that would be the
end of the Shade, and the beginning of something I had never seen before. 


Though my mother spoke fondly of
the land beyond, she never hid the fact the clouds kept us safe. Barely anyone
managed to survive beneath their shadow, and that meant we were safe from the
Reapers and from the others that survived the apocalypse. I hoped that any
human I found would be willing to help, but mom had drilled into my head time
and time again that I needed to be careful, and that those who had survived so
far would be willing to do anything to survive another day.


I couldn’t help but hope she was
wrong, hope I found someone out there that would be willing to help me, maybe
show me a new life, but I needed to be careful and not let my hopes get in the
way of common sense. 


Especially seeing I was different
from other humans. Mom had been very clear on that, even as she graphically
explained what made me different from a normal woman, and just why I never got
sick like her.


Eventually I succeeded in
kindling a small fire, thanks to some washed out paper in my bag and some branches
that had remained safe from the rain, underneath the tree, and I relaxed for a
bit beside the warm flame. I never got too cold, not like mom used to, despite
what were supposed to be the low temperatures of the Shade. Maybe it was
because I grew here and got used to it, maybe it was another perk of my unique
body. My lips twitched for a moment when I remembered how I usually spooned against
my mother to keep her warm, and then I closed my eyes when a pang hit my heart.


It had only been a week, but I
already missed her more than I had ever missed anything in my life. She was all
I had ever known, she was everything that had always been there at my side,
until her end. I remember others that used to be around when I was younger,
other people that had sought refuge under the Shade, fearing the world outside,
but they either moved on or we did, and we never stayed with them for long. Mom
hadn’t trusted easily, and she never wanted to risk my secret with any of the
other women that had crossed our paths.


I shook my head and tried to
clear my thoughts. I needed to rest and gather my strength, to be ready to set
out the moment I woke and walk as far as I could before having to rest again.
Sores and aches were making themselves know a little over my entire body, I had
never walked for as long, or as far, as I had in the past week, but I needed to
ignore them and keep going.


I wanted to see the blue sky at
least once.


Over the following days I pushed
myself to the limit to make it happen. I didn’t wait for my sprained ankle to
heal and started walking the moment I woke, eating a couple of mushrooms
directly from my bag. I healed quickly, mom always said so, but not as quickly
as that, and the pain bothered me, but I ignored it and kept going.


Every time I thought I should
slow down and rest better I looked towards the horizon and saw my objective,
those lighter clouds just ahead, and I kept moving, kept walking. They moved
closer with every step I took, and I realized it wouldn’t take long. When I
looked towards the horizon and saw the first hints of blue I was enchanted. I
had never seen anything so colorful, so alive.


Mom said our eyes were the color
of the sky, but everything I saw when I looked into hers were shades of gray.
The lighting around didn’t give me a chance to see any better, and what she
remembered of mine was from before entering the Shade, back when I was a baby.
The color in the horizon was something different, something more vivacious. At
least I believed so. Maybe if I found any of those mirrors mom spoke about I
could see my own eyes.


I kept moving, walking forward
with all of my strength, ignoring anything that might dissuade me from going. I
remembered the warnings mom always gave me and continued, certain that if I
wanted to survive I needed to leave the reach of the Shade and venture into a
new world. I stopped for a moment to appreciate the land around me when I
noticed it was clearer than it had ever been, more illuminated, before
gathering myself and starting to walk again.


Every little detail I now made
out only made me more eager to see the rest of the world, to learn and see new
things, and I pushed my body to the limit. I didn’t stop to rest when I should:
freedom was right ahead, and I kept going, ignoring the ache in my eyes from my
tiredness, ignoring the sores in my feet. I needed to keep going, and I needed
to get out.


When that happened I stopped. The
Shade was still above me, at least in part, but there was something else: the
ground was being bathed in a golden light, and I knew what it was, my mother
talked about it enough, but I had never seen it. For a moment I was almost
afraid to look up and see, but then I gathered my wits and my courage and did
so.


The Sun was bright and happy in
the sky, shining from above the Shade itself, and I smiled, and then turned
away with a yelp. It hurt, and tears started escaping from my eyes without me
doing anything about it, and then I cried in happiness and relief.


I was free.


I laughed, hysterically, but I
didn’t care. Not then, in that moment. Not when I had just seen something as
marvelous as the Sun for the first time.


And then I heard something that
made me pause. Something on the distance, perhaps a branch breaking under
someone’s foot, and I turned to see. I only got a glimpse of the woman’s head
before she ducked behind a rock, but it was enough. 


Mom had always warned me about
the Reapers, how dangerous they were, how cunning and stealthy, and how there
were always more of them around. How they hunted in packs and attacked those
few humans that hadn’t been turned by the Rage virus. I had no choice. If I
wanted to survive, if I wanted to continue free I needed to kill her, or she
would call her allies and they would hunt me down.


I started running towards her
without hesitation, fingering the small knife in my pocket at the same time. It
wasn’t very big, the point was broken and it was basically dull, but it was
certainly better than to attack a Reaper with my bare hands. I took her by
surprise with my attack and she scrambled back for some moments, looking me up
and down before reaching for the large wooden staff at her side.


When that happened I paused,
confused. She didn’t seem to be as disheveled as mom always said the Reapers
appeared, there were no blood stains adorning her clothes, her features weren’t
twisted in anger at the sight of me, and she wasn’t calling for reinforcements.


I only realized I was in front of
another normal human a moment before she hit me with the staff, and then
my vision wavered, and I stumbled, before my body decided the injuries and wear
I had given it were too much and disconnected.







 



Chapter 2


I woke up
dazed and confused, and at first I couldn’t quite parse what was a dream and
what was not. When I cast my gaze around my doubts weren’t immediately
resolved, and I could only looked at the rocky walls around me and wonder. Then
I realized my hand was shackled to the wall, and started panicking.


I pulled and pulled, trying to
free myself, but it was all for naught. When that failed I started shouting,
hoping whoever had imprisoned me would come, hoping they would free me. I
wasn’t exactly in my right mind, and didn’t realize my flaying around and screaming
might make people think I was a Reaper, but I backed down when two women
entered the room with weapons in hand, suddenly afraid for my life. 


I didn’t want to die when I had
just found my way out of the Shade.


“Settle down, girls. She’s just
afraid.” The woman that stepped into the room smirked, and only didn’t move
closer because one of the others stepped into her way. She just raised an
eyebrow at the other woman and the guard eventually moved aside, letting her
approach. “What’s your name?”


I looked at her before answering.
“Mara.” My words seemed to reassure the two guards in some way, and they
relaxed, poising the butts of their staffs on the ground, the tension in their
shoulders easing away.


The older woman, their apparent
leader, smiled widely. “Pretty name. What were you doing shouting to the skies
so near our home, Mara? Hoping to bring the Reapers close to us?”


I shook my head from side to side
as quickly as I could, hoping she would believe me. I never intended to put
anyone at risk, but if she was speaking the truth, and people lived close to
where I came out of the Shade, I could have. I didn’t contain my happiness and
let it flow free, and I could have harmed someone with it.


She must have seen the truth of
it in my eyes because she smiled and then leaned forward to poise a hand
against my cheek. I was so startled that I didn’t move back and let her, and
then I didn’t have the courage to do it. It felt nice, and it made me remember
my mother for a few moments.


“What were you doing then, pretty
Mara?”


I bit my lower lip.
“Celebrating.” When she looked confused I strove to explain myself better. “I
hadn’t seen the sun or the clear sky, so I was celebrating.”


She inhaled sharply. “You grew
under the Shade?”


I could only nod. Whatever emotions
had shone in her face before were exchanged for something that must have been
pity, but I had never seen such emotion directed at me before. I understood
what it was intellectually, but never felt it.


“I wasn’t born there,” I
continued when she didn’t say anything for a while. “But mom took me there when
I was a baby, and I’ve lived my entire life there.” The two women by the door
exchanged looks as their leader gazed at my face.


“I can’t imagine what that was
like.” Her voice didn’t have the strength it had displayed before, and she
shook her head, seemingly gathering herself. “Very well, I’ll trust you just a
little, Mara. Release her.”


One of the women by the door
stepped forward and started unlatching the shackle around my arm, and I rubbed
it after getting free, not moving from where I stood nonetheless, watching them
warily. 


Their leader smiled. “You have
nothing to fear. I’m Madelyn, and you could say I’m the closest thing Undertown
has to a mayor. Kathryn here,” She pointed at the woman who stepped forward and
freed my hand. “Will take you to where you can bathe yourself. Our standards of
hygiene are nowhere near close to what Humanity enjoyed before the collapse,
but we can grant you something like a shower to use.”


It was hard for me not to frown,
but I succeeded. She hadn’t meant anything bad by them, I believed, and she
wasn’t exactly wrong. The closest thing to a bath I had ever enjoyed was
staying in the rain and let it wash me down, and the few pieces of soap mom and
I had gathered over the years disappeared quickly.


I watched her leave accompanied
by the other guard without saying a word, and then turned to Kathryn and
studied her. She smiled at me, and I couldn’t help but feel a small flutter in
my stomach as I glanced at her smile, seeing it widen as my eyes rested on her
lips.


She waved. “Hi!” There was a
mischievousness in her words and posture, but it didn’t turn me away, quite the
opposite. It wasn’t something I had much experience with, and some part
marveled at it. My mother, no matter how much I loved her, was a dour woman,
warm and caring, but melancholic. Kathryn seemed completely different.


When I made no move to answer her
she reached forward and grabbed one of my hands, pulling me behind her and
leading me away from my prison.


“Come on, let’s wash away that
grime and dust and see what’s underneath.”


I was too startled by my
surroundings to answer her at first, gazing around and studying the cavern
walls around me. It wasn’t the first cavern I had ever been in, mom and I slept
in more than one in our time, but it seemed to be the biggest, and the glowing
orbs lining the walls were something I had never seen before.


Kathryn noticed where my gaze was
centered and stopped, watching me for a moment. She only moved when I reached
out with a finger to poke one of the orbs. “Don’t touch it.” She grabbed my
hand and pulled me back, smiling afterwards to reassure me. “I don’t know how
Madelyn makes those things, but they burst open easily and smell awful. They’re
perfect to illuminate our little town though. Now come.”


She pulled me again when I didn’t
immediately start to move after her, and I could only try and keep up. Her personality
and openness was something that took me completely by surprise, and I didn’t
quite know how to deal with it. Was it normal? Was every person that lived
outside of the Shade this happy and carefree? I thought about Madelyn and the
other guard, and remembered how they confronted me when I first shouted out
loud, and realized that no, this was simply Kathryn being Kathryn.


It interested me in a way. It
amazed me in others, and I quite enjoyed it overall.


I let her pull me away, and it
didn’t take us long to reach our destination. No one crossed our path while we
moved, though on the distance I saw, more than once, several other people
walking around. There were other corridors and tunnels in the cavern, and
almost all of them seemed to be in use: they were fairly clean and someone had
obviously made them easier to walk in.


“Ta-da, we’re here!”


I didn’t focus on Kathryn’s words
at first, seeking the sound of falling water that I was hearing. When I did find
it I realized almost immediately what Madelyn had meant by something close to a
shower. Water cascaded down a section of the wall of the cavern, creating a
cacophony of sounds which combined with the glow of those little orbs around
made it appear pretty eerie. It then drained down a few holes near the base of
the wall, moving deeper into the Earth. 


A hand on my shoulder made me
look back at Kathryn. She smiled, gently. “It’s not much, and the water is
pretty cold, but you can get used to it. It hasn’t run out before, and the
water is clean. There are a few more places like this over Undertown, but this
is the one most use to shower. The others aren’t as comfortable, so we mostly
use that water to drink.”


“And it’s potable?” Mom had taught
me from an early age that I needed to be careful with the water I drank. She
told me to boil it when possible, and only drink what might not be safe water
as a last resource.


Kathryn shrugged. “Pretty sure it
is. Madelyn okayed it, and we’ve been drinking it for so long that if it wasn’t
safe we would have known by now.”


I could only nod at that, not
exactly reassured, but deciding to trust in her word. My gaze moved between the
stream of water and Kathryn a couple of times, silently trying to clue her in. I
needed to be careful around strangers, and not show myself. 


Kathryn’s mouth opened in
understanding after a bit and she chuckled. “Sorry about that. I didn’t think.”
She turned around and took a couple of steps to leave, stopping before
disappearing from sight. “I’m going to see if I can find some clothes for you
to wear, ok? The ones you have are pretty far gone.”


She didn’t give me a chance to
reply, leaving before I opened my mouth. I looked between where she had been to
my clothes and back again, and shrugged before turning around and starting to
disrobe. Kathryn wasn’t wrong. I remember that when I was little mom and I used
to find clothes pretty easily, but as the years passed it became harder. I grew
out of clothes quickly, and it was rare for us to find any that would fit me
without problems.


I looked around for a few seconds
before actually baring my body. I needed to be careful, and I couldn’t show
them what made me different from other women, but I wanted to clean myself. Now
that I was here I couldn’t ignore the grime and dust that adorned my frame, and
I wanted to try this shower. I could easily see why it would be better than
staying in the rain.


The water was cold, but not
colder than many other waters I had bathed in under the Shade. I eagerly put my
head under the stream and started washing my hair, letting it unfold behind my
back, watching as the water that cascaded down my body became dirty.


I had a smile on my lips, I
couldn’t help it. I was free from the Shade, I was taking a shower for the
first time in my life, and I had met people, nice people it seemed. Madelyn had
a commanding air about her, but she seemed to trust me a little, and Kathryn
was happy and bright. And there were even more people around. Maybe with a
little luck I could make this place my home as well, if they would have me
obviously.


My smile remained in my lips
until Kathryn returned. She barged in without warning, and the sound of the
cascading water stopped me from hearing her approach.


“So I brought some soap as well,”
She started, looking down at the clothes and soap in her hands, eyes staying
away from me, but her presence panicked me so quickly I turned her way and
froze, dreading the moment she would look up. It happened in a moment, a quick
moment that made my heart freeze in place, and at first Kathryn didn’t react.
“It will probably help you clean yourself.”


She didn’t say anything about it,
about what made me different, and for a moment I hoped that would be it. Maybe
mom had been mistaken and whatever made me different wasn’t as rare as she said
it was, or maybe Kathryn had already met someone like me before and didn’t find
it strange.


Then Kathryn’s eyes widened, and
her mouth fell open. The clothes and soap in her hands only didn’t fall to the
floor because she grasped at them at the last moment, but I could see how
stunned she was.


“What? How?” She opened her mouth
and closed it a couple of times more, but no sound escaped from it.


I took a step towards her without
even thinking about it, and then another, and her eyes started moving from my
crotch to my face and back again. I ignored the way in which my cock flopped as
I approached Kathryn, making sure to meet her eyes before speaking. I needed
her to keep what she saw to herself, and for that to happen I needed her cooperation.
“You can’t tell anyone about this.” I whispered when I got close to her, and
she leaned forward to hear me better for a moment, before retreating after
looking down again.


“Why?” Kathryn shook her head,
confused. “And how? You’re not a man. They all died from the Maiden virus.”


“No, I’m not. I was born like
this.” I licked my lips, fear and anxiety making me feel skittish. “You can’t
tell anyone about this, please. I don’t want them to think I’m different.”


I wasn’t lying, quite the
opposite really. I didn’t want to be different, I didn’t want to have a male
appendage. I didn’t want to have to hide myself carefully, fearing that someone
else might have a peek at my body. I didn’t know why mom had always drilled
those warnings into me, or why she had run away from the world.


And she had run away from the
world, and part of me couldn’t help but think I was the cause. Mom never said
anything about it, but I could read between the lines, understand that above
all she feared losing me. I never understood why until she explained what made
me different from other women, and even then I didn’t have the courage to face
her and ask if I was what led her to flee for the Shade.


Kathryn hesitated for a few
moments, but faced with the pleading in my eyes she relented and nodded. “Ok, I
won’t tell anyone.” Her voice wavered a little, and her eyes peeked down once
more. When she met mine her voice got stronger. “I have seen plenty of
mutations, so you don’t have to worry, but if you want this to stay private I
won’t tell anyone.”


I smiled, I couldn’t help it, and
her face turned away. I didn’t understand why that was until she turned back
and peeked down at my member, and I noticed it had hardened slightly. I bit my
lower lip, and her gaze wandered to my mouth.


There was something happening
between us, something I had never felt before. There was a fluttering in my
chest and in my stomach, and I could feel my nipples hardening slowly. Kathryn
swallowed and then took a step forward, almost pressing against my naked body.


“I could help you wash.” She
reached out and grabbed a lock of my hair. Now that she pulled it forward I
could see its golden color free of dirt and grime, and she ran a finger over
one of my curls. When free, my hair almost reached the middle of my back, and I
started wondering if Kathryn would like to see it in its full glory.


The air was charged, and it only
became more energetic when I turned my back on her and moved beneath the stream
of water, silently giving her my answer. I heard her move around, and peeked
over my shoulder, watching as she disrobed, baring her body. I couldn’t help my
reaction at the first sight of her breasts.


I had seen other women naked
before, my mother mostly, but it had never affected me. Intellectually I knew
why that was, but I wasn’t quite ready for what the sight of Kathryn’s body did
to me. She was beautiful, and I could only let my eyes run over her, trying to
memorize every inch of her skin. My body liked what it saw, and my sex started
throbbing, becoming harder.


She was a little pale, but I
couldn’t say anything about that – I was paler. Her dark red hair was kept
short, but there were a couple of wild spikes growing here and there. And the
curves of her body were divine.


I turned forward when she
finished disrobing, wanting her to remain unaware I had been watching her,
unwilling to let her see how the sight had affected me. 


There was nothing I could do to
hide it, however. Kathryn pressed against my back and I gasped, feeling her
breasts digging into my skin, her hands coming to rest on my waist. I knew what
was happening between us, I understood it, but I didn’t really know. I
had never even kissed another person before, and what was happening now was far
more daring than that.


For a moment I believed her hand
would stride lower and not up, that she would seek the center of my pleasure
and play with me, but Kathryn held back. She had soap in her hand, and she
started rubbing it against my body, my entire body, from the top to the bottom,
and then a little bit on my hair. It felt nice, and it cleaned me like nothing
had in a long time, but my mind almost didn’t manage to focus on that.


When she kneeled to lap the soap
in my lower legs I could only think of how nice it would feel to have her hand
around my member, or how her mouth would feel on it. Though my mom never knew
it, I had stashed a porn magazine I once found when searching through the
rubble in one of our treks. I hadn’t understood what I had been seeing at
first, but later I learned about it; I did know even then it wasn’t something I
should have, but I hid it deep between my things, and there it stayed for a
long time. I knew some things women could do with each other, and some of the
things women used to do with men.


I wanted to do them with Kathryn.


It wasn’t a surprising
revelation, and I was pretty sure she wanted the same thing, but neither of us
took that last step. I hesitated, and she never gave any indication of wanting
to do more than what she did, not after getting into the water with me. Eventually
I was thoroughly cleaned, and there was no other reason for us to remain under
the water. She smiled and I smiled back, ignoring the throbbing in my cock, and
both of us got out.


Kathryn peeked at my sex from the
corner of her eyes, I caught her more than once, but she didn’t say a word, she
didn’t make a move, and we dressed ourselves. The clothes she had brought me
were better than those I had before, though obviously worn.


“I asked my sister for those.”
Kathryn clarified, noticing the glances I threw at the clothes. “But if you
decide to stay in Undertown I’m sure one of our weavers will make you some
clothes.”


I nodded, wondering for a moment
how big their home was, and how many people lived in it. I didn’t want to ask
outright, fearing they would take it the wrong way. I didn’t think Kathryn
would think badly of me if I asked, but I preferred not to risk it anyway.


She took me through another
trail, different from the one we used before, and we moved mostly in silence. I
opened my mouth to speak more than once, and held myself back every time: she
seemed to be thinking about something, and I didn’t want to bother her. She did
turn to me when I stumbled on a protrusion on the ground and smiled. “Careful,
this part of the cavern is a little rough. We haven’t cleared it completely
yet, but we’re working on it.”


I didn’t waste the opportunity
she presented me. “So this cavern is artificial?”


“Not completely,” Kathryn tilted
her head. “Most of it is natural, but we’ve cleared away some stalactites and
stalagmites, widened slightly some of the paths, but always careful not to
affect the structure. I don’t know exactly who found out about this place, but
my sister and I were brought here by someone who caught sight of us when we
were roving the area. We were little kids, and plenty of others joined
afterwards, but not so much lately.”


I heard the emphasis she put on
those last words, and recognized her attempt to dig into my life but ignored
it, turning it around on her. “So you have a sister?” I asked, and she paused
suddenly, growing silent for a moment before smiling at me and continuing. 


“Yeah, you’ve met actually.”
There was something in her voice.


“You mean the other guard?”


“Not exactly,” Kathryn almost
grimaced, then her face lighted up. “Oh, look, here she comes.”


My eyes followed Kathryn’s line
of sight to find the woman that knocked me out on the other side. I froze for a
moment, unable to completely stop the flinch I wanted to release at the memory,
and the other woman froze as well.


I didn’t have the opportunity to
focus on her face before, but now that I did I felt the same flutter in my
stomach that I did when I looked at Kathryn. If I was really sincere I would
have to admit it was even stronger with Kathryn’s sister, there was just
something about her that attracted me. And it was attraction: I had never felt
it before, but now I could recognize the feeling.


She was tall, taller than her
sister, who was already taller than I am. The lines of her face were just like
Kathryn’s, perhaps a bit more well-defined, a little less plump. I couldn’t
quite make out the color of her eyes, just that they were clear, like
Kathryn’s, but I could clearly see her lips twist into a smirk as her eyes
roved my body, and I suddenly remembered I was wearing her clothes.


“Kathryn,” Her voice sent a
shiver crawling down my spine, and I shuddered. Her smirk widened, and I hated
that she noticed. “And blonde friend.” She took a step towards me. “What’s your
name, beautiful?”


I colored. I couldn’t help it,
and could only bear the redness in my cheeks as I answered her. “Mara.” Her
eyes lighted up at my voice, and then roved once more over me. I was pretty
sure I wasn’t the only one feeling attraction, and the almost hunger I saw in
her eyes was pretty unsettling. I liked it though.


I liked to feel her looking at me
like that, and part of me didn’t quite understand why.


“I have to apologize for hitting
you, Mara. I thought you were a Reaper, but Madelyn filled me in already. I’m
sorry.”


“There’s nothing to apologize
for.” My voice came out a little rougher than I wanted it to, and I stopped to
clear my throat. “I would probably do the same in your place.”


“Still.” She took one step closer
to me and reached out with one hand, pressing it against the side of my head,
where she hit me with the staff. “I knocked you out when there was no need to,
I’m sorry.”


Her touch made me burn and I
swallowed, licking my lips almost unconsciously. She looked at them and smirked
again, and I sincerely didn’t know what would have happened, because in that
moment Kathryn made herself heard with one loud cough, and then she stepped
between us, almost pushing her sister away.


“That’s very nice Emma, but we
need to go now, I was giving Mara a tour.” Kathryn’s voice was strange, with
some unknown emotion I couldn’t easily identify, but I didn’t worry about it. I
did make sure to burn that name into my memory, somehow knowing I would use it
a lot in the future.


Emma didn’t say anything, just
smiled. “As you say, little sister.” She turned to me. “Have a nice tour.” She
started walking away, and I couldn’t tear my eyes off her until she disappeared
from sight. 


I did have a nice tour. Once Emma
had moved away Kathryn regained some of her earlier cheer, but she shot me a
couple of betrayed looks at first, before getting over whatever got her pissed.
That didn’t stop her from showing me all of Undertown, and her love for their
group shined in her voice, almost made her glow.


I felt a little flutter in my chest
as I looked at Kathryn, and she smiled, but I couldn’t quite forget that her
face was almost like Emma’s, and that Emma made my heart beat that much faster.







 



Chapter 3


It was
hard to describe what I felt during the first days I lived in Undertown. I had
never met so many people at once, I had never felt both so happy and sad. Happy
for the new life I believed I would have in front of me. Sad because I didn’t
have my mother beside me.


I think the grief of losing her
only really hit me then. Before part of me even believed she would be better
off dead, that she would stop suffering. Now I could only cry that she wasn’t
here with me. Life in Undertown certainly wasn’t perfect, and no one ever told
me so, but it was better than what I had ever known.


Kathryn and Emma were a big part
of that. The younger of the sisters spent a great deal of time with me, showing
me around and introducing me to those she knew – which was all of the
population of Undertown. Not that there were many people around, Undertown
boasted a population of fifty-eight – fifty-nine with me – but for me that was
enough. I hadn’t met more than ten people in my life before, fifty-eight were
more than enough.


Emma dominated my attention in
other ways. I was attracted to Kathryn, yes, I couldn’t deny it, but it didn’t
compare to the attraction I felt for her older sister. It wasn’t that Emma was
more beautiful than her sibling, though she was, but there was something about
her that made me burn, made me feel good in all the right places. I couldn’t
help but track her with my eyes when she was around, and she always noticed.


Not that she didn’t do the same
to me. I had caught her more than once. I didn’t mind though, I liked it
really. The one who didn’t was Kathryn.


Whenever Emma crossed our path
Kathryn would grow sullen and angry, and it wasn’t because of her sister, or at
least it wasn’t because she didn’t like Emma. I had seen the two of them when
they were on their own little world, and the love they felt for one another was
obvious to everyone who looked.


It took me a while to realize Kathryn
was jealous. Emma was the best hunter of their community, their best fighter,
and that attracted quite a bit of attention from the other women. Enough that
Emma always had a warm bedroll or blanket ready for her, and a woman willing to
please her.


Kathryn wanted to be as
successful as her older sister, but she was treated much like a young sibling
by most of the women, and I realized it grated at her. That I was obviously
attracted to Emma didn’t help, even if I was also attracted to her. I couldn’t
say I understood jealousy, not exactly, but then I had never possessed anything
others would be jealous of.


The sisters weren’t everything
that occupied my time, however, nor was social interaction. I had a job now.


I never thought I would be able
to say that.


It wasn’t much, I was just
helping out clearing away some of the paths. It wasn’t exactly easy, nor did it
seem to be an urgent task. From what the others told me they spent most of
their time gathering food and scavenging what they could from the areas near
Undertown, and only worked on expanding their home itself when everything else
was set on track. Most of the time they didn’t have the opportunity to work on
the paths, and when they did it was always a boring job – their words, not
mine.


I didn’t find it boring, but
maybe it was the novelty of it. Granted that the tools they had for the task
weren’t the best: most were rusted, others were half-broken, and some were
clearly hand made. That we had to take the rubble out of the cavern and throw
it away didn’t make it easier, but I didn’t mind being the one to do that. It
gave me a chance to look at the sky and the sun, and I loved it. It didn’t take
me, and they, long to realize I was stronger than them, and I wondered if that
was something else different about me.


Life was better than it had ever
been, even if it wasn’t what I could call perfect.


“So you used to farm mushrooms?”
Madelyn had been very interested in my life under the Shades, wondering how mom
and I had survived for so long, trying to figure out if there were some tricks
I learned that they could use in Undertown.


I tilted my head. “I suppose you
could call it that way, but mostly we just knew where the mushrooms grew best,
and how to make sure we didn’t take more than necessary, so they would keep
growing. I imagine I could farm them, if I had some.” At least I hoped so.


Madelyn seemed thoughtful. “That
would be very useful.” She saw my raised eyebrow and smiled before explaining.
“Most of our time is wasted gathering food and trying to keep us fed. We hunt
and fish a little, but we need to be very careful not to call the Reapers’
attention. Even so, it’s not like there are many animals around and the hunt is
scarce. The viruses Humanity released into the world affected more than just us.
Fortunately, the nearby river is plentiful in fish, but it isn’t always
practical to go there.”


That explained why most of the
time we ate fish. Not that I was complaining, I had never tasted it before and
found fish to be better than anything I had ever eaten, or maybe that was just
the cooking. Mom and I were too busy worrying about filling our stomachs to
worry about taste.


“We thought about farming some
plants outside the cavern’s entrance, but it could call attention to us, and
the Shade might end up killing whatever we tried to grow.”


“What do you mean?” I asked,
confused.


“You don’t know?” Madelyn was
startled, but then became thoughtful. “You probably don’t, you wouldn’t notice
it deep inside the Shade.” She turned to me. “The Shade moves, not much, but
we’re near the edge as it is. When it moves in our direction it covers the
cavern’s entrance. Sometimes for weeks. Nothing that needs sunlight can survive
like that.”


“And that’s why mushrooms would
be perfect.” I continued for her. She wasn’t wrong: if the Shade did move and
covered the entrance farming was out, but we could grow mushrooms inside the
cavern itself without too much difficulty. 


She nodded. “Yes. Granted that
the Shade moving is a good thing for us. The Reapers mostly avoid it, from what
I gathered they fear it and won’t risk venturing beneath it unless they’re
desperate, and so they leave this area mostly untouched, but it also makes our
life a little more difficult.”


“I could try to see if the
mushrooms we used to eat could grow inside the cavern.” I offered with a shrug,
hesitating a little before continuing. “I could go back and try to bring some
of them.”


Madelyn looked at me seriously
for a few moments before sighing. She didn’t say anything immediately, and I
remained silent as well. I didn’t want to leave Undertown. It had only been a
couple of weeks, but it already felt like home, and I didn’t want to leave and
risk losing it all, but if the mushrooms could really help us I would gather
them.


“I couldn’t ask you to do that,”
She raised a hand in the air when I opened my mouth to speak, forcing me into
silence without a word. “I can’t force you to do that alone at least. Your idea
has merit, but if we want to gather enough samples to be useful we need to send
out a little expedition at least, a small group.” She smiled at the end, and I
found myself answering back in the same manner.


We talked a little more, and I
became certain that Madelyn would be one of those going on the expedition. She
seemed far too curious about the Shade, and about what living under it was
like, I was pretty sure she wanted to experiment it for herself. Part of me
wondered why that was, but then I realized the truth in a flash. She said the
Reapers hated the Shade, and she was basically Undertown’s mayor. What if the
Reapers one day found out we were here? What could we do?


Flee to the Shade was the only
possible answer, and I was pretty sure Madelyn was preparing for that, if it
ever became necessary.


I couldn’t say it didn’t worry
me. I knew it was better to be prepared and not need it than the opposite, but
a small part of me feared losing what I had gained since leaving the Shade, and
having to return to a life of almost misery. There, every moment had been a
struggle to survive and remain warm and fed. I had been in Undertown for a
short time, but now I realized there were other ways of living, and I didn’t
want to lose them.


The whole matter weighted on my
mind during the day, and I could never truly put it behind me.


“What’s going on?” Emma’s voice
shook me off my contemplation, and my head shot in her direction. As always I
felt that flutter in my chest when I looked at her, and her smirk made me
shift. There was something in her eyes though, something that told me she was
worried about me, and I smiled sadly.


“Nothing too important.” I shook
my head and tried to reassure her, but it didn’t seem to work if the glint in
her eyes was any indication. “What about you?” I tried to change the focus of
the conversation.


Emma understood what I was
attempting, and for a moment I feared she wouldn’t let me distract her so
easily, but then she shrugged and laid down at my side, resting her back
against the wall. We had just eaten, it was one of the few rules in Undertown:
if you were around you ate at the same time, and you ate the same thing
everyone else did. It was the only way to keep some equality among us. 


“Nothing much. Went on a
scavenging run today, but there wasn’t much to be found. We picked the area
clean far too many times to find anything truly useful, but even some scrap
metal is worth something. We can try to work it into tools or weapons.” Emma’s
voice was the same it ever was, but it made me want to clench my legs, and I
couldn’t completely resist the shiver that ran along my back. “Tomorrow I’ll probably
try to go fish for a while, see if I get lucky.” The smirk she shot me then
made me freeze, and then sweat, but not as much as the words that followed.
“Want to come with me?”


Something told me fishing wasn’t
all she intended to do on that trip, and I had to swallow past a sudden knot in
my throat. I wanted to say yes, and I wanted her, but the words wouldn’t leave
my mouth, and almost unconsciously I found my eyes wandering the main cavern –
our ‘hall’ – and they came to rest on Kathryn’s figure.


I didn’t need the younger
redhead’s approval or acceptance, I was a grown woman, but the thought of going
behind her back and bedding Emma didn’t set well with me. I was crazily
attracted to Emma, and I wanted her and she me, but I needed to clear the air between
me and Kathryn first. “I don’t know if I can.”


Kathryn’s eyes raised and met
mine, and she smiled, then frowned when she made out Emma’s figure beside mine.
She turned away almost immediately, and I knew she was hurt.


I turned to find Emma smiling softly.
“My sister really cares about you, and I can’t say I don’t understand why.
You’re beautiful.”


There was a hunger in those
words, and I started regretting not accepting her proposition almost
immediately, but held back from saying anything.


Emma’s smile widened, but she
didn’t say anything else, and I remained silent. To my surprise it was a
comfortable silence, and we stayed like that, shoulder’s touching, our backs
against the cavern wall, watching the other women interacting all over the
hall.


Eventually I broke it. “Madelyn
is thinking of making an expedition under the Shade.”


Emma’s head turned in my
direction, surprised. “What?”


“She got really curious about how
mom and I used to live there, and was really interested about how we used to
eat the mushrooms that we found, and how we found them. She’s hoping we’ll be
able to find a way to farm them in here.”


The redhead bit her lip,
considering my words, and I ignored the sudden itch between my legs. Emma was
far too beautiful for me to remain unaffected in her presence, but I didn’t
want her to know exactly just how easily she affected me, even if part of me
was aware that was for naught. Emma knew perfectly well how unsettling she
could be.  


“That would be something.” She
sighed, and the look in her eyes was lost on the distance. She turned to me and
her lips twitched. “Sometimes it seems there’s less and less food out there.” A
shrug followed. “I know that’s mostly because we picked everything there was to
eat around, and most animals shy away from the Shade. Fish is our only constant
source of food, but there are times when it’s dangerous to catch them. The
Reapers avoid this area, but not always. Sometimes a couple of them will roam
around before leaving.”


I frowned. “Has any of you ever
been caught?”


Emma shook her head. “No,
thankfully. But it’s something we should always have in mind.” I didn’t say
anything to that, and Emma sighed again. Her eyes lighted up after a moment and
the smirk she shot me was wicked. “Maybe I’ll ask Madelyn to go on that
expedition of yours.”


My heart started beating faster,
and I didn’t look away from her.


“What expedition?” Kathryn’s
voice almost made me jump, and I looked from Emma to her with a guilty face,
then remembered there was no reason for me to feel guilty. Her eyes moved from
me to her sister and back again. “Well?”


It didn’t take me long to explain
what was going on to Kathryn, and to no one’s surprise she insisted on coming
as well. I resigned myself to it, and it wouldn’t exactly be a chore. I liked
Kathryn, very much even, it was just that I didn’t know if I wanted to reply to
her advances, not when I was pretty much pinning after her sister.


Not that I wasn’t attracted to
Kathryn as well, I was, it’s just that there was something about Emma that made
me desire her touch madly.


Over the following days Emma,
Madelyn, Kathryn and I started preparing our expedition. Madelyn believed four
people would be more than enough to do what needed to be done, and I had to
agree. We gathered some supplies, food and water, and some heavier clothes.
They knew the land under the Shade was colder, but all they experienced were
small moments in it. We would be gone for a few days, and it was better to be
prepared.


Soon the day we had decided to
set out came, and I found myself nervously pacing from one side of the entrance
of Undertown to the other, something like fear burning deep in my stomach. I
didn’t know why I was so nervous. I had lived in the Shade all my life, I grew
under it. The thought of returning shouldn’t unbalance me so.


After some thought I realized it
wasn’t returning to the Shade that was worrying me, it was leaving Undertown.
As I let my eyes rove over the cavern’s walls and the light of the sun that
fell just outside the entrance, I understood I was afraid I would lose what I
had built in my short time in Undertown, afraid I would leave and it would
become a mirage.


It was a fear that didn’t
disappear completely, but it abated when I saw Emma and Kathryn moving in my
direction. The sisters were lost in conversation, smiling, and those smiles
only widened when they saw me. Then Kathryn noticed the look her sister was
throwing me and pouted, but that pout disappeared when I smiled at the two.


“You’re all here? Good.” Madelyn
walked in before I could say anything to the redheads, sporting an air of
command. “We should try to move as quickly as we can. I understand the sun
can’t fully penetrate the Shade, but some of its light does reach the ground.”


“The day is slightly clearer, but
not much.” I partially conceded to her point, and it wasn’t as if any of us
wanted to do things slowly. Being under the Shade once more would be unsettling
enough for all of us, the quicker we got out the better it would be.


We set out after that, and for
the first thirty minutes everything went perfectly alright. Then it changed.


“I think we’re being followed.
It’s like there’s something in the corner of my eyes when I turn in the right
manner.” Emma’s voice startled the group out of its silence, and we all looked
at her. “Don’t look back, and keep going for a bit. I’m going to make sure.”


Fear gripped us for a few
moments, but then Emma advanced and walked around a few large rocks, and
seemingly disappeared from sight. I knew she had just sneaked away, but the
manner in which she did it was a little eyrie. The three of us exchanged looks,
but then kept going, slowly, with care, suddenly wary.


A few painstakingly minutes
followed until Emma eventually returned. She smiled at us, but the dread in her
eyes made me stop.


“There are Reapers after us.”
Before we could react she smiled again, and gestured with one hand. It wasn’t
hard to guess what she wanted, and we acted as if there was nothing wrong.
“Just two of them, but they’re following our trail. I’m pretty sure they saw us
and waited to follow, maybe hoping to catch us in the dark.”


Madelyn swallowed. “Reapers
aren’t exactly rational, and I wouldn’t trust them to solve complex problems,
but they are cunning. We need to be very careful.”


“I expect we’ll lose them when we
enter the Shade. With luck they won’t even try to follow us in.” Emma’s voice
tried to be cheerful, but it came out flat, and I couldn’t help but shiver. I
hoped she was right.


It didn’t take us long to reach
the Shade, and only then did I realize for how long Emma must have carried me
that first day, when she knocked me out. There was a nervous energy flowing
around our group, and fear was the cause. Even Emma was nervous. I could see
how tight she was holding her staff, and it was hard to resist the urge to look
back and see if we were being followed, but I succeeded somehow.


That nervousness only increased
when we crossed into the lands bathed by the darkness of the Shade and our pace
became far slower than before. We kept moving for a few more hours before
coming to a rest, and that was when Emma spoke again. “I think they’re gone.”


“Really?” Kathryn’s voice came
out full of hope, and then she drew back embarrassed at the almost squeak that
accompanied her words.


Emma smiled softly. “Really. I’m
not completely sure, but I’m pretty certain we’re not being followed any
longer.”


“Let’s hope you’re correct.”
Madelyn’s voice was as commanding as usual, but there was a tint of
indecisiveness there. She had been just as unsettled as us by the possibility
of the Reapers catching up. “We should rest for a bit and then try to find what
we came here for.”


We found someplace to lay down
for a bit, and ate and talked little. The group was still a little subdued, and
I knew it wasn’t just because of our brush with the Reapers. The Shade didn’t
exactly inspire happiness, and while I wasn’t exactly unaffected by it I still
found it stiffening. I could only imagine what the others were feeling. They
might have some intrinsic knowledge of what the Shade entailed, but it was
another thing to experiment it directly.


Not that Emma hadn’t experimented
it before. She confessed that more than once she had been forced to venture
beneath the clouds’ darkness to try and gather something of use, and she had to
leave Undertown when it had been bathed by the Shade before, but it was one
thing when you could tell yourself it would only be an hour or two and that
after that you would be in the sunlight once more. It was quite different to
expect to stay a few days under the Shade.


After resting for a bit we set
out once more, and it didn’t take me long to find some of the mushrooms mom and
I used to eat. Madelyn didn’t let me catch them immediately, studying their
surroundings, the earth where they had been born, what was around them. She
asked me several questions about the weather under the Shade at the same time,
and I answered her thoroughly, trying to remember every detail needed.


When she was finally satisfied we
picked them up and continued, searching for other samples. Madelyn questioned
me about other kinds of mushrooms, and I answered her as I could. From the
corner of my eyes I could see both Kathryn and Emma were amused at Madelyn’s
curiousness, and I realized it wasn’t common for the other woman to behave so.


Everything went on better than I
expected, and by the end of that day we had gathered everything we needed and
were ready to get back. 


“We should find some place to
spend the night.” Emma’s voice shook me out of my thoughts, and I looked at
her. She shrugged. “It’s late, it’s getting darker, and we won’t be able to
reach home without resting. Might as well find a place to sleep for a few hours
and set out fresh.”


We exchanged glances, but
eventually agreed with her, and after ten minutes of search we found the ruins
of an old home. There was plenty of rubble around, more than enough indication
that the house hadn’t stood alone in its time, but now it was the only one
upright. Emma cautiously advanced and studied it, and after a bit nodded,
indicating it was safe to get in.


It didn’t take us long to gather
enough material for a small fire, and we ate and relaxed around the flame with
gusto, content with the knowledge that we would leave the Shade the next day.
Everything was going too well, and perhaps that should have clued me in to what
was to come.


Kathryn moved and sat at my side,
leaning against my shoulder. I froze, looking at her, then letting my eyes move
in Emma’s direction almost of their own volition. The redhead was looking at
her sister and me in turn, and I felt a knot appear in my throat. I should have
said something, maybe make Kathryn move back a little, but when I looked at her
she smiled and I could only smile back, and she took that as permission to
burrow deeper into my side.


Madelyn’s eyes roved over the
three of us, and she smiled, almost wickedly, then winked at me. It was hard
not to glare at her amusement, but I managed. Madelyn and I weren’t the only
ones exchanging looks however: Emma and Kathryn were looking into each other’s
eyes and there was something there I couldn’t recognize. They were having an
entire conversation with simple looks and glances, and part of me couldn’t help
but be a little irritated at being left out.


Weren’t they talking about me
after all? Didn’t I deserve to understand what was going on?


Whatever it was they were
communicating to one another I didn’t know, but at the end of it Kathryn huffed
and turned to me, and before I could say anything she closed the distance
between us and pressed her mouth against mine in a kiss. I blinked, then my
eyes fluttered close and I leaned into her embrace, not quite thinking about
what I was doing.


It was my first kiss, my first real
kiss, and part of my brain could barely think past the feel of her lips against
mine, of how soft and tender they were. She deepened it, tilting her head and
moving forward, and I found myself being forced back until I hit the wall. That
didn’t stop Kathryn from pushing into me, and before I could even try to do
anything she climbed into my lap, pressing against me with all of her body.


I loved it. I couldn’t deny it. I
put my arms around her body and pulled her hard against me, and she moaned as
she deepened the kiss even further. We only really parted when the sound of a
cough reached us, and I became mortified, remembering there were other people
in the room. Kathryn left my lap with a smile, and turned to smirk at her
sibling, but Emma’s eyes weren’t on her little sister.


They were on me. Or more
precisely on my lap.


I knew what I would find when I
followed her line of sight, but I couldn’t stop myself. I looked down to see my
cock straining against my pants, its bulge evident, and I swallowed. I heard a
soft gasp and turned to Madelyn, knowing she had noticed it as well. I
swallowed, feeling a pit of fear, despair and something like disgust in my
stomach, and without quite meaning to I felt tears start to fall down my eyes.


Kathryn pressed against my side
almost immediately, half-covering my lap with her body, and put her mouth
against my ear. “I’m sorry, I didn’t think.” She whispered, and I was so
relieved by her touch and her attempt to comfort me that I held unto her,
hiding my face in the crook of her neck and trying to forget about the other
women around. 


I had to face them eventually,
and I raised my eyes to look first at Emma and then at Madelyn. The redhead
smiled at me, softly, and I knew that like Kathryn she wasn’t disgusted, and I
felt a heavy weight disappear from my back.


Then I turned to Madelyn and what
I saw in her eyes made me freeze. It wasn’t disgust, I realized that quickly,
but it was something else. It wasn’t lust either. She seemed to shake herself
as if she had seen a ghost, and then smiled softly but turned around.


After that we basically petered
off. Emma gave me another smile but then spread her blanket and went to sleep,
and soon after Kathryn and I followed her.


My dreams were filled with shouts
and pained cries, and then I woke up, confused, and realized it hadn’t been my
dreams. The first thing I saw through the light projected by the embers where
our fire had been was a large, dark skinned man struggling against Emma, trying
to grab the redhead, but she managed to keep him at bay with her staff, at
least for a little bit. Kathryn was struggling a few feet away with a smaller
male, pale skinned, and somewhat scrawny, but he was quick and had a knife in
his hand.


Madelyn was pressed against one
of the walls, frozen, and for a few moments I was tempted to do the same. Then
Kathryn cried out when the Reaper nicked her, and I stumbled to my feet, moving
to help her. He didn’t see me coming, but she did, and was prepared to
capitalize on his surprise. I didn’t know exactly what to do, I had never
fought anyone before, so I settled for pushing him to the side, and he became
unbalanced.


Kathryn used the opportunity to
club him in the head with the small baton in her hand. She hit him once, twice,
three times, and he didn’t seem like he wanted to fall, but when she hit him
again his skull cracked, then she hit him in the face and his nose practically
exploded, and he crashed to the floor. I kicked him on the side a couple of
times, it was the only thing I could do to help. He must have passed out
because he didn’t resist in any way.


The redhead didn’t waste any time
and moved to help her sister keep her attacker at bay, and I could only watch
as the siblings faced the much larger man and defeated him. I knew Reapers were
stronger than regular humans, and he was a big man, strong and
broad-shouldered, but Kathryn and Emma’s skill was impressive, and soon the
younger sister distracted the Reaper at the right moment for Emma’s attack to
connect with him.


He was rattled by Emma’s blow,
and reeled back, only to take a kick from Kathryn to the back of his knee and
crash down.


Emma was merciless. Her opponent
was down and she didn’t waste the chance, raining blow after blow of her staff
upon him, hitting his face and upper chest until any features he might have had
were unrecognizable.


I swallowed at the savagery, but
then acknowledged it was probably needed. Reapers would never have mercy on
you, and you never knew when they might find you again. We needed to end them
to be safe. Emma proceeded to do just that, moving to the other man and
finishing him as well.


“Shit.” She said after looking at
his face, pulling his eyelids back to gaze at his eyes. “He’s a carrier.” I
didn’t know what she meant by that, but the others did. 


Kathryn paled and started
trembling. “He nicked me.”


Emma’s gaze shot towards her,
then her mouth opened and closed without saying anything.


“What’s a carrier?” I felt a
little stupid when they all turned to me, and started fidgeting. “I don’t
know.”


“Carriers are Reapers that can
pass the virus along.” Madelyn’s words were directed at me, but her eyes didn’t
leave Kathryn. “After the Rage virus cleared away from the atmosphere they’re
the only ones that can pass it along. You can identify them from their
bloodshot eyes.”


“Does that mean we’re at risk?”


She shrugged. “Not exactly. Their
blood needs to come into contact with others to transmit the virus, but they’re
cunning enough to realize they can turn their enemies, and usually coat their
weapons with it.”


My eyes wandered in Kathryn’s
direction. “And they nicked her.”


Kathryn smiled softly at me, but
I could see the desperation in her eyes, the entire lack of hope. Emma picked
the Reaper’s knife and studied it, leaning forward to smell it for a moment,
and then leaning back with a jerk.


Whatever she found wasn’t good,
and both Kathryn and Emma started shaking. The older sister looked back at
Kathryn with a look so full of emotion I couldn’t describe it, and Kathryn
almost cried. Only Madelyn remained unaffected, and I took a step towards
Kathryn, stopping when Emma’s hand grasped mine.


“No,” She said, her voice dead.
“We don’t know how long it takes to become a Reaper. Some people turn in
minutes, and some in hours. We can’t risk it.” I couldn’t imagine how much the
words hurt her.


Kathryn smiled again. “It’s best
to do what she says.”


“Perhaps not.” Madelyn’s voice
was placid, almost unconcerned, and I found her eyes on mine.


“What do you mean?” Emma
questioned. Her eyes were dark with grief and pain, but her voice had a hopeful
tint to it.


“I’ve seen someone like you
before, many years ago.” Madelyn’s words were directed at me. She almost seemed
pained and ashamed, and many other things I couldn’t describe, but her voice
gained strength as she continued. “Someone with your particularities.”


Kathryn hissed and clutched at
her side, where the Reaper had marked her with his blade, and all of us tensed.
She smiled afterwards, but there was pain in her features, pain and something
else.


“You need to lay with her.”
Madelyn’s statement didn’t make any sense.


“What?” Both Emma and I spoke at
the same time, and looked confused from Madelyn to the wincing Kathryn. She
didn’t react in any way to Madelyn’s words, and I didn’t know if she was even
aware of them.


“The person I knew was able to
cure most of the genetic viruses that affected Humanity with her seed.” When
Madelyn saw my befuddled look she clucked her tongue and glared. “The reason
why is not important, but it works, I’m pretty sure it will work with you, but
I don’t know if you’ll be able to cure Kathryn after the virus has its way with
her.”


“You’re asking me to …” I didn’t
finish, I couldn’t find the words.


“Please,” Emma’s grip on my arm
passed from restricting to pleading, and I turned to find her eyes begging. “Do
it, please. Anything to heal her.” There was so much fear in her voice, and
such hope that I didn’t know how to deny her. Without even realizing I was
doing it I nodded, and after a shuddering breath took a step towards Kathryn.
She stayed still at first, but when I got within a couple of feet of her she
turned to gaze at me, and smiled weakly.


My smile was just as weak when I
answered, and she looked down. “I didn’t want it to be like this.” Her voice
was a whisper that I had to struggle to hear, then reached out and caressed her
face when I understood her meaning. “I didn’t want us to be like this.”


“Are you in control?”


“Yes, but I don’t know for how
long. I’m getting angry, and I don’t know why, but I’m so afraid at the same
time.” Her voice showed it, and I pulled her into an embrace, trying to comfort
her for some moments. She shuddered, and then sobbed into me for a few moments,
but there was no time to waste.


I tugged gently on her hair and
made her lean back, and before she could question me I closed the distance
between us and kissed her, much like she had done to me before sleep.


She moaned into it, and kissed
back with an aggression that hadn’t been there before. Over her sounds of
pleasure I almost didn’t hear Madelyn and Emma talking to each other, and then
leaving. They left the two of us alone, and I couldn’t help but blush a little
when I realized why, when I truly processed what was going to happen.


I didn’t have much of a chance to
think about it though.


Kathryn’s kiss became more eager
with each moment that passed, and she pushed me against one of the walls of the
room, pressing her entire body against mine. I groaned when I felt her breasts,
and my cock hardened as quickly as it had ever done.


Her hands came to rest on my
clothes and started pulling. I made to resist at first, then remembered the
reason why we were doing it and let her continue, moving my own hands to her
body, touching her like she was touching me. Her curves were soft and wielding,
and she moaned her appreciation into my mouth.


I didn’t quite know what I was
doing, but I realized neither did she. Kathryn was a better kisser than me, but
that seemed to be all the advantage she had in that department, and we started
exploring each other’s bodies slowly, baring ourselves a slip of skin at a
time. The only thing illuminating our motions was the light that came from the
embers in the middle of the room, and for some reason that made me feel like
the whole experience was a little more romantic, more fulfilling.


Kathryn grasped my lower lip
between her teeth and bit down gently, before moving down and pressing a couple
of kisses against my collarbone, moving up and kissing the crook of my neck
afterwards.


I shuddered, and held tighter
unto her, moving my hands down and cupping her ass, gripping tight, and she
arched into me. I forgot about the reason why I was doing it, I forgot about my
doubts and fears and just loved Kathryn as she deserved to be loved.


Our next kiss was a little
tenderer, but it was the last tender act we did before savaging each other with
our passions. I turned her around, taking her by surprise and pushing her in
turn against the walls, attacking the crook of her neck as she had done to me,
slowly unbuttoning her shirt. I ripped the bindings around her breasts without
really thinking about it and she shuddered in both pain and pleasure, and
moaned when my hands cupped her there.


I played with her mounds,
flicking the little pink peaks that adorned them, then leaning down to taste
them.


After a bit she turned us around again
and started doing the same to me, and I couldn’t find the words to describe how
nice her lips were. I had never been touched so, and I couldn’t expect it to be
so pleasurable, so nerve-wracking. Kathryn didn’t stop there. She nipped at the
flesh of my breasts, then moved down and started pushing my pants. 


I put a hand on her hair and I
didn’t know if I was going to encourage her, or push her away, but then she
freed my member, and the only thing on my mind was the pleasure she could give
me. When I looked down I almost froze. There was a maniacal look in her eyes,
and when she glanced up at me they seemed blood-shot. I remembered what Madelyn
and Emma had said earlier, and I feared the worst.


Then Kathryn pressed her lips
against me and it was hard to think.


They were soft, and she touched
me eagerly. Her tongue was wet and rough, and she ran it all over the tip of
me, and when I groaned with pleasure she opened her mouth and took me in.


I had seen photos of it before,
in the magazine that I hid from my mother, but nothing could prepare me for the
real deal. Kathryn was hesitant. She didn’t seem in full control of herself,
she seemed almost animalistic at times, but even then she paused for some
moments before touching me, before doing anything different, and I could only
think it was because she didn’t quite know what to do to make me enjoy. She
figured it out easily enough.


Her hand hesitantly came to rest
on my cock, and she started pumping, her lips closing around the tip at the
same time, and I shuddered. I shuddered even more when her hand moved between
my thighs and started exploring my opening. She touched and rubbed my female
sex with an ease she hadn’t been able to enjoy in my male one, and I wondered
if she had practiced with another woman before, or if it was her own sex she
had practiced on.


It soon started to become too
much, and I forced her to stop, grabbing her head and pulling her up, pressing
my lips against hers. She kissed back eagerly, but soon released something like
a meow and tried to crawl down to her knees. I didn’t let her.


She wasn’t in control of herself,
not exactly, but I wanted to make it pleasurable for her, even if from
Madelyn’s words all she needed was my seed. The older woman didn’t tell me
exactly how, but I figured it was preferably done the regular way. I would make
sure Kathryn enjoyed it.


I was the one who started
wandering down her body first, and though Kathryn tried to grab me and stop my
motions, once she realized what I intended to do she pulled me hard against her
body. It wasn’t easy to push down her pants, and she didn’t exactly help there,
grabbing my hair and pulling me against her, but once I worked them off I was
able to touch her.


She had a small pair of white
panties on the way, but they didn’t stop me from touching her pussy. They were
so wet they didn’t stop me from seeing it either. I pressed one finger against
her nether lips and she arched, releasing a moan so loud that I blushed despite
what we were doing. I kept touching her for a few moments, then parted her
panties aside and caressed her directly, and she arched into me once again,
almost thrusting. Without quite meaning to I entered her with the tip of my
fingers, and it amazed me how easy it was.


Kathryn shuddered, and her hands
came to rest on my shoulders, gripping tight and almost pulling me forward. I
got the sensation she didn’t quite know what she wanted, and I breathed deeply
before taking command of our motions. I pulled her panties down and bared her,
then pushed her down and laid her out in one of the blankets – the one Emma
spent the night in.


The redhead didn’t resist in any
way, she was more than eager for what I wanted to give her. I didn’t waste any
more time in teasing her either, simply leaning down to kiss her thighs, then
running my tongue around her sex for some moments before climbing her body and
putting us face-to-face.


We kissed for a moment, barely
brushing our lips against one another’s, and then I reached down and grasped my
cock in hand, directing it against her folds. Kathryn moaned and shuddered at
my touch, and I couldn’t resist the temptation to tease her a little, running
my rod up and down her slit, but then I thrust and sank the first few inches of
myself into her.


She groaned and clutched at me,
stopping me from moving for a few moments. I thought I hurt her, and was going
to move back immediately, but she didn’t let me, and after a few moments she
was the one who started moving against me, trying to fuck herself on my rod.


I let her do as she wanted at
first, but eventually started moving as well, pushed more by instinct than
anything else. I managed to be careful even then, and didn’t push more than a
few inches into her, aware that doing more than that could hurt her.


Kathryn winced a couple of times,
but she never let me move back, and slowly got used to my girth, allowing me to
push more of my flesh into hers. She shuddered and trembled, grasped at my body
and raked her nails down my back, but we kept moving, and soon I reached a
barrier inside of her and paused. My mother had told me about it, when she
explained to me what sex was and how I was different from other women.


I hesitated before pushing past
it. It needed to be done, and she clearly wanted it, but I hesitated
nonetheless. At first I tried to do it slowly, but she only winced and I didn’t
quite manage it, so I thrust a little harder and pushed. I stopped then,
letting her gather her breath, but I shouldn’t have bothered. It either didn’t
pain her that much, or she was far too gone to care about pain. 


The redhead started moving
against me, and I could only reply to her motions with my own, slowly moving in
and out of her. There are no words to describe how it felt. I could try, I
could say it was magical or the best thing I had ever felt, but that would
clearly be unable to explain what it meant to me. In Kathryn, inside of her, I
found a home, I found someplace where I could be safe. I knew it was
irrational, that my thoughts didn’t make any sense, but I couldn’t help them.


Kathryn was obviously past
thought. The redhead arched towards me, pressing her breasts against my own,
letting her hands wander my body. She started whispering something, and I
leaned down to hear her better, only to swallow when I realized what it was.
“Mara, Mara, Mara.”


My name again and again in her
mouth, the sensation of her body wrapped around mine: it all became far too
much. I poised my hands on her waist and sped up for some moments, my nails
digging into her skin and marking her, and then I was reaching my zenith,
feeling my cock swell even further and explode, releasing my seed for the first
time.


It felt good, better than good,
and I realized I wasn’t the only one who had come when she wrapped her legs
around my waist and started moaning, completely lost in pleasure.


We held each other afterwards,
content in the shared warmth of our bodies. She started rocking against me
eventually, and I have to confess I didn’t resist the temptation and we had
each other once more, soon coming again.


Kathryn clutched at me afterwards,
pressed against my side, her arms around my body, and soon fell asleep. I
watched her, feeling my heart beat a little faster as I saw the lines of her
face softening slightly as sleep took away her tension, and I smiled before
closing my eyes and letting sleep take me away.







 



Epilogue


The
following morning was a little awkward for all of us, but it got better when we
realized Kathryn was herself once again. The Rage virus seemed gone from her
system.


We were a little subdued as we
returned to Undertown. We had come close to death, and then to losing Kathryn.
Emma was hovering over her sister, trying to make sure she was alright and that
she didn’t feel any pain or anything. Kathryn let her do it, and that she
didn’t snap back showed just how unsettled she was by the whole experience. She
had never let Emma mother her quite like this when I was around.


The younger redhead was unable to
look at me without blushing, but then I wasn’t much better there myself. I
could feel my face burn every time I turned her way. Our trek out of the Shade
was certainly better than the one in, with less worry, but that wouldn’t last.


I let my eyes fall on Madelyn’s
figure. The older woman knew things about me that I didn’t, and I wasn’t able
to accept what she had told me as the full truth, not for now at least. There
was more to the story, and I would find it sooner or later, no matter how much
she might try to hide it.


Relief filled me when we saw the
entrance of Undertown later that day, and I knew I wasn’t the only one
reassured. Madelyn left with barely a word after entering, taking the samples
of the mushrooms with her. I knew she was running away from me, and from the
conversation she imagined was coming, and I let her leave. I would have my
answers eventually, and I was far too tired to try and take them out of her in
that moment.


Kathryn looked at me from the
corner of her eyes, blushed and said something about a shower, and I watched
her move away, not certain if I should follow her or stay behind, if she wanted
to talk to me or not. 


Emma reached out and put one hand
on my shoulder. “Thank you.” Her words were full of emotion: gratefulness,
care, and even a little lust; and I swallowed for a moment. I still wanted her,
even after having her sister, and I couldn’t hide it. She wanted me as well,
and smirked softly, turning on her feet and leaving, strutting her way out and
letting me see just how nice her ass was.


I swallowed and shook my head,
and then wandered down to my room in Undertown. To call it a room could be a
little overblown, it was a little more than a big hole in the cavern’s wall,
much like everyone in Undertown possessed, bar those who had some kind of
leadership role – like Madelyn – but it was mine. I laid down and tried to
sleep, ignoring the dirt and grime staining my figure, but soon found myself
unable to rest.


The sound of someone crawling
into my space almost made me jump.


The light that came from outside
was blocked by her body, and only when she spoke did I recognize Kathryn. “Hi.”
She mumbled, looking into my eyes for a moment before looking away.


“Hi!” I answered back, unable to
come up with a better reply. We were still embarrassed, but we hadn’t done
anything wrong. It was natural for both of us to be a little uncomfortable
seeing what happened between us, but I didn’t regret it.


“I’m sorry.” Kathryn said in a
rush, looking away. There were tears in her eyes, and she was trembling, and I
couldn’t figure out why. “I’m sorry.” She repeated.


I grabbed her and pulled her into
my arms as quickly as I could. “What’s going on? Why are you apologizing?” I
tried to comfort her, I tried to understand what was happening, but all Kathryn
did was clutch at me and cry, and I held her, running my hand over her head,
trying to soothe her.


It took her a while, but
eventually she calmed down and explained herself. “You were forced to have sex
with me to save me, I’m sorry…” I didn’t let her continue. I hadn’t even
thought of this possibility, or I would have nabbed it in the bud, but now that
I realized what was worrying her I couldn’t let her think I had been forced
into anything.


I kissed her. It was far tender
than the kisses we shared the previous night, and it was just the right thing
to do.


Kathryn looked into my eyes
afterwards, and there was hope in hers, as well as a kind of joy. Happiness
perhaps. “I wasn’t forced into anything.” I cupped her face. “And I loved every
moment we were together.”


That led her into clutching at me
again, even tighter than before, but her sobs were filled with relief this
time, and I smiled as I held her. Kathryn had been the one to truly welcome me
into Undertown, the one who helped make it my home in the first place, and I
would always love her for it. What we shared the night before only made those emotions
stronger.


She pulled back and kissed me
again, and before I could do anything she climbed into my lap. I froze for a
moment, and she noticed. “Maybe this is a little bit too much?” Her voice
started turning dejected as she moved back. I held her in place.


“I was surprised, and I didn’t
know you wanted this.” I met her eyes and smiled, softly. “I don’t even know
what this is, not exactly. I never had anyone before.”


“Neither did I.” She replied. “It
was hard being the youngest in Undertown, especially with Emma as my sister.
Most of the people look up and want her, and they treat me as their little
sister as well. I wanted someone to love me, but none of the women here wanted
to touch me.”


I caressed her face, trying to
reassure her, understanding this was something that had been bothering her for
a long time. I couldn’t relate, not entirely: I’ve always been too worried
about survival to think about romance.


“They’ve always wanted Emma, like
you do.” I opened my mouth, but she poised a finger against my lips and stopped
me. “I can see it in how you look at her, and she you. I’m used to it.” She
froze for a moment, then sighed. “I don’t mind if you want her, or at least I
won’t do anything about it, I won’t complain, and I won’t care if you share her
bedroll. I just want you to give me a chance.”


I didn’t answer her with words. I
leaned forward once again and kissed her, and after a bit she replied to it and
kissed me back. Without really thinking about it we let our hands wander over
each other’s bodies, and soon we were making love once again, this time without
the shadow of the Rage virus hovering over it all.


It was the start of something great,
but nowhere near the end, and as I spooned against Kathryn’s body afterwards I
knew many things would come: my relationship with Emma, whatever Madelyn knew
about me. All of it would come up eventually, and I needed to be ready, but for
now I would enjoy Kathryn’s presence at my side.


The end
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