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One

	Brooke

	The morning air was cold. I stared at the western fence with a shotgun in my hands. I aimed it as I slowly walked toward the dead thing that was on the other side of the fence It reached for me with a decayed hand.

	My heart beat was even as I kept a steady aim at the thing. Even at a distance I could make out some details. It had patches of hair, and wore a ripped suit. It never made a sound as hollow eyes stared at me.

	I checked the cameras first thing after I woke up. When I saw the dead thing at the fence, my heart leapt into my throat. It didn’t reach in when I saw it on camera. It just stood there, staring at nothing. But the way it stood, it looked like it knew we were in here.

	I didn’t wake the family. I knew everyone would start scrambling to take down the threat. Chase would take lead and we would follow. My stubbornness kicked in as I quickly dressed. I grabbed my coat and a shotgun. I exited out of the side door with the alarms turned off.

	I saw wisps of my breath in the freezing cold autumn morning. It wasn’t even winter yet, and already the cold was seeping into my bones. I just wanted to be warm and bored. I wanted to corner Chase and make him tell me every detail from last night. I wanted to know if he enjoyed it so I could tell him how I felt about him and about the whole family.

	The dead thing kept reaching for me. Its flesh was a mottled gray and I could see exposed bone. It looked like it just rose from the grave and walked. It looked like it could walk forever without a care in the world. Yet, it was here, making futile efforts to get me.

	When I was thirty feet from the fence, I stopped and continued to aim.

	The dead thing let its arm drop and stared at me with empty sockets. Even as long dead as this thing was, it was not thin enough to slip through the bars. We were safe. I was safe. With my shotgun I could blow off its head and neck with a pull of the trigger. But my finger laid against the side of the shotgun. Why wasn’t it on the trigger?

	The longer I stood aiming at it, the more I knew, if I pulled the trigger, everyone would hear it. The family would go crazy and rush out to me, armed to the teeth and with hundreds of questions. 

	I wanted to smile at myself. I was hesitating because I didn’t want to ruin their morning. Mom and Chase were finally together and strangely, I was happy for them.

	From the tree line, past the fence and the dead thing, I caught sight of some movement. I reaffirmed my grip on the shotgun, ready to blow this dead thing’s head off when I saw another dead one emerge from the trees. 

	My pulse quickened as it moved toward the fence, toward our home. I couldn’t get out of this one. I had to open fire and alert everyone. They won’t be mad but the stress will fill everyone’s heads, making them scared and angry again.

	I put my finger on the trigger, aiming at the dead thing at the fence. I took a step forward, followed by another one. I had to be close enough to inflict maximum damage. It I kept shooting it might alert more undead, or maybe raiders.

	The new dead thing wore torn clothes. Their head was completely skeletal, like they been dead even longer. 

	The new dead thing walked up behind the one standing at the fence. I had my perfect chance to shoot and end both with one shot. My finger trembled as I aimed.

	The new dead thing grabbed the neck of the thing at the fence. With a hard pull, it ripped out its spine. The head came off and fell to the leafy ground with a small thud.

	My eyes widened. What the hell did I just see? What the hell just happened!

	The dead thing stared at me with hollow eyes.

	I trembled like a leaf. I had no idea what the fuck was going on. It wasn’t like the movies or books. The dead were always a unified force, for flesh, brains, whatever! I never thought that they would attack each other.

	The dead thing lifted a boney hand and pointed a finger at me.

	“Try it, asshole!” I growled as my trigger finger stopped trembling.

	The dead stared at me for seconds before they moved their arm slightly and pointed past my shoulder.

	I blinked, afraid to turn my head and look at what it was pointing at. This was some weird-ass shit, even for me. I wasn’t sure what to do. It killed the other dead thing. It’s pointing at something and it’s calm as fuck.

	My eyes widened when I knew what it was pointing at. It was pointing at the slaughter shed. It knew we had meat in there.

	“You…you want meat?” I stuttered.

	The dead thing lowered its skeletal hand and gave me a single nod.

	It understood me? It fucking understood me! It didn’t have ears or any flesh on its head, yet it understood every word I said.

	“Fuuuuuck,” I said as I lowered the shotgun.

	The dead just looked at me with hollow eyes, silent at a fucking graveyard.

	“If I get you some meat, will you leave?”

	The decayed dead thing gave another nod.

	This was too weird. Way weirder than I ever expected. But for some reason I started to walk backwards. I kept walking backwards until I was close to the house. I glanced at dead still standing there, watching me, but I wasn’t freaking out like I should be. The world ended and now I was getting some meat for a dead thing?

	I turned and hurried to the shed. I quickly unlocked it, opened the door, and stepped in.

	I let out a long exhale. I put the shotgun down on a table and grabbed a cleaver. I stepped to one of the strung up skinned deer. I grabbed a front leg. They had some meat and it was enough to spare. I bent it out with one hand and brought the cleaver down hard.

	The leg didn’t come off with the first swing. I chopped at it a few times until it came free. The blood had long drained away, but my hand was still red from what little was left.

	I turned around and stormed toward the door. I grabbed the shotgun with my other hand and stepped back out into the cold, brisk morning. 

	I marched toward the fence and when I stepped closer, I slowed down. I stared at the dead thing, wondering if it was trying to trick me? Was it going to lurch at the bars, trying to get me, pull me close, and bite my face off?

	The dead thing kneeled, bowed its skull, and lifted both skeletal hands, palms up.

	This was some freaky, FREAKY shit.

	I lifted the shotgun with one hand, and clumsily aimed at the kneeling dead thing. I lifted the deer leg with the other hand, holding it out as far as I could. My entire body wanted to shiver as I stretched the deer leg past the wrought-iron bars. 

	The dead thing was still kneeling, not moving at all. 

	I gathered up the last of my courage and touched the deer leg to its open palm.

	The dead thing curled its skeletal fingers around the end and gently took it.

	I jumped back and aimed my shotgun, my heart beating so fast I thought it would beat right out of my chest.

	The dead thing stood up with the deer leg now in both hands. It bowed to me, holding it out with both hands like some kind weird offering. Then it put the deer leg under a skeletal arm, turned, and walked back the way it came.

	I didn’t blink as I watched it go. When it reached the tree line, it walked in, and slowly vanished from sight.

	My breath was thick in the cold air. I couldn’t believe what just happened. No one was going to believe me. There was nothing like this on the radio broadcasts. For the last six months it has been “shelter in place,” and “always have a partner to watch your back for the dead are silent.” They never said anything about the dead making requests.

	My pulse started to return to normal. I looked down at what was left of the first dead thing. 

	“Shit,” I said, as I had to figure out what to do with it before anyone in the family saw it and started asking questions.

	 


Two

	Lisbeth

	I floated in warm water under an overhanging tree. I stared at the leaves and branches. The clouds and blue sky filled the heavens.

	Happiness tickled my heart as I floated. I couldn’t remember when I felt this happy.

	“It’s okay to be happy,” came a voice.

	I floated, unsure if I heard the voice or it was in my mind. It sounded familiar, like one I heard many times.

	I let out a blissful sigh, my whole body surrounded in warmth and light.

	Something grabbed me. I felt hands, many hands on me. I gasped, not in fear, but in heated desire. 

	I was pulled under water and I sank down. Hands held me, touching me, exploring me. I smiled as the light above was slowly engulfed in darkness.

	I woke from the dream, letting out a small moan. I was on my side, one of my legs lifted and laying on a strong leg. I gasped as something thick pushed into me, invading my pussy. God, he was so big, I could barely contain him. 

	I didn’t have to turn my head as Chase pushed into me. We slept in the same bed, passing out after so many orgasms. I vaguely remembered him behind me, his arm wrapped around me like he never wanted to let me go.

	Chase continued to move his hips, fucking me slowly. I couldn’t stop the flood of honey, his cock making me wetter than I ever had been before. I gripped the sheets, his hand on my hip, holding me to him as he fucked me from behind.

	“I was touching you. And when you were so wet, I couldn’t help myself,” he whispered as he pushed deep into me again and again.

	I could hardly think, my grown son fucking me awake. Each push caused my toes to curl. The feel and sound of his hips hitting my ass sent ripples of pleasure through me.

	“Fuck me,” I hissed.

	He began fucking me harder, his hand moving from my hip to my tit. He grabbed me, keeping me to him. 

	“I love feeling your wet pussy,” Chase huffed in my ear.

	I started to lose my mind. I couldn’t speak because the harder he fucked me, the more alive I felt. I tried to stifle my moans as he pounded me from behind. I bit my pillow as I orgasmed.

	I shuddered hard as my leg twitched. I was blinded by bliss, like I was falling. It felt wonderful every time and all I wanted in that moment was for him to keep fucking me.

	“Mom, I’m coming,” he said with such a need, I moaned again.

	“It’s okay. Come in mommy. Be a good son and fill my pussy with your come,” I whispered as my pulse increased.

	Chase pushed in to the hilt, and grunted. Heat and spurts filled my pussy. I felt him pull back and push again, his thick come flooding my inner world and leaking out.

	I huffed as he snuggled close, holding me to him. I stared at the window as he gently pushed his half-hard cock in me. I squeezed it, trying to milk his cock as I stared at the window, morning light glowing from the parted curtains.

	Worry touched my mind. Soon, more worry touched my spirit. 

	When Chase stopped moving, the last of him spent, I gave him a loving squeeze.

	“We have to talk,” I said as nicely as I could.

	Chase

	I sat on the bed naked, looking at my mom. She had only a T-shirt on, her hands pulling the hem down between her legs as she sat on the bed. I don’t think she was trying to hide from me. I think she didn’t want to distract me too much.

	After last night and this morning, I knew she was going to distract me all the time. It was the best sex I ever had in my life. She was like dream and when I thought she would stop us from fucking, she begged for more.

	My whole body was sore, especially my cock. I was getting hard again just looking at her covered tits.

	“Chase, focus,” Mom said as she looked at me, knowing what I was thinking. 

	I blinked and tried to focus.

	“Did you tell anyone what you were going to do last night?” she asked me with serious eyes.

	I looked to the side.

	Mom sighed. “Chase, it’s okay. I just need to know so we get a better handle of this with everyone.”

	I looked at her and then I looked down. I felt small, like a kid before her serious eyes. 

	“Brooke suggested it,” I confessed.

	I glanced at mom, expecting her to get mad or annoyed. But instead, she just looked at me with understanding eyes.

	“What did she suggest?”

	I leaned back on the bed, my cock already hard again. I stroked it in front of Mom because it felt good to be so free with her.

	She looked down on me and I saw her stare for a moment before she looked away.

	“It’s okay,” I smiled. “I like showing you how hard you make me.”

	My mother looked at me again and closed her eyes.

	“Chase, this is my concern. If we don’t have any rules, things can get…”

	“Messy,” I said as I slowed my stroking.

	She looked up at me, but I saw her nipples erect against her shirt.

	“Chase, aside from Brooke, do either of the twins know?”

	I looked at my mother as I gently stroked my cock. “Aiden saw me when I went to the vault for some wine. He asked why. I told him I was going to have a drink with you.”

	Mom let out a weak sigh.

	“The whole household knows,” she said with a defeated gaze.

	I stopped stroking myself and crawled closer to her. I sat down close to her, looking into her eyes.

	“Mom, it’s okay.”

	She eyed me like she wanted to tell me more than she could say. I had seen that look many times, secrets behind her eyes and her voice only speaking a few things to cover up the big things.

	My mom reached up and touched my cheek with her warm hand. I leaned into her touch, just happy to have her close.

	“Chase, people keep secrets for a reason. For our family, in this situation, a secret could help us from being distracted. We don’t have a complete picture of the world right now. 

	“I know I’ve been in this room, grieving, but because of you, and time, I am waking up like I’ve been asleep for months. How do you think I will feel if something happened to you because you were distracted by me? Or our family? What if the others want what we just had?”

	“Should we stop this before it starts?” I said, not wanting to think about it. I didn’t want this to stop. I never wanted this to stop.

	Mom looked at me with longing, loving eyes.

	“Chase, I never want what we have to stop. We’re all grown adults and society has collapsed.”

	Mom smiled. “Thank goodness I got my tubes tied after the twins were born. But I am worried about Brooke, and Ava.”

	“Mom, they’re okay,” I smiled, remembering a conversation I had with Brooke. We were close, almost too close at times. “Brooke and Ava got new birth-control implants not long before the end of the world. They last for five years from what Brooke told me. They went together to the clinic to support each other.”

	Mom let out a small laugh. “I have been out of the loop for a while. Since you all left the nest, it’s only been me and dad.”

	I saw her look away at the thought of him. I put my arms around her and she leaned into me, staring at nothing.

	“I loved your father. I love all of you. I just don’t know what will happen now?  Should we sit and talk about it? Should we ignore it and let it happen naturally?”

	I held her close to me, my cheek on her head. “It’s okay. We can work it out as it goes. I’m just so happy for us and last night.”

	“And this morning,” Mom laughed.

	I chuckled, feeling her relax in my arms.

	There was a silence between us, as I held her.

	“Chase,” Mom said in a low tone. “There are things I want to share with you, over time.”

	“I hope you do because there are things I want to share with you,” I smiled.

	There was another pause of silence.

	“We need to take this slow, with us, and your siblings. Do you think you can control yourself in front of them?” she asked me with a firm tone.

	I could feel her worry. It didn’t escape my mind, the door of restraint. It was open, and without barriers there would be little to stop any of us. I sensed it with mom last night. She can’t say no to us and I couldn’t trust myself to not love her when I felt like it. Parts of me wanted her to try and stop me, push me away, but if she moaned or weakened, I wouldn’t stop. We would need a true safe word, just to be sure, and if she didn’t say it then I couldn’t stop myself.

	I felt her hand around my standing cock and she slowly stroke me. I let out a breathy exhale. Her touch felt so good.

	“You boys have so much come,” my mother said as she lowered herself onto her stomach, her face above my manhood and her hand stroking it. “I must milk your cock so you have a good day. I love when you have good days.”

	She lowered her head and kissed my cock before she closed her lips around it. When she started to suck and bob her head, I lost all train of thought. 

	She was amazing at it. I fucked her pussy all night but this was first time she sucked my cock. 

	“Yes, Mom. I want us all to have good days,” I whispered as her loving lips slowly ran up and down my shaft while her tongue pressed my cock to the roof of her mouth, making it tighter.

	Aiden

	I woke up to a mouth suctioned to my cock. I didn’t have to look down, feeling Ava kneeling between my parted legs, her mouth trying to milk my sore member for more cum. She was insatiable and I couldn’t deny her, my dick hard as a rock.

	I put my arm under my head and leaned back on the pillow. I watched her worshipping my cock, her head bobbing as she made small muffled moans in her throat.

	I loved her so much and seeing her like this only made me love her more. She had her hands on me, her lips running up and down my wet shaft like a favored toy. 

	We spent most of the night on each other. I remembered her smiles as I came on her face, chest, or between her legs. She rubbed my cum into her skin, before she rode me, cumming more times than I could count. 

	My sister was a succubus, like in her favorite stories. We would have gone all night, if she didn’t pass out in the middle of me fucking her. It didn’t take long before I came and passed out myself, barely pulling out of her abused pussy.

	“I’m coming,” I grunted.

	Ava upped the tempo, moaning louder in her throat as spurts of cum painted it. She slid her mouth down, sucking and milking my cock of every drop of cum. I grunted in subdued pain, and when there was nothing left, she let go of my manhood, lifted her head and smiled.

	Ava crawled over me and laid down, half her body on me. I held her close, feeling her knee touch my half-hard cock like she was trying to nudge it hard again.

	“You taste so good,” she said with a happy whisper.

	I closed my eyes and held her close. 

	“You tasted great as you rode my face.”

	“I’ll do anything for you my handsome brother,” she said with a loving smile.

	I tried to think as her body called to me again. 

	“It’s morning and we should clean up. Anyone may walk in on us.”

	“Let them. I don’t care if I show my love for you. There are no laws anymore to stop us from loving each other the way we want.”

	I opened an eye and looked at her. “Ava, we still must be practical. If we are like this all the time, we cannot ensure we’re safe. There is still an apocalypse out there.”

	My sister sighed. “I know you’re right. I just don’t want to wake up from this dream. I need you to keep fucking me. You feel so good and I want you to treat me like I’m your possession.”

	“You are a succubus,” I smiled.

	“I am,” she cooed in my ear.

	I knew I had to take charge or we would spend the rest of our lives in this library.

	I sat up with Ava and held her to me. She snuggled to me, letting out a happy sigh.

	“Let’s clean up, and treat the day like a normal one,” I said.

	“Okay,” she cooed as she snuggled to my neck a little more.

	I knew she was just trying to be a good sister, but deep down, we both knew she was going to attack me the moment we were alone again and I wasn’t against the idea at all.

	 


Three

	Brooke

	I stepped out of the shower but my skin still crawled to what happened earlier this morning. 

	I walked over to the large mirror above the sink and stared into my own eyes. Mist floated up around me as my gaze trembled in my reflection.

	I still couldn’t believe it. One dead guy wanted to kill me and another walked up and pulled out its spine. It pointed at the shed, wanting meat. I…I cut off the leg, brought it back to the dead person and they fucking bowed to me. It was something I never thought I would ever see. No movie or book prepared me for it, and now I was scared.

	They weren’t mindless dead, not all of them. One showed intelligence, patience, and fucking gratitude. It walked off like it was just another cold morning in Alaska and I stood there like a statue.

	I closed my eyes and an image of the deer blood on my hands filled my mind. I knew I had to clean up before everyone was up. I needed a shower, just to wash the dirt off my soul. 

	I needed to keep this a secret for now. If I tell anyone in the family, they are going to freak out like I am now. Part of me was yelling at myself to tell them anyway. Another part closed my lips and looked me in the eyes with a dark gaze.

	“Fuck,” I whispered. 

	I touched my wet head. I had no idea what to do? We were safe for months but if the dead are creeping further north, we might not be safe with winter coming. Chase said the dead would freeze for a time. In my heart I hoped he was right. It’s late autumn. Maybe the dead will freeze and we can come up with a plan for spring. 

	A knock at my bedroom door woke me up. 

	I casually grabbed a towel and wrapped it around me.

	“Come in,” I shouted.

	I heard the door open and close. I wondered if it was Chase, coming to tell me he banged Mom. I listened to them for a long time and only went to bed when they stopped moaning. I was tired too. I came so many times I felt like I was used and abused by my own horniness. 

	I was lonely. I could admit it to myself. But now, things may be different in the manor. Maybe we could be a real family now that everyone is fucking each other.

	God, I’m sick and I don’t care.

	“Brooke,” I heard Mom’s voice.

	I turned to the slowly opening door, Mom looking at me with warm eyes.

	“Oh, hi Mom,” I said as my face returned to normal.

	“Can we talk?” she asked.

	“Sure,” I said as I left my private bathroom and walked into my bedroom. All the bedrooms had a private bathroom, but only my room and the master bedroom had a shower and tub. Why did I get it? Simple, I threatened everyone.

	Mom was wearing a long t-shirt and jeans. She sat on the end of the bed and I sat down on the end too, not far from her.

	“I need to speak with you about something and I need you to be honest with me,” she said.

	Shit! She saw what I did. She might have been awake, looking out her window and saw the whole damn thing.

	“Okay,” I said in a low tone.

	Mom looked at me with understanding eyes as she took a small inhale.

	“Why did you send Chase to my room?”

	I blinked and a dark smile formed.

	Mom’s eyes narrowed. “Brooke, I know out of everyone in the house, you can push him to do anything. I just want to know why?”

	“Did you like it?” I asked in a low, evil tone. 

	Mom stared at me before she sighed.

	“It’s okay. There is no one here to tell you it’s wrong. Even I wouldn’t say it. No laws in Haven Manor.”

	“That’s beside the point. You manipulated your brother, again. We both know how much influence you have over him.”

	I leaned back on a hand, my other hand holding my towel closed at the top.

	“He’s my best friend out of everyone in the family. I knew he always wanted you and I gave him a push. Was it bad? Tell me if it was bad,” I laughed.

	Mom shook her head. “No. It was wonderful,” she said as she looked down. “He was so attentive and loving. He made me feel alive again but he wasn’t the reason I was feeling better. I could feel my grief slipping away. Chase coming to me was a coincidence. I was going to leave the bedroom in a few days. I knew it in my heart.”

	I looked down. “But he did give you the push you needed. I was right, you needed him and I helped.”

	“Brooke, this opens a lot of doors in our family. I saw it this morning with Chase. He’s going to be all over me, and possibly you and Ava. I don’t want our family torn apart over hungry desires.”

	“Mom, I don’t think you have anything to worry about,” I said softly. “I think the twins finally did what they always wanted to do. Ava is such a slut, I wouldn’t be surprised if she demanded it from Aiden. They both love watching porn together.”

	I looked at my mom with knowing eyes. “I was sworn to never speak of it, but after last night I doubt Chase will care anymore. 

	“I walked in on him jerking his cock to your picture. He made me promise to never speak of it again, and I haven’t until now. He always loved you. We all love you, but I knew you and him needed what happened.”

	Mom closed her eyes. I could see it wasn’t in shame. She loved what happened.

	Mom nodded and opened her eyes.

	“You pushed him into it, because you love him too,” Mom stated.

	I looked away.

	“You knew he always focused on me. Once he had me, you knew he will give you attention too. Brooke, the family knew how Chase loved me, but we all know you always loved him.”

	I bit my lip, unsure I wanted to hear her say any more.

	“It was obvious with your glances and smiles. You’re best friends and we all knew the attraction.”

	“I…I only had him. You had Dad. The twins had each other. I had Chase,” I said in a low tone.

	Mom smiled. “Brooke, you have all of us. We love you. You don’t have to make yourself feel left out.”

	“Sometimes it feels like it,” I said with an attitude.

	Mom moved closer, and hugged me.

	It was nice. I couldn’t remember the last time she hugged me like this. I leaned into it and closed my eyes.

	“Brooke, I know it’s the end of the world but we have a good thing here. If I must share my son with my daughter, I will never say no.”

	“Oh Mom, you’re such a slut,” I smiled.

	“I have stories,” Mom laughed.

	I pulled back and looked at her with suspicious eyes. “I had a feeling.”

	“You should, you’re my daughter. I can’t say no to any of you and when I did in the past, I hated it.”

	I laughed.

	Mom smiled at me. “Get dressed. We are having a family meeting at breakfast. We need to talk about a few things, especially with winter coming.”

	I blinked. “Are we going to talk about last night at breakfast?”

	Mom nodded. “Things need to be said, and some rules in place.”

	“Rules? Oh no. Is it going to be like when you and Dad taught us about the birds and the bees? It’s going to be awkward.”

	Mom stood up. “You’re all grown adults. The world may be going to Hell, but we will have rules in this house.”

	“Alright Mom,” I said, feeling like a teenager again.

	Mom smiled.

	“That’s my girl.”

	I watched Mom leave. She closed the door behind her.

	I stood up and grabbed my clothes. I began to dress, wondering how bad this morning breakfast was going to be. 

	Chase

	I could barely wait as the plate of pancakes with a side of cut fruit was put down before me. I was starving, especially after last night.

	The food was tempting but I kept glancing at Mom as she put down two more plates in front of the twins. I was hard again, wanting to take her back upstairs. I couldn’t stop thinking about her moaning as I fucked her. Thinking about last night made me want to fuck her again. The cute sounds she made when she was cumming. How she was always wet as I pushed into her. I’m in love and when she glanced at me, I felt her love too.

	Brooke walked in with her normal dour expression. She sat across from me, her annoyed look turning into a knowing smirk. I didn’t care that she knew. I only cared to talk to her in private, and tell her how it went. She pushed me into it and I wanted her to hear the gory details.

	I glanced to the side, the twins ignoring their food and looking at each other like they just met and fell in love. It was obvious something happened and the way Ava kept licking her lips, something really did happen between them. 

	Maybe we all got lucky, except for Brooke.

	I looked at my sister again. She was looking at her food, but now, I felt something else, something different. 

	Shit. I didn’t want to be just some horned-up jerk. As much as I wanted more, I had to stop myself or everyone will begin to hate me. I knew I was horny most of the time. Hunting and watching over the family distracted me, but after last night, I felt like a new person, like a new man.

	Mom put a plate down at the end of the kitchen table and sat down.

	“There is something we need to discuss that affects all of us.”

	I glanced at Brooke and she was looking at her food. I glanced at the twins beside me, their full attention on Mom. I turned my gaze to Mom again and a thin dread crawled along my thoughts. Was she going to talk about last night at breakfast?

	Mom continued, “We have been here for over six months. Autumn is coming to an end and winter will be long, cold, and dark. That means we will be spending a lot of time indoors, more than we have been in the last few months.”

	I watched as Mom seemed to gather her courage and continued.

	“We all have needs,” she said and looked at all of us.

	I think she thought we would be disgusted or groaned. Brooke, the twins, and even myself, didn’t make a sound. I knew what she was going to discuss and I think my siblings knew too. We were being mature about it, much to Mom’s surprise.

	“We don’t need to go into details but we need to ensure our safety here above all else. You’re all grown adults and we need to be sure our survival comes first. That means, watching the cameras, making sure the manor’s systems are working, and our food stores have plenty to last the long winter.”

	Mom looked down, her eyes taking on a small sad gleam. “I know I locked myself away in my room, grieving. I know all of you picked up my slack and I thank you for it, but I am ready to help around the house.” 

	She looked up at us with a small smile. 

	“That means all of us keeping to schedules and our duties. Chase, I know we need another deer or two before winter.”

	I nodded. “We need two. I think I can do that this week. After that we should have plenty of meat for the winter.”

	Mom nodded and looked across the table at the twins. “House systems are working properly?”

	Ava and Aiden nodded in unison.

	“Systems are functioning and batteries are nearly full. We will have to conserve power until the sun comes back,” Aiden said.

	“Water will not be an issue but the power to pump it may be one. I would say, to conserve water, fewer showers or two shower at the same time,” Ava said and glanced at Aiden.

	I kept a serous expression, but Brooke barked out a laugh.

	“You’ve been waiting to say that,” my sister laughed.

	Everyone at the table started laughing, including Ava. Aiden reached across and curled his fingers over her hand.

	“I will be happy to shower with you,” Aiden said like a true romantic.

	The laughter stopped, the weight of those words heavy on me and everyone else. The door was open, and now it can’t be closed.

	Mom looked at Brooke. “And the bucks in the shed have been skinned?”

	“Two have been skinned. I have to skin the third one today. I will be in the shed for a few hours.”

	Mom nodded, her eyes distant as she continued. “I’m going to speak in a way we all understand. I know we all have urges, needs, and desires. I don’t want those desires to be more important than the love and respect we have for each other. I don’t want us to be animals. We are still a family and there will be some rules.”

	We all listened intently.

	Mom looked at all of us with a small smile. “There must be an agreed safe word. If the word is said, everything must stop. No begging. No pleading. No forcing. Communicate with each other. Be respectful. Don’t assume. And always know we all love each other.”

	I looked at my pancakes. Mom was worried we would just be a house of depravity. Since there were no laws, we would treat each other as such. I needed to say something. I needed to say something to make sure she, and everyone else felt at ease.

	I stood up, and addressed the table. “Mom, I think I speak for everyone when I say, there will be no controlling each other or jealousy. I think we all feel the same. We all love each other. I love everyone here. I know I can control myself.

	“Our safety comes first. After that, we can still be a family and love each other as we need to be loved.”

	I glanced at Brooke. She was looking at me with dreamy eyes.

	“We agree,” Aiden and Ava said at the same time.

	Mom had a look of relief in her eyes. “It’s good to hear and know we are all on the same page.”

	I nodded and smiled.

	“I think the safe word should be ‘apocalypse,’” I grinned.

	Everyone laughed, breaking the tension.

	“I like it,” Brooke said as she played with her fork and looked at me with hungry eyes.

	“Then we agree on the safe word. Let’s be good to each other,” Mom smiled. 

	I sat down, Brooke still staring at me. 

	I wasn’t an idiot. She wanted me to sleep with Mom so there were no more excuses between us. I always knew she loved me, but now there was nothing left to stand in our way.

	“One last thing. I will take over radio and greenhouse duties. It will be nice to get my hands dirty again,” Mom said.

	I glanced at her, resisting my own smile.

	“Sounds good. Let’s eat because I’m starving,” I said.

	Everyone dug in. I cut at my pancakes as a warmth filled my heart.

	Aiden

	Ava pulled me by the hand as we walked quickly down the main hallway. I was full, eating a little too much to get back some of the energy I used last night. From the way my twin was pulling me with her, she wanted to talk and gossip. I wasn’t much a fan of either, but for her, she would have my full, undivided attention.

	Ava pulled me into a side room and closed the door. After that, she pushed me against a wall, her hands on my chest.

	“Mom and Chase totally fucked,” she said with a wicked grin.

	I simply nodded, my hand on her ass and giving it a firm squeeze.

	Ava’s smile dimmed as she looked away.

	“Brooke is the only one without a partner. I feel bad for her. If Chase keeps fucking Mom, and we are fucking each other, she will be so alone.”

	I chuckled. “My pretty slut, I know what you want to do.”

	Ava’s lips turned into a devilish smile.

	“I think we should show her how much she means to us. What do you think?”

	I looked at my twin, my heart beating with nothing but love. She was embracing her succubus side and I couldn’t resist my own incubus urges.

	“Let’s come up with a plan to seduce our loving older sister,” I said as my mind worked.

	 


Four

	Lisbeth

	The greenhouse was warm and humid the moment I entered. It chased away what little chill I had from the walk over. I was feeling a little nervous just being out of the house, but the brisk walk and cold air was enough to wake me up.

	The greenhouse was filled with fruits and vegetables. I checked the automatic lights, to ensure they had plenty of light through the long, dark winter. 

	Next, I inspected the blackout curtains. When winter arrives, the black, tarp-like curtains will roll down. The lights will turn on for normal daylight as it remains dark outside. They will also keep our location hidden from anyone, dead or alive.

	I gazed at the tomato vines, my heart feeling strange in my chest. In just a few weeks there will be barely any sunlight in the sky. We will have to keep the curtains closed and remain in the manor. The temperature will drop, which meant little to no patrols. We will only have the cameras to help watch the area. I hoped the wrought iron fence would be enough to keep anything out. If it didn’t, we would have to charge into the dark and the freezing cold to defend ourselves. I hoped it never came to that. With temperatures below freezing, even the dead should freeze.

	My thoughts shifted and Chase appeared in my mind. Heat crawled up my neck and filled my cheeks, making them pink.

	The morning breakfast talk felt idiotic, but I knew in my heart we had to discuss it. Locked in for winter, boredom will set in. In my heart I knew what happened last night would come sooner or later, but now, I wished I worried more about it. 

	A small sigh fell from my lips. I couldn’t deny my small excitement for the coming winter. Chase and his siblings will act out their desires, and I knew I wouldn’t stop them. The way Brooke smiled at me when I talked to her only spoke to how I felt. She was always the most aware and smart one out of her siblings. She guessed my past and she was right. Do I tell Chase? Do I tell all of them how kinky Todd and I were in secret?

	I woke from my thoughts as the wind howled outside the greenhouse. 

	Things will reveal themselves in time, but for now, we just have to be a loving family if we will make it through this winter together.

	An image of Chase pushing me down and fucking me like an animal filled my mind. I began to hum with those thoughts, my fingers digging into the rich soil as I enjoyed the touch of warm earth.

	Brooke

	The sun was already close to the horizon as I walked into my room. I was dead tired, spots of deer blood still on my hands. 

	Skinning a deer was hard work, and after this morning’s conversation at breakfast, I was done. I walked like a zombie to my private bathroom and prepared to take another shower for the day. I couldn’t stay bloody and smelly, even to conserve power. We had plenty before the world turned dark for months. A second shower wouldn’t kill anyone.

	I undressed and stepped into the shower. I turned on the hot water, and instantly relaxed as steamy jets poured over me. I closed my eyes, running fingers through my hair, ready for a nap. It was mid-afternoon and a fifteen-minute nap would be fine. 

	I dreaded how dinner will be. The family sitting around, pretending last night didn’t happen. It made me smile to think things were going to change just because of a little push.

	I finished showering. I stepped out, grabbed a towel, and dried myself off. I yawned as dressed in my comfy black pajamas. I stepped out of the bathroom, made my way to my bed, and fell face first onto it.

	Sleep washed over my tired body. I awoke to dreams and a strange room around me. The walls kept moving and wrinkling. The furniture shifted and rippled.

	Sometimes, I could just be awake in a dream. I remembered how I used to lucid dream a lot when I was younger. It was why I always tired because I had a life in dreams too. Sleep was an escape and I loved to escape.

	Chase appeared in my dreams. He walked toward me, moved his lips close to my ear and whispered some nonsense. I didn’t understand what he said, but I loved when he was close to me. He made me feel special when the rest of the family just treated me like I was the black sheep.

	Everything was going to change.

	Chase faded away. I let out a sigh, already missing him. In that moment, someone was standing by a wall, their eyes on me.

	I was startled their presence. I knew I was in a dream, but they didn’t feel like they were part of the dream. It felt like he was in the room with me. He was wearing a fine suit, his hair combed back, and a black tie hanging around his neck. He had dark, native tribesman skin. His gaze was bright and he smiled.

	I stood my ground in the shifting dreamscape but the man was as solid as me in the dream. I didn’t understand what was happening.

	The man approached me and I took a step back. Fear touched me until the man bowed with his hands out.

	A raw deer leg was in his hands.

	“Thank you,” the man said with his head bowed.

	My eyes widened as I looked at the strange man.

	“I remember you from this morning,” I whispered.

	The man nodded before he stood up. The deer leg vanished before the man put one hand into a pocket, and he stood relaxed.

	“I had to say my thanks the best way I could. Dreams were always the best way for the mind to travel. My name is David Stormcaller. I’m sure you were expecting some tribal clothing, but I was laid to rest this way, against my wishes.”

	“I’m sorry that happened to you,” I said with genuine eyes. “I’m Brooke Vale.”

	“It’s a pleasure to meet you, Brooke. I only wished to stop by and say my thanks before I moved on. Your gift made a great offering to the dead ghouls to the north. They allowed me to pass because there is a celestial meeting of the tribes further north. We wish to discuss about what happened and how we move forward.”

	I blinked. “I’m sorry. That is a lot to unpack.”

	“I know, but my time is short. There is a town about twenty miles north from your home. It is filled with dead ghouls who like to eat flesh. They don’t get anything from it but they can’t help themselves. 

	“Their community if different from the other dead communities. The dead ghouls were mostly hunters and now that they have risen. They wish to continue to hunt and eat, even if they don’t need too.”

	“Dead communities?” I said, while trying to keep my sanity from everything David was saying.

	David nodded. “There is some information being passed on from dead to dead. Not all of them are hungry or evil. Some of us are just as we lived, but we don’t need food, water, or warmth. Others hold a vile hatred for the living. We don’t know why we all woke up, but we did.

	“Everyone, dead and alive, are trying to understand what happened. We don’t know when, or if, this will end. For now, you and your family are safe here. The dead don’t move in the cold, that is why I am trying to get to more of my people. We will spend the winter speaking and dreaming, trying to discover the purpose of why this has happened.

	“I only wanted to tell you, before I go, you have a gift of the dream. I knew it when I saw you. Explore it, and maybe it will aid you, and your family, during and after the long night.”

	I didn’t know what to say. This was a dream but it felt real. So real.

	“I better get going,” David smiled as he began to fade. “Oh, before I go, there is a spirit that has been searching for you. I brought him here because you looked like one of a few people he was looking for.

	“Farewell, Brooke. May we meet again in the dream.”

	David faded away as I stood in the shifting room. I lifted my hand as if to catch him, but he was gone.

	A door opened to the side. I turned and my eyes widened.

	“My beautiful Brooke,” said a man with sandy blonde hair and familiar features.

	“Daddy!” I shouted before I launched at him.

	Dad lifted his arms to catch me when the dream shifted. I fell into the dark abyss, tumbling away. There was movement beside me and I opened my eyes.

	One lamp was on in my bedroom. It gave the whole bedroom a dim glow. Ava was lying beside me, her eyes wide and full of mischief.

	“You missed dinner,” Ava said softly. “I brought you a plate and thought to stay awhile,” she said with a gleam in her eyes.

	I simply stared at Ava. I knew why she was here but if our home was going to be a lawless haven, I had to make sure she understood what it meant between us. 

	Ava

	I stared into Brooke’s eyes. She stared back, which made me feel a little uncomfortable. 

	“Where’s you’re other half?” Brooke asked plainly.

	“He’s around but I wanted to see my big sis,” I said, a sinking feeling filling my stomach.

	I had all kinds of crazy thoughts and ideas of how the evening would go. I had it built up in my head for hours and when Brooke didn’t come down for dinner, I thought she would be here.

	My plan was to lay down with her and be close. If she felt like it, I was going to call Aiden in so we could all be close, but now, I feel I left my comfort zone with my brother. 

	Brooke always intimidated me. When we were younger, she bossed me and Aiden around all the time. We had to stand up to her together, and she knew, when we were together, we were unstoppable. But now, I’m here, alone with her, and I felt small again. She wasn’t a mean sister. She was often brooding and mad at the world. It made her the black sheep of the family. We used to lay together, and just talk, before she shut everyone out, except for Chase.

	A nervous energy curled in my stomach and I knew I had to leave.

	“I just wanted to bring you dinner. I’ll let you eat,” I said as I slowly sat up.

	I was about to slip out of her bed when her hand clamped on my wrist. I turned my wide eyes to Brooke, her face a blank mask but her eyes gleamed in the dim light.

	“You wanted to see me. Stay a while,” Brooke said softly.

	The pit in my stomach deepened. It wasn’t like the porn Adien and I often watched. I thought we would have some playful banter before she, or I, touched each other. I didn’t expect her to have such a strong grip on my wrist. She wasn’t going to let me leave.

	I was quiet as she sat up and looked at me with those soul piercing eyes.

	“Talk,” Brooke whispered.

	“Oh, um, I don’t know. I just thought,” she cut me off.

	“You thought since you and Aiden had sex, and Chase and Mom had sex, I would be alone and needing comfort,” she said with dark eyes.

	“Well, um,” I didn’t know what else to say. 

	I hated how she broke down my walls. With Aiden, our time was dreamy and hot. But now, I felt like I was the younger sister again, not sure how to be myself when big sis was around.

	Brooke’s eyes narrowed. “You thought it would be like some porn you watched.”

	I was so nervous, I wanted to run, but she still held my wrist. This was a bad idea. I should have just spent the night with Aiden. We could have had more fun and think it over before we explored with the rest of the family. There was time. I didn’t need to rush.

	Brooke’s eyes softened. “Would it make you happy?”

	I stared at my big sis. I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t know what to feel.

	Brooke pulled me to closer to her. I leaned in as her lips touched mine.

	An explosion of heat burst from my entire body as the tension bled away. I leaned into her kiss, my wide eyes half closing. Her tongue slipped into my mouth and my tongue played with hers.

	A weakness filled me, unwilling to break her control. I hated and loved it. She knew me, and took away the tension. She treated me like Aiden and my fear faded away.

	Brooke let go of my wrist and touched my hip. I felt small as she took hold of my long T shirt and pulled me closer on the bed. When we were close, her hand was on my side again, not allowing me to leave.

	I was lost to the kiss. Our tongues played and swirled. The heat between us only grew. I felt myself getting wetter. I couldn’t stop getting wet as her hand moved along me, touching me.

	Brooke pulled back a few inches, breaking our kiss. I wanted to wilt to her touch. A fever swirled in my head and I was powerless to my big sis.

	“Text Aiden to join us,” Brooke whispered.

	My phone was on the bed. I grabbed it and tapped at the screen. The phone systems went down across the world but our phones still worked here in the manor. We could call, or text through the wifi.

	I frantically tapped at the glass screen as Brooke moved behind me. Her hands slipped around me, one talking hold of one of my tits, and the other moving between my thighs. 

	I gasped because I was only wearing a T shirt, yoga pants, and underwear. Her fingers reached between my thighs, and rubbed me as I tried to tap the last few words in the text.

	“It’s okay,” Brooke whispered in my ear.

	I gasped again as I hit send. I put my phone on the bed beside us. I stared ahead, my big sister touching and fondling me. Her fingers felt so nice between my thighs. I couldn’t help myself as I moved my hips to her touch. Her heat and words made me feel like jelly and I couldn’t run if I wanted to.

	“You just have to listen to me and everything will be okay,” Brooke whispered.

	I nodded, unable to find my voice. I knew Brooke loved to manipulate people and our family, but even now, I felt how good at it she was. She touched me, holding me to her. She rubbed my yoga pants between my thighs, right on my clit. I couldn’t stop the river between my legs and I moaned.

	“Ava, my sister,” Brooke moaned and I moaned next.

	My breathing quickened. She rubbed me in slow circles, my underwear and yoga pants drenched. I leaned back against her. I felt like a fly trapped by a spider queen. She turned my plan against me and I surrendered.

	“I feel how much you like this,” Brooke whispered in my ear. “It makes me happy when my little sister is happy but I’m going to steal Aiden from you.”

	I let out a soul crushing moan. A tear streaked down my cheek, not in sadness, but erotic bliss. She knew what I liked and what turned me on. She knew I pined for Aiden for so long and to take him away would make me love him more. She was being the villainess I always saw her to be, the one I aspired too, and now all my walls were breaking down.

	She rubbed me as my thigh quivered. My whole body trembled as I couldn’t hold back my orgasm. The heat, her touch, and her words, sent me over the edge. I tumbled through the river of ecstasy, trapped in her grip.

	“Slut,” Brooke whispered in my ear. “You’re just like Mom. You’re just like me.”

	My mouth made a perfect oval, unable to fight her influence and power. 

	The door to the bedroom opened.

	Brooke and I turned our heads slightly to see Aiden staring at us. We must have been a sight, Brooke on me like some demoness, and me caught in her arms.

	“Close the door,” Brooke commanded.

	Aiden closed the door behind him.

	“Take off your clothes,” she said a little louder, while she continued to rub me.

	I held onto her arm, trying to stifle my moans. Another orgasm was coming, and this one felt bigger.

	Aiden looked at me with concerned eyes. I gave him a small, weak nod.

	“Little brother, you do as I say,” Brooke hissed.

	Aiden’s eyes widened a little before he lifted his hands to his shirt and pulled it over his head.

	My hips moved to Brooke’s touch while I watched my twin undress. He looked so hot and lost. It only made him hotter in my eyes. I wanted to be there to guide him. I wanted his cock in me so I could squeeze him with my love.

	When Aiden’s pants and underwear reached his ankles, and stepped out of them, I was transfixed on his hardening cock. It throbbed and fought gravity’s pull. It was soon standing as he took hold and stroked it. 

	Brooke’s hands slipped from me and she pulled away.

	I gasped as I fell back onto the bed trying to catch my breath. My eyes shifted to the side and I watched as Brooke sat at the end of the bed, reached over, knocked his hand away, and took hold of Aiden’s cock. She gently pulled him by his cock to her and stroked him with both hands.

	“You have a nice one, little brother,” Brooke whispered before licking the tip.

	Aiden was silent as he stared at her.

	“You heard Mom today. We have to respect each other and communicate,” she said with another lick. “I like your cock. Ava is going to watch as I suck it.”

	Aiden remained silent as Brooke lowered her head and wrapped her lips around his member. 

	I turned over, trying to fight through the haze. I watched as Aiden let out a low moan, Brooke moving her lips up and down his thick inches. I barely sat up as I felt like I had a fever. I started to pull off my clothes, while a throbbing ache filled me. When I reached my yoga pants, they were drenched along my crouch. I pulled them and my underwear off.

	I was naked as I looked at Brooke suck my Aiden’s hard dick.

	I couldn’t control myself as I touched my throbbing clit. I rubbed myself to seeing them. To see my big sister controlling the love of my life. He was always weak to Brooke, and now, since his dick was so hard, I knew it was because he lusted after her. He probably wanted mom too. 

	The thought of it only made me swirl my clit faster. I moaned as I was powerless to the lust in the room. I felt it burn against my soul. Aiden was going to punish me for not taking control like I said I would. He would treat me like the fucking weak slut I am. Oh no, another orgasm was coming. I’m coming.

	My nerves exploded as I rubbed myself to it. White touched the edges of my gaze, my whole-body bucking hard.

	I fell back, lost to blissful swirls. I could only hear Brooke sucking Aiden’s cock and I rubbed myself to it. I was feverish and I never wanted to be cured.

	The bliss ebbed a little and I lifted my head a few inches. I was still rubbing my abused clit as Aiden let out a groan. Brooke pulled his cock from her mouth and stroked it. A second later, thick spurts of come splashed against her covered breasts. 

	“Healthy little brother,” Brooke smiled as she milked his cock.

	When the last spurt splashed on Brooke’s wet shirt, she turned her gaze to me. I was on my back, rubbing myself because I couldn’t stop.

	“Aiden, fuck Ava as I watch,” Brooke commanded.

	I moaned in heavenly bliss.

	Chase

	I reached the second floor, looking for Brooke or Mom. Brooke didn’t come down to dinner. Mom said she was tired and was going to bed early. In either case, I was a little concerned.

	When I reached Brooke’s door, I lifted my hand to knock. I stopped when I heard moans.

	I listened, hearing Ava moan as Aiden grunted. Why were they in Brooke’s room?

	I understood and had an idea of what was happening. Either the twins went to Brooke to test things, or Brooke made them come to her. I’m sure she was horny, like the rest of the family, but I thought, maybe she would have come to me first.

	I smiled as the moans continued. I didn’t need her to come to me. She might be enjoying herself and I wasn’t the jealous type. Since last night, it felt like times like this would become normal. I wanted to talk to Brooke but it could wait until tomorrow.

	I walked past the Brooke’s door and made my way to the master bedroom. I opened the door and slipped in. I looked at the bed and saw that it was empty. Mom wasn’t there.

	I chuckled to myself. I knew where she was now. She enjoyed last night as much as I did, but if things are changing, she needed to know how much I loved her and how much deeper our relationship was going to be.

	 


Five

	Lisbeth

	I laid in Chase’s bed, covered in his blanket. I held the blanket edge to my nose, taking in his scent. It smelled of his musk and it only further ignited what was already there, what was between us.

	The bedroom was dark. I stared at the darkness, the blanket up to my lips. I could feel my heartbeat quicken at the thought of my son. We abandoned everything since the apocalypse, except how we felt each other.

	My gaze slid to the side, thinking about the rest of my grown family. It never escaped me what would happen once the sun set for the long Alaskan winter, trapped in the manor as the world continued to end. Would I be judged by some all almighty being? Or will I simply fall into the darkness and rise as one of the dead? I didn’t know and I didn’t care too much to know. Those deep feelings and thoughts slipped away when I thought of my family and my son.

	The door to the bedroom opened. I stared at nothing as I heard it close behind me. I closed my eyes as I felt his presence and couldn’t fight a growing wetness. I rubbed my thighs together to the thought of him and waited for him to take me again.

	A body sat on the bed and a voice touched the dark room.

	“Mom, we should talk,” Chase said in a low tone.

	I opened my eyes with innocent curiosity. I turned around and faced him, still covered in his blanket. I looked up at my handsome son. Even in the shadowy darkness of the room, I could make out his features. He was troubled, and my heart twisted to his troubles.

	“The talk at breakfast,” he began. “It’s been nagging me all day. Our family already communicates and gets along, but the way you said it sounded like we didn’t, or would not, do those things. 

	“After thinking about it, I understood what you meant by it.”

	I stayed where I was, listening intently as a drop of wetness streaked down the back of my thigh.

	Chase turned his head slightly and looked at me with dark eyes.

	“You need us to communicate and respect each other because that is something you have a difficultly doing it yourself. You projected your insecurity onto us, when we are all okay. We know the world is ending. We know we can do anything we want. 

	“I just want to know, why are you insecure around us? Especially after what we did last night?”

	I sat up, the blanket falling to my lap. I reached over to the lamp on the nightstand, and turned it on. I dimmed the light until it was comfortable for us to see each other. 

	I quickly noticed Chase’s eyes falling to my deep cleavage and blue dress.

	“I never seen you in a dress like that. You’re beautiful in it,” Chase whispered.

	I smiled as I leaned with my hand on the bed, still sitting up.

	“I found it in one of the massive closets. It’s a little tight around the waist, but I liked it. I wanted to wear it for you,” I said with warm eyes and smile.

	Chase’s gaze moved over my upper half. When he reached the blanket, he grabbed it and pulled it off.

	I laid partially sitting up, wearing a beautiful blue dress. Chase looked at me with a hunger in his eyes but I could see a glimmer of something else in his eyes.

	“You look beautiful Mom, but I still want to know what you meant about this morning. What are you afraid of?”

	I sighed as I couldn’t hide it anymore. I knew he would find out sooner or later. They all would, but it should be him first so I can be what I have always been in secret.

	“If you want to know, I will tell you. It won’t be pretty and you may feel uncomfortable about some of it, but it is who I am,” I warned.

	Chase gave me a confident smirk. “Mom, after last night, I doubt anything will ever surprise me again.”

	I stared at him for a long moment before I parted my lips, “Your dad and I focused on you and your siblings for a long time and we forgot to be close to each. When all of you left the nest, it was just us.”

	My eyes shined wet as I continued, “Your dad and I were lost for a time before we found each other again. It was magical, spiritual, and intimate. We couldn’t keep our hands off each other, but with time, my needs grew.”

	I sat up completely and continued, “I was always a dare taker. I loved being wild and free. When I was free with my body, your father became more to me. He became my master and it turned me on like nothing else in the world.

	“He said dark, terrible things to me and I wanted more. He put collars on me and use me like I was his plaything. There were play parties we went to. I was stripped down naked and kept at his slave. He forced me to sit on his cock and watch as people we knew, and didn’t know, had orgies before my eyes. It was beautiful and something I always wanted in my life.”

	I tilted my head forward, tears in my eyes. “Then the world ended and your father is gone. I miss those intimate moments and I want them back. I want them with you and your siblings. Once I start, I will never want to stop. I feel demonic and awful. I never want you, or your siblings, to do something I want just to please me. I want you all to communicate, especially when things grow into something more.”

	I didn’t know why I was crying. Was it because of Todd, or was it because our whole family was changing? Maybe both. I didn’t know. In this moment, all I wanted was to feel comfort and love.

	Chase’s strong hand touched mine. I looked up to his eyes. They were bright, and filled with love. He smiled as he squeezed my hand.

	“You need me to be your master,” he said with a warm understanding.

	I simply looked at him with wide, hopeful eyes, tears streaming down my cheeks.

	“I would be honored to be your new master,” Chase said with loving eyes.

	My heart thudded with joy.

	“Thank you, my son,” I said with my own, happy smile.

	Chase

	Mom’s story didn’t make me cringe or feel weird about it. I can’t explain it but I felt her story before she said it. She needs someone to take control of her and I wanted that more than anything. To make her mine and to play with her during the long winter made me harder than diamond. 

	Becoming her master would change some things about our relationship. I was not inexperienced to scenes like she said. I used to date a few older women who were very much into master and motherly servant. It was one of my kinks, something I just realized was connected to my feelings for my very own mother. 

	I looked down at her cleavage and the blue dress. She was dressed up for me, and now, all I wanted to do was ruin the dress while she wore it.            

	I reached over and touched her waist. I looked at her body and her small smile in the dim light of my bedroom. Her warmth was all I wanted, needed. When she put her hand on my arm, I looked up to her small smile and dreamy eyes.

	“Is…there anything I can do for you, my son?” she said in such an innocent, and seductive tone, I lost any train of thought I had, expect for one.

	“There is always something you can do for me,” I said as my gaze fell to her cleavage again.

	“What do you need?” she said with motherly warmth.

	I looked up at her again, our gazes connecting. I squeezed her side, my fingers pressing into the dress and her warm body. I wanted to tear her dress off. I wanted to push her down and show her what she means to me, but I was frozen in place.

	Mom’s hand moved along my arm, but instead of traveling up to my shoulder, she let go and touched my bulge. Her fingers ran along the fabric of my trapped cock.

	She leaned closer, her lips close to my ear. “I know young men need to be milked regularly. Mommy is here to milk that big cock. I love to drink your come or feel it on my skin.”

	I was lost to her words. My room became a dream. One moment I was clothed, the next, I was up, and pulling off my clothes. When I was down to my boxers, I watched as my mother bit her lip at my stiff, covered manhood.

	“Come to bed,” Mom said with a seductive tone.

	I did as she said, and crawled into bed. I laid down as she pressed her body along mine. She ran her fingers over my cock and it throbbed to her touch.

	“That’s my son, so hard and thick. I’ve been so wet since you came in,” she whispered.

	I grabbed at her dress, bunched the fabric in my fingers, and pulled it up. I saw her thighs and soon I saw her pussy. It loved the tuft of black hair and wet slit. I wanted to nestle my face in it. One hand let go of the dress and I ran my fingers over her thick thigh. I glanced at her and she looked at me with loving eyes. When I looked down at her thighs, she parted them a little to me.

	I touched her slit and it was wet like a river. I ran my fingers along her pinkish folds, and when I touched her clit, she let out a small moan.

	“I love when you touch me,” she said as her hand snaked into my boxers and curled around my cock.

	I massaged her clit, making slow circles. She moaned as her hips moved to me. 

	“Mom, you will always be mine,” I whispered.

	“Yes,” she gasped as I rubbed her just the way she liked.

	I was hard as granite as she stroked me an up and down an inch at a time. 

	“I want you innocent and dirty,” I said sternly.

	Mom moaned louder to my touch. She nodded as her stroking grew erratic.

	I pulled away, slid off my boxers, and laid on my back. Mom turned to me. She stroked my cock while pressing her covered tits against the side of my chest. I could feel her rubbing her thighs together as she looked at me with loving eyes.

	“You’re such a handsome, strong man,” she smiled.

	The heat between us turned into a fever.

	“Mom, milk my cock while I tell you what’s going to happen from now on,” I said with a heat to my voice.

	She slid down my body without any hesitation. She moved between my parted legs, and held my cock up to her lips. She licked at it while looking at me with loving eyes.

	“You taste so good,” she whispered before closing her lips around the tip and gently sucked.

	For the first time in my life, I felt like I could have anything I wanted, from her, from the world. The old world was dying but our little world was growing into something intimate and beautiful. I didn’t want my mother to be my slave. I wanted her to be herself. I wanted her to let her slutty demons out and I will let out my hungry devils.

	“From now on, you will be a good mom,” I said as her lips moved down veiny inches.

	Her eyes fluttered as she bobbed a little on my cock. I could feel her tongue against the shaft. She made her mouth tight, like she practiced her entire life.

	“You will always be there for us. Your bed will be open. Your legs will be open to me and the whole family. Soothe our troubles and frustrations and I will treat you well.”

	She moaned with her mouth full, taking a few more inches. She upped the tempo, and I wanted nothing more than to shoot my first shot in her loving mouth.

	“As for your needs, there will be times I will fuck you for days during the long night. I love you so much and I need to show you by cumming all over you and in you. The only way you will make me stop is if you say the safe word and I doubt you will ever use it.”

	Her head bobbed, tight lips running up and down my shaft. I could feel her urges and needs as she upped the tempo.

	I couldn’t hold back any more as I let out a grunt. I watched as she slowed, running her lips up and down my cock. I spurted into her throat and she moaned. She milked a few more spurts from me as I pushed my soul into her throat.

	When I gasped and fell back onto my side of the bed, I let out a cleansing exhale.

	“Keep milking me, Mom. Make sure I stay hard in that beautiful mouth.”

	She did, moving with gentle, loving moans from her throat.

	“I…dreamed of this for so long. I always imagined you sneaking into my room and needing me,” I huffed as the bliss of the orgasm began to fade.

	I looked down on her. Mom’s eyes were closed. She sucked my still hard cock. 

	Clarity struck me but I wanted more.

	“Sit on my cock,” I said firmly.

	Mom slid her lips along my cock to the very tip. She sat up as cum dripped down the side of her mouth and onto her blue dress top, not far from her cleavage. She crawled over me, her hand reaching under her dress to my standing member. 

	“I can take off the dress?” she asked.

	“Keep it on. I want to ruin you in it,” I said.

	She didn’t say anything as she touched the tip of my cock to her dripping slit. She let go of my shaft and slowly impaled her herself on me, an inch at a time.

	“You’re so big,” she said as she slid down to the hilt and stayed there.

	She then began to move a little, with small bounces.

	I touched her covered hips and simply watched her.

	“There will be times, I will sneak into your room,” I said darkly. 

	“You can come to my room anytime you want. Momma will suck your cock,” she whispered as her eyes fluttered.

	“That’s all I want, Mom. I want you to be a good slutty mom. And if you can’t, I will have to punish you and make sure you’re a good mom,” I said as she squeezed me.

	“What will you do?” she asked with heated breath.

	I couldn’t hold back my smile. I had enjoyed blackmail scenarios, where you record the one being punished. You fuck them and make them say things. You threaten to release it, showing everyone who they are. You never actually do it but the thought of being exposed was titillating.

	“I will record you and show the family you’re a bad mom,” I smiled.

	She bounced on my cock as she gasped. She looked at me with loving, and a playful fear in her eyes.

	“Say the safe word, and I won’t do it,” my smile turned into a smirk. “Or would saying no make you a bad mom?”

	Her eyes fluttered as she moaned.

	“I want to be a good mom,” she moaned louder, the sounds of our bodies rising.  

	Lisbeth

	I bounced on Chase’s cock, gasping for air. I looked down on him, my son looking back with hungry, devilish eyes. He licked his lips while I bounced on him like I was his fuck doll.

	My mind drifted as I impaled myself on Chase’s thick cock. I wanted him to do everything he said he wanted to do. I knew he had a lifetime of fantasies pent up in his throbbing cock. It made him harder than steel and he spread my inner world to my limit.

	Losing myself brought me peace. The longer I rode him, the better I felt. His manhood rubbed me just right. I could feel my entire body tighten. My toes curled as his cock filled the emptiness within me.

	I let out a demonic moan and his hands grabbed my waist. He helped me along by bouncing me more. My tits were barely contained by my dress. They bounced, trying to be free. He wanted to fuck me with the dress on. If I take it off, he’ll punish me for being a bad mom.

	The thought of him recording and showing it to the rest of the family, frightened and turned me on. I didn’t know if they would still see me as their mother, come dripping from my face while Chase fucked my mouth?

	What really scared me was it wouldn’t change their view of me at all. I was always a slut, but now I was free of my mask.

	Strong hands grabbed me. Chase sat up. He pushed me off him and I fell onto the bed. I landed on my butt, my thighs parted. I barely gasped as he was on me, forcing his cock into me an inch at a time. It was slow and deliberate. Feeling him open me up sent tendrils of bliss along every nerve in my body. When his thumb began to rub my clit between us, my mouth made a perfect oval.

	“Say it,” Chase growled over me.

	My eyes fluttered as my nerves tightened. Slow thrusts caused my mouth to move, but no words came out. Reality began to melt away as my inner dam began to crack.

	“I…love you,” I whispered, lost to deepening sensations.

	Chase groaned, his cock getting thicker. His thrusts grew stronger. I curled my legs around his lower back, helping him to push into me to make me feel alive.

	My eyes stopped fluttering as his hips pounded me between my legs. I felt it. I felt his monstrous love and it turned me on like nothing I ever felt before.

	I let out a soul-shattering moan as inner explosions ripped me to pieces. My legs trembled as he continued to pound my pussy. Explosions continued, blinding me to my surroundings. I felt a surge of wetness between my legs. I gasped again, my nerves blasted to pieces. 

	“My squirting slut,” Chase said with a loving whisper.

	My legs let go of him, my feet landing on the bed. I felt Chase pull away from me as I shuddered and trembled. I lost control of my body and it felt like I would never get it back.

	When the string of explosions dimmed, Chase grunted.

	Come splashed on my cheek and my lips. I heard Chase grunt again, ropes of his delicious come splashing on my covered breasts, naked cleavage, and down to my stomach. I felt the wetness of his come through the fabric and I squirmed.

	Chase huffed as I managed to look at him. I watched him, breathing heavy and admiring his work. My hands touched my wet dress, rubbing his come into it, ruining it like he ruined me.

	“You…are so…beautiful,” he huffed.

	I licked his come off my lips and into my mouth. I spread it around my mouth, enjoying his taste. 

	When Chase moved closer to me, I rose up and kissed him. He returned my kiss, until my whole body trembled. I fell back onto the bed, gasping and moaning for air.

	“Are you a good mom?” Chase asked.

	“I’m a good mom,” I said in a dreamy trance, unable to do anything else.

	“Good moms are rewarded,” he huffed and moved down my body.

	I was lost, laying there like I fell from the sky. I felt him move down to between my legs. When his mouth closed on my pussy and his tongue licked my clit, I let out a loving moan.

	My son loves me. I’m so happy.

	 


Six

	Brooke

	I knocked on the Chase’s bedroom door. I knew Mom was in there with him and I wanted to be sure they were just sleeping.

	I was fully dressed with my coat and boots on. It was still dark outside when my alarm went off. I was supposed to go hunting with Chase this morning so we had enough meat for the long winter. As much as I wanted to just stay in and snuggled under my two quilts, I knew if we didn’t have enough meat we were going to have some vitamin deficiencies before spring. The meat would also help us, if for some reason, the greenhouse was not producing food quick enough. Everything we were doing was to safeguard us from starving during the dark winter.

	There was a noise from the other side of the door, but I couldn’t make it out. It was 4:30 in the morning. They couldn’t still be fucking, especially since we planned this hunting trip, could they?

	I was suddenly very angry. Mom was right in telling us to communicate and respect each other. If we didn’t, then important things like survival would take a back seat. I wasn’t about to let my family starve because Chase couldn’t keep it in his pants.

	I grabbed the doorknob, turned it, and opened the door.

	The room was dark, but as the dim hallway light spilled in, I froze with wide eyes.

	Chase was partially sitting up. He didn’t look at me, his gaze focused on his lap. I lowered my gaze to our mother deep-throating my brother’s cock. She made muffled moans, her lips sliding down his rigid dick. She moved like she was in a trance, lost to the moment. Her eyes were rolled back in her head, her lips moving up and down on his thick manhood.

	“Sorry Brooke, Mom said she needed me,” Chase grunted.

	I stared, unsure what to say. I was mad, really mad, but I was also turned on.

	Mom moaned, sucking on Chase like a fucking zombie.

	Anger bubbled up so much, it blinded me.

	“Chase! We are supposed to go hunting! The equipment is ready. When you’re finished getting your dick sucked, I’ll be downstairs!” I yelled, and slammed the door shut behind me.

	I was fuming as I walked down the hallway to the stairs. I made my way down, a heat in my cheeks.

	Is this how our life is going to be now? Not if I had anything to say about it!

	***

	Leaves crunched under my boots. Frosty mist flowed from my lips and nose, curling like white fingers before they faded away to my next exhale. I cradled an AR-15 in my hands, while I watched Chase aiming his rifle into the dense forest wilderness.

	My job, at the moment, was to watch his back as he hunted. Dad made sure all of us could use a rifle and hunt, but Chase wanted to be the one to take down our next buck. I knew it made him feel good to do it because he was the best shot out of all of us. But if something happened to him, I would be the next one sent out to hunt for food.

	Chase and I didn’t say a word to each other when he came downstairs. He had a sheepish look, like he didn’t want to discuss it. I know I had an angry look across my whole face. My crossed arms didn’t help.

	We gathered our equipment and rifles and set out into the dark.

	I looked up at the brightening sky. It was nice to see the dim sunlight once again. We had been using night-sight goggles to hunt. Chase thought we could better surprise our prey if they couldn’t see us. But once we were out, roaming the dark, we didn’t find anything.

	The air was getting colder with each day, and there were no black-tails to be found. I would be happy if we found a moose. That would be enough meat to get us through to spring alone. I hated that our survival relied on taking the lives of these beautiful animals but with the world dying, we needed a lot to survive.

	Chase let out a flustered exhale, white mist floating up into the air. He stood up from a laying position and looked at the forest.

	“Nothing,” he said with a defeated edge.

	“Maybe if you rested for the night, we might have had a better hunt,” I don’t know why I said it. The words just came out of my mouth.

	Chase’s shoulders dropped, but he didn’t turn around.

	“I knew deep down it would bother you, me being with Mom,” he said.

	My brow wrinkled with rage.

	“It bothered me that you ignored what WE were supposed to do because you like getting your dick sucked by Mom,” my filter was gone.

	Chase turned around, his rifle aimed low and a tired look in his eyes.

	“I don’t know what to say to you. Your craziness drives all of us crazy,” Chase admitted out loud.

	“My craziness!” I said, keeping my voice low. I think it came out like a hiss.

	Chase nodded.

	“You get fucked by Aiden and then get mad at me for sleeping with Mom. I don’t understand you?”

	I was stunned before it started to make sense. I cooled my rage and let a calm flow into my face.

	“I blew Aiden, but I didn’t sleep with him. I only watched as Aiden and Ava fucked each other on my bed.”

	Chase’s eyes widened a little before he looked down.

	“Chase,” I said with a tender edge. “What is happening between us?” I was confused, angry, and hungry for my big brother.

	“I don’t know,” Chase said as he looked away. “You’re so bossy, especially to me. We have been friends for a long time. I always confided in you, and I know you keep my secrets but you don’t tell me anything about yourself. You just listen, and I like that, but I don’t know what you want, from us, or our family?”

	I hated to admit it but he was right. I know I can be bossy and I like bossing Chase around. He’s strong, but doesn’t always know what he wants. The only thing I knew for sure about him was his attraction to Mom, and now that it has become reality, I’m not sure about anything anymore. 

	Chase turned away and stared into the forest.

	“You make me feel like I’m dumb, and I know I’m not. I figured it out a while ago that I’m just dumb around you.”

	I let out a small, tiny gasp, his words stabbing my heart. There was always something there, between us. And for the first time in our lives, we were saying what was never said out loud. 

	I parted my lips to apologize, when something moved a distance from us. Chase lifted his rifle and aimed. He must have seen it too.

	The forest was dead silent. I watched as Chase aimed, making small adjustments. I lifted my gaze, seeing what looked like an antler among the trees. It was about forty yards away.

	Chase was as still as a statue. A moment later, his rifle went off with a loud bang. The next thing I saw was my brother running into the thick forest.

	My legs were already moving as I trailed behind him. I stared ahead, trying to see if he downed a buck.

	We both reached a tiny clearing and I smiled. A buck was lying on the ground, barely moving.

	Chase walked around it. He put the end of his rifle an inch from the buck’s furry head and pulled the trigger. The quick muzzle flash ended its suffering.

	“We’re going to eat well,” Chase smiled.

	My smile slowly drained away as a decayed undead came charging through the woods, toward my brother’s back. It was fleshy, but the dead white eyes gave it away. It had a machete in its hand, raised high.

	“Chase! Get down!” I shouted as I lifted my AR. 

	I put my finger on the trigger and pulled it. The muzzle flashed with a river of loud deadly metal. My aim was good, bullets hitting the undead thing and sent it crashing onto its back.

	Chase ducked to the side with angry eyes. He lifted his rifle and pulled the trigger in quick successions.

	The two of us fired our weapons, Chase firing past me and me firing past him. I had no idea how many dead things were closing in on us but we wouldn’t give them a chance to get us.

	The sounds of gunfire shattered the serene forest.

	When I took my finger off the trigger, so did Chase. I glanced behind me to see a broken dead thing, trying to crawl closer. Its jaw moved as hollow eyes stared at me. Chase stepped past me while he drew his bowie knife. I walked past him, toward the writhing dead thing with white eyes.

	When I stood over it, I saw why it had white eyes. The marble eyes had turned inward. They were fake eyes, often put in a corpse’s eye sockets under the eyelids. I heard of the odd request from time to time, but now that the world is ending, it just makes the dead look weirder. 

	I picked up the dead guys’ machete. I glanced at the writhing thing. It looked like bullets shattered some of the spinal cord. It was still moving, but only barely.

	I lifted the machete, and brought it down on its neck, severing it from its head. In a heat of frustration, I brought it down again, shattering its skull.

	I turned to see Chase do the same thing to the other dead thing. When he stood up, his whole form spoke to me. He stood strong, powerful, and I knew then I was weak for him. I just could never let him know it.

	“Let’s get the buck home,” Chase said.

	“And let’s not tell the others what happened. We don’t want them to worry,” I said.

	Chase nodded and I knew he was mine.

	Chase

	I dragged the buck with a few ropes around my shoulders. Brooke was lookout, making sure none of those dead fuckers followed us. I saw home in the distance and I instantly felt better.

	Something was happening between me and Brooke. I couldn’t put my finger on it, but after what was said, I knew things were going to change between us.

	We reached the gate and Brooke inserted a key into the lock. She pulled the gate open and I dragged in our prize. Brooke closed the gate behind us.

	We made our way to the slaughter shed. We had finally did it. We had enough meat to help us through the long winter. Snow would be here soon and it was going to get dark, but we were going to eat like kings.

	When I looked at Brooke beside me, I felt like the long night wouldn’t be so bad.

	Once inside the shed, I heaved up the buck and placed their tied legs on the hook.

	Brooke didn’t waste any time. She grabbed the knife from the table and sliced across the throat. Blood began to pour into the blood-stained tub.

	I simply stared at the thin streams of blood and my mind wandered to the dead in the forest. Why were they out there? They don’t need anything to survive so why were they just wandering around?

	“There. I’ll start skinning it tomorrow and we should be done,” Brooke said with a small smile.

	I fell into a trance looking at her. She was strong and beautiful. I wanted her, but not the game I have with Mom. No, I wanted it to be different and I think Brooke wanted the same thing.

	“Can I help?” I offered.

	Brooke’s smile grew a little more.

	“Sure,” she said with a crazy smile.

	 


   Seven

	Brooke

	Chase and I stepped into the mudroom, our boots covered in mud and blood. Our clothed weren’t that clean either. We were a mess and all I wanted was a shower.

	Chase began to take off layers as the heat of the house slowly warmed us. I began taking off layers too but my mind was racing with thoughts, as was my heart.

	Chase and I fought off two dead guys in the forest. We had no idea why they were there in the first place. That dead guy who visited me in my dreams told me the town north of our location was filled with vicious undead that demanded tribute from other dead guys. It was all very complicated and I had no idea how we fit in all of that? I just wanted us to be safe. I know Chase just wants us safe too.

	The only saving grace was that we were hunting miles from home. I counted seven miles, which should be far enough to make sure the dead didn’t know where we were. Still, it made me nervous to think about it. I was so paranoid, I constantly looked around for any hint of anymore dead. We weren’t followed, I hoped. We covered our tracks as best we could, but what is there was a piece we missed? I had to stop thinking like this or I would go crazy.

	When I was struggling with my puffy coat, Chase reached over and helped take it off. He was quiet during and after skinning the buck. There was some relief for the rest of winter, but there was a tension, and I had a difficult time thinking straight. 

	Chase put my coat on a peg. He then turned and simply looked at me.

	It wasn’t a lost look. I knew what was lurking in his mind and I felt I was thinking the same thing. But I knew my brother and he wouldn’t act unless I told him to, or gave him a hint. 

	I couldn’t fight my feelings for him any longer. I was now hot, and it wasn’t from the heated house. We just faced life and death and we were there for each other. It had become our secret and it made me wet just thinking about it, thinking about him.

	“I need to take a shower,” I said plainly but I hoped he understood.

	“Yeah,” Chase said with a knowing look in his eyes.

	I walked out of the mudroom with my socks still on my feet. My brother followed.

	The house was still quiet. It was mid-morning, but Mom, and the twins, may have worked themselves to exhaustion. I’m sure they were all going to sleep late.

	I led the way, my heart hammering in my chest. We climbed the stairs and made our way onto the second floor. Each footstep sealed our fates. We reached my bedroom and when I walked in, Chase followed.

	We crossed my bedroom to the private bathroom. We stepped in, and when the door closed, I turned around.

	Chase stood before me like some horny, lost animal and I was about to tame him.

	I threw myself at him and his strong arms wrapped around me. Heat and excitement flashed as our lips locked. Our tongues slipped into each other’s mouths and his taste was intoxicating. Our embrace was so tight, I could feel his large cock throbbing through his jeans. I had to break away and take a deep breath.

	I didn’t say anything as I moved to the shower, and turned it on. Hot, steamy water flowed.

	“Undress,” I commanded.

	My brother obeyed. He began taking off his clothes, as did I. We watched each other undress, and when skin was slowly revealed, I grew wetter. My brother was slender and tall, but he was all muscle. When he undid his jeans and pushed them down, his thick cock sprang free.

	I nearly gasped at the sight of it. It wasn’t like I hadn’t seen it before, but to see it hard for me melted my entire spirit. 

	I took off my clothes and his gaze was trapped on my naked body. I knew he was like most men. They are visual creatures and gawk as what they like, but from him, I loved it. I could feel his gaze on my naked body and I made no attempt to hide it. Mom and I had similar bodies, big tits, shapely thighs, and big butts, but I know I wasn’t as voluptuous as our mother. When his cock bounced as he looked at me, I knew he liked what he saw.

	When Chase stepped closer to me, instead of me stepping closer to him, I stepped into the hot shower.

	My brother followed and stepped in with me. Hot water felt great against my tired body, but when Chase moved close enough for our bodies to touch, I let out a heated exhale. I turned to him and my hands touched his thick member. I slid my fingers along his veiny cock while I looked up into his entranced gaze.

	 “I’m not Mom,” I whispered.

	“I know,” Chase said, still entranced.

	I ran my wet fingers along his cock and then I wrapped my hand around it. The shower water lubricated it and I stroked him slowly.

	Chase’s eyes fluttered. My gods, his cock felt so good in my hand. I could tell he loved me and wanted me.

	“I’m not your bad little girl,” I whispered. “I will not submit to you. Do you understand?”

	Chase gave a single nod.

	I continued to stroke him, upping the tempo a little.

	“You will tell me everything when I ask it. You will follow my directions. You can play with Mom. You can make her your slut, but with me, I am your mistress.”

	“I…understand,” Chase whispered, lost to my gentle strokes.

	“Good,” I said as I made sure he would always be mine.

	Chase

	I could hardly think as Brooke stroked my cock. I could hardly believe how good she and Mom were at it. 

	When Brooke shifted me, my back was to the hot shower. I watched as she lowered herself to her knees. Hot steam spilled over my shoulders as my sister, by beautiful sister, slid her tongue out and licked at my rock-hard cock. She looked up at me with demonic eyes and her tongue curled under my sensitive head. I weaved as she tortured me.

	I wanted to grab her head and force her on my cock. I wanted to make her make me feel better. I wanted to use her and fuck her like I fucked Mom, but I couldn’t bring myself to do it. I knew she would be pissed. I knew she would never let me touch her again. I loved her so much, I would do anything she said. It was so strange how I wanted Mom to be my good mom, but with Brooke it was very different. She knew my secrets. She knew she could boss me around, just like I knew Mom couldn’t boss me around. Where Mom would beg to be fucked, Brooke would demand when she was ready. And like some fucking tool, I would obey. I was sick in love with my sister. I didn’t truly know until she wrapped her lips around my cock.

	I let out a small groan as my beautiful sister sucked on the tip of my manhood. Her tongue swirled and slid over tender spots that drove me fucking bonkers. My hips moved and Brooke began gently sucking, taking a few more inches. 

	God she was good. The hot shower water and Brooke sucking my cock, I was lost in paradise. 

	When my hand touched the side of her head, she knocked it away. 

	I was in shock. I didn’t want to get her upset. But then, she sucked harder. I put my hand on the wall of the shower, steadying myself as she dragged her mouth across my cock like she owned it. She upped the tempo and I was so turned on, I was going to lose it.

	Then it happened. It was beyond my control to hold it back. I groaned hard as my cock thickened. 

	I groaned again and Brooke slid her lips off my cock. Her hand curled around it, and stroked it hard. I let out a huff as thick ropes of cum spurted. Some of it splashed against her chin, but the rest landed on her chest and her fucking beautiful tits. I watched as she milked my cock, more spurts of cum landing on her tits and hard nipples. Cum slipped down her chest as she slowly stood up. 

	I was lost to her firm touch. She gently milked me of very last drop. When she let go, she turned and rubbed her wet ass against my half-hard cock.

	“Soap me up,” she said with a warm voice.

	I was in a cloud and automatically grabbed the soap. I soaped up my hands and began rubbing soap all over her body. I cupped her tits and ran my fingers along her erect nipples. I squeezed her and she leaned her back against my chest. I held her close, my cock already getting hard again. She rubbed her firm ass against my cock, preventing it from standing up. Small moans dripped from her lips as she rubbed her body against me, and I massaged her firm tits and standing nipples.

	It was intimate and fucking beautiful. Mom was a slut, but Brooke, she was something more, like royalty. I felt like I was enslaved to her and she would reward me if I treated her right. Fuck! She had a spell on me and I never wanted to break it.

	My cock was getting so hard between her legs. My hips began to move and I was sliding it between her wet inner thighs and along her pussy. I couldn’t tell if she was wet from the shower or wet from me. I didn’t care because she squeezed her thighs together so I could enjoy it.

	“You feel so good,” she whispered as she leaned against my chest.

	One of my hands touched her hip and she moaned. I held her to me, one hand cupping her fat tit, while the other clutched at her hip. I slid my cock against her, needing to push it in her.

	My sister took my hand on her hip and slid my fingers down to her pussy. I explored as she held me down there and when I touched her clit, she let go. She rubbed herself on my cock while I massaged her clit.

	“Yes, Chase, keep doing that. Rub my clit right there and I will let you fuck me. I love my big brother and I love your thick cock.”

	I was blinded by her words. I was hard as iron between her thighs and I already felt like I was going to cum again. 

	“My big brother,” she whispered.

	I lost all control as I came again. Thick ropes spurted onto the bathtub floor. Her thighs clamped around my cock and her hips moved, milking me again.

	“So much cum. I hope you saved a little?”

	I lost focus as I held her to me. My mind felt cloudy and it was hard to think. All I remembered next was her hands on me, soaping me up and cleaning my skin. She cleaned my cock, being gentle with it. 

	Next, we were toweling off in the bathroom. When we were dry, she took my towel and dropped it on the floor. All I did was look at her, seeing her beautiful body and knowing how much I wanted to fuck her.

	Brooke led me to the bed and I followed, lost to a dream.

	Brooke

	I had an idea my big brother had a lot of come since his balls were so big, but I didn’t know it was that much.

	I led him to the bed and we crawled in. Despite the warm room, the air still felt cold against my skin. When my brother laid down, I laid with him, and pulled a thick quilt over us.

	For a moment, we stared at each other. It felt like a sleepover when we were kids, but we weren’t kids anymore. We were grown, and we wanted each other.

	I liked to boss him around but I also liked the idea of him taking me. If I didn’t want to be like Mom, I had to make sure what we had was established. After that, he could be the horny brother I always wanted him to be to me.

	I used to dream of him being so frustrated, he would come into my room, put his hand over my mouth and fuck me while moaning Mom’s name. I knew I would come so much to him, and when he was finished, I would hold him, hoping he would do it again. I could be just like Mom, but I wouldn’t beg. I would just tease him enough to want me. I didn’t want to play tricks or games with him. I only wanted him to love me, without thinking he controlled me.

	I also had darker fantasies. I was sick and I knew it. To have him to myself and watch him fuck our family, was a sick dream I wanted for a long time. When I caught him stroking himself to Mom’s picture, I knew then and there, he was just like the rest of us. My golden brother was a sick pervert and I fell in love with him. The thing is, I wanted him to feel comfortable with his sick thoughts. I wanted us to feel comfortable with our sick thoughts.

	Under the quilt, my fingers brushed his hardening cock. I was so hungry for it, I pushed my brother onto his back and mounted him. I rose up on my knees, took hold of his cock, and rubbed the tip against my wet pussy. Chase let out a tired groan, but his cock betrayed him because it only grew harder.

	“Is it sore?” I asked with a sweet tone.

	Chase game me a nod.

	I slowly lowered my hips as his cock slowly impaled me. He made a sucking gasp as his thick inches parted my inner world. I smiled evilly before I let out soft coos. He was big and I slowed to a stop, just most of the tip in me.

	I moved my hips as my honey spilled down his cock. I impaled myself slowly, his dick opening my tight inner world. I squeezed him as I adjusted to his size. My brother had a fucking horse cock and I was going to ride it all day and all night.

	Chase made desperate groans. When I further impaled myself on him, his hands rose up and touched my tits. He ran his thumbs over my sensitive nipples and I moaned to his touch.

	“Fuck, you’re so big,” I said as I finally sat down to the hilt.

	“I love your fat tits,” he moaned.

	I smirked as I slowly rode his cock. I rose up just an inch before sitting down again. My brother moaned. I knew he was sore but I was just beginning.

	I gently bounced as I watched him groan. I needed to know more. I needed to know if we were truly the same.

	“You like when Mom sucks your dick,” I huffed as I bounced on his throbbing cock.

	“I do,” Chase said and moaned when I squeezed him.

	“It’s okay. You can talk to me,” I said softly.

	Chase curled up to me. His strong arms wrapped around me and he kissed the tops of tits, each in turn. He then lifted his gaze to me, his eyes weak.

	“I like having Mom. I like having her as my weak slut. I feel sick, making her a slave to my cock. I don’t know why, but I love it. I want her to be a good and bad mom. I want to punish her and reward her. I want her to beg,” Chase confessed as his dick throbbed within me.

	I let out a small gasp. His thick cock was rubbing me in all the right places. His confessions were like a sweet dark symphony and he was turning me on more.

	“Tell me,” I whispered before I let out my own, soft moan.

	Chase’s eyes fell into a mesmerized daze as he spoke, “I…can’t help myself. I love you and I love Mom. I want to fuck you both in the dark. I want you both to squirm as I push into you. I need to hear you. I need to hear your moans, so I know you love me.”

	My eyes widened a hair and a flash of heat blasted my nerves. I moaned as I upped the tempo. I bounced on his rigid member. His words and his hard truth was making me melt. He was my brother. He was my fantasy. Now, I could never let him go. It can never go back to how it was. I had to have him. I wanted him to fuck us like some deranged beast. I wanted him to be my lover in the dark, his hands on me, and his body on me like I was his precious treasure.

	“Brooke, no matter what happens, I will be loyal to you and our family.”

	When he said he would be loyal to me before saying our family, it struck the match. My nerves glowed tight before they exploded into a million fireworks. I threw my head back and let out a weak moan. My body trembled as pleasure swamped my senses. My head flopped forward and Chase held me close. I trembled in his arms, my orgasms causing my toes to curl. My brother held me close, whispering sweet words of comfort. I couldn’t stop the many orgasms shattering my senses.

	I weakened in his arms. My brother gently laid me down but didn’t break our connection. In a blink, he was over me. His mouth closed on my nipple and he began to suck. His hips moved, his hard cock sliding back and forth.

	It was my turn to be in a trance. I found myself lost this strong body over me. I was lost to his urges pushing his hips. I was trapped in the safest place in the dying world. My hands clutched at his sides. I curled my legs over his hips, making it easier for him to fuck me.

	I moaned as he pushed deep into me. His cock was breaking my soul and I knew then, we were enslaved to each other. 

	“I’m going to come again,” my brother said as he let go of my nipple with his lips.

	Chase was over me, thrusting harder. I bounced to his thrusts, clinging to him. He curled an arm under me, holding me to him as his hips punished me between my thighs.

	“It’s okay. Tell me your sick thoughts and desires just as I will tell you mine,” I whispered into his ear.

	Chase grunted, and his cock thickened.

	I closed my eyes as I was getting close again.

	“I will always keep your secrets,” I said faintly.

	Chase let out a loud grunt and moan. He thrusted his hips as I let go of him. My body bounced on the bed as he pinned my hips with his. He let out hard grunts as he pushed his soul into mine. I squeezed him as he flooded my tight pussy. I felt it leak out of me as I milked him.

	A sudden charge blasted my nerves to glass as he looked at me like a weakened monster. I let out a heated moan as my eyes rolled into my head. I trembled and my brother smothered me with his body. He warmed and held me as I couldn’t control myself. I whimpered and he said soothing nothings.

	When I calmed down, and the bliss ebbed, I found myself staring into Chase’s eyes. He stared into my soul and we felt each other’s thoughts.

	Nothing was said in the moment. We knew this was just the start. It was only mid-morning and I knew we wanted more.

	“I need more,” Chase growled.

	I gave him a warm smile as I squeezed his already hard cock again.

	 


Eight

	Aiden

	Ava’s breathing deepened as I slammed my hips into her ass. She seethed for air as her upper body was planted in a mess of blankets and I held her ass up by her hips. I pushed deep into her dripping tight slit and felt her squeeze me every time.

	Sweat touched my brow. We had been at it for hours. Especially after we heard Chase and Brooke. They were locked in Brooke’s room all day and never came out, not even for food. Ava and I were happy that they finally bonded, but of course, it turned Ava on so much she nearly attacked me. Not that I minded. I loved every time me and my twin fucked each other to exhaustion.

	I kept thrusting into Ava, making her feel every inch. She let out a gasp and a whimper. Her body shuddered as orgasmic explosions ripped her apart again. I knew it every time we made love. I could almost feel them as they happened and she told me she could feel my orgasms from deeper within me. It made our combined orgasms so powerful; we were often left weak and sore.

	Ava continued to whimper and moan until she fell silent. Her whole body collapsed, but her hips were still in my hands. I kept thrusting, feeling her drip with new wetness. She came hard but I think she fell asleep?

	“Ava?” I spoke.

	Nothing.

	“Ava!” I said a little louder.

	Nothing.

	I didn’t slow down because I was close too. I kept fucking her and then I heard it. My twin’s soft snores rose up as she was dead asleep.

	I chuckled before my urges pushed me to my limit. With a grunt I pushed to the hilt, releasing ropes of cum in my sister’s tight pussy. I moved easily, back, and forth, and she milked me without realizing it.

	When I grunted again, lost to the glow of release, I pulled out and fell on my butt. I watched as Ava’s ass fell to the side, come and pussy honey spilling out. I moved to her and saw that she was truly out cold. 

	I took hold of a blanket and put it over her. Our bed was a mess but it would have to be cleaned up in the morning. 

	I yawned and winced at the same time. I was thirsty and my cock was sore. I wish I could say I could go a long time without sex again but knowing how me and Ava were, we would be horny again in ten minutes, especially if she was awake.

	I slipped out of bed and grabbed my robe. I stepped out of our room and made my way to the stairs.

	Dim lights led the way as I descended the stairs. I was more thirsty than tired. I walked toward the kitchen, and when I got there, I grabbed a glass from the cabinet and went to the fridge.

	I poured myself a glass of cold water and drank it down. I then poured myself another.

	My mind drifted with clear thoughts. Chase and Brooke were best friends, even if they never admitted it. While Chase loved Mom, he also loved Brooke. The only thing that was different between them was Mom was submissive and Brooke was dominate. It would make a weird dynamic, especially going into the dark winter. 

	Shit. The world had gone to pot and we had this cozy oasis in the middle of nowhere. 

	I tapped my glass. I knew the dead had found us, at least some of them. Brooke thought she erased the files but I always kept a secret third backup. When the files didn’t match up, I checked that hidden folder and saw what was missing. It was odd to see Brooke communicating in a way with one of the dead. It helped by killing one of its own and seemed to ask for some meat. Brooke figured it out and gave it to him but that only meant there were some dead that were smarter than others. That also meant our defenses were not as great as we hoped. I would have to fight off Ava’s advances at times just to make sure we were safe. I didn’t need to confront Brooke with what happened. She had her reasons and I trusted her. My gut told me she did it to protect our family’s well-being and she wasn’t wrong to think that. We needed many good nights to protect us from the bad ones. If the dead did come here, and scaled the fence, it meant we would have fight and no one would sleep well after that.

	I finished my second glass and felt hydrated. I left the glass in the sink and made my way upstairs again for a long nap before Ava attacked me again.

	Lisbeth

	I stepped out of my bedroom for the tenth time. I took a few steps toward Brooke’s room and I could hear Chase and Brooke moaning again. 

	I looked away in the dim hallway light. I was happy for them and upset. There was a part of me that thought, when they were finished, Chase would come to me again. He would crave my attention and I would care for him. I would hold him close and feel his naked body next to mine. It was a lovely, horny thought, and I couldn’t deny it.

	Hearing my son and daughter bonding left an emptiness within me. I didn’t know what I wanted. I was hungry for Chase’s attention again. My needs sang for his touch.

	I thought I could be a bad mom and barge in. I thought they would accept me or ask me to leave. Chase would punish me and I would love every inch of it.

	I was a slut for my grown children. I wanted them use me, punish me. Why am I like this? Why can’t I control my desires?

	I heard a small creak and glanced down the short hallway to the stairs. I saw Aiden’s eyes in the dim light before I saw the rest of him. Suddenly, I felt ashamed, standing in the hallway, wearing a robe, hoping Chase would come out into my open arms.

	I looked away and walked into my room, not making a sound. I left my door partially open because I wanted Aiden to follow me. My heart began to race at the thought of it. Lewd thoughts strangled my mind and body of both of my sons attacking me, using me, grunting, and spurting their delicious come over my powerless body. Again, the sickness took hold, and my husband was no longer with us to stop me.

	I remembered those times where I was so horny I rubbed my clit under the table as we ate. When Todd caught me, he undid his pants and forced his cock into my mouth. He would punish me with a smile, fucking me until I was exhausted and sated. He was always horny too, and looked for the slightest infraction to throw me down and fuck me.

	Now I was shedding my robe, letting it fall to the floor. I turned off the dim light in my room and slid under the quilt on my bed. I had my back to the open door, staring at nothing, hoping Aiden would come in.

	The hinges on the door made a tiny whine as the door opened further.

	My lips formed a small smile.

	Aiden

	I stared at Mom in bed. Her robe was on the floor, so she must have been naked under the quilt. My abused cock began to thicken again. Shit, it fucking hurt, but not enough to slip away and close Mom’s bedroom door.

	I slipped in, and closed the door behind me.

	Mom didn’t move, her back to me.

	I hated to admit it, but I had this fantasy for so long, it was hardly believable that it was happening. I watched a lot of step-mom porn, also step-sister. It was a fantasy, until the world ended and we were here, without anyone or anything to stop us. Mom left the door open. She wanted me to come in. I couldn’t say no. I never could say no to this, to her.

	I stepped to the edge of the bed. I felt anything could be said and she would invite me in. So, I said the truth.

	“Mom,” I said in a low whisper.

	Mom turned around, not even trying to pretend she was asleep. I saw concern on her brow, one of motherly attention.

	“Yes?” she asked with a warm gaze.

	“I’m hurting right now. Can I stay with you?” I said. 

	Mom smiled as she lifted the quilt for me to slip in.

	I saw part of her naked body underneath and my cock grew harder.

	I undid my robe and took it off. I let it drop to the floor as I slipped into bed.

	Mom’s hands were on me, pulling me close to her. Our bodies touched and she writhed against me. I couldn’t stop my sore cock was getting rock hard.

	“What’s wrong?” she said with a soothing tone, not bothered by my hard cock between us.

	“It’s Ava,” I began with a soft whisper. “Now that there are no rules, she wants me all the time. We were together a lot today and my cock is very sore.”

	“Maybe I can help,” she said as her hand slipped down my body and touched my cock.

	Mom gently wrapped her fingers around it and began to stroke me a little. I winced in pain and she slowed a little more.

	“You feel nice and hard to me. Does it a hurt a lot now? I could stop?”

	I didn’t want her to stop. I wanted more. My gaze fell to her big tits. She was soft, and comforting. Even how she stroked me felt like motherly affection.

	“No. I like it,” I admitted, the soreness fading to the background.

	“Your sister can be demanding, but if you’re worried, we can just sleep together in the same bed, so you can feel better in the morning?”

	My dick grew rock hard at the thought of being in bed with Mom. I was frozen, letting her slowly stroke my cock. Her fingers felt warm, and the way she stroked me felt like she knew what she was doing.

	Mom snuggled closer, stroking my cock between us. Her tits touched my chest, and I couldn’t stop myself. I reached over with one hand and touched her. My fingers pressed against her soft flesh and I ran my thumb over her erect nipple.

	“That feels good. You can touch me any time you like,” she said with a sultry tone.

	I couldn’t stop myself, playing with her large tits like I always wanted to. There was a time, where I wasn’t sure if Mom or Chase were ever going to be with anyone else. I guess, hearing Chase and Brooke through the walls was enough to make us all horny. But now I had Mom all to myself, and I could feel we were both happy about it.

	“Do you trust me?” Mom asked with a whisper.

	I nodded as I rubbed her nipples.

	“I can make your cock feel better. It just takes some slow, tender loving care. After that, you should be able to sleep.”

	“Okay,” I whispered.

	Mom let go of my cock and threw the quilt aside. The room was warm, or we were just hot. I saw her whole naked body and my cock bounced.

	I watched as Mom moved down my body, both of us on our sides. When her head was close to my cock, she gobbled it up. I hissed at the pins of needles but once her mouth tightened, soothing heat ran along my dick.

	A small moan escaped my lips as I fell into a trance-like daze. I felt her tongue press along the underside of my manhood and pressed it to the roof of her mouth. She moved very slow while her tongue undulated. Her mouth massaged the soreness away a little at a time. I was also so turned on that my mother was sucking my cock.

	Porn fantasies played on and I wanted to do all of them. I knew Ava and I had a problem with porn, but it wasn’t enough to stop. 

	Every thought in my head began to fade away. Long minutes slipped by as my mother’s plump lips ran along my veiny shaft. I had to close my eyes because every time I looked down at her head, it moved with slow, loving purpose. I fought through the hazy temptations, when a sudden urge for release struck me. I was so turned on, and despite cumming all day with Ava, I was ready to cum again.

	I was going to warn mom because I was unsure if she wanted to swallow or feel it on her tits. But the moment hit me so fast, all I could do was groan. My hips bucked and I felt thick ropes of come spurting into her mouth and throat. She never pulled away. Instead, she milked my cock with her mouth, drinking down my cum.

	I felt like I emptied my soul into her and I let out a weak whimper. I was sensually and sexually exhausted. I couldn’t believe how good it felt, and now, I was weak again.

	In the dazed moment, all I could feel was Mom milking me slowly and I was really happy about it.

	Lisbeth

	I moaned as the last drop of Aiden’s come slipped down my throat. He tasted much like Chase but with a slightly different aftertaste. I continued to suck on his cock, feeling it half-hard between my lips and refusing to fully wilt.

	Aiden was blessed, just like Chase. He had a large, long, thick cock, and I loved the taste of it between my lips. I could have stayed here forever, sucking on his manhood, but I wanted more.

	I slipped my lips along his cock and when I reached the tip, I kissed it. I then looked up to see Aiden’s eyes half-closed. My poor son. Ava was so demanding and he came to me for some help. I could let him sleep for the night just like I said, but my own urges wouldn’t let me.

	I moved up the bed until I was face to face with my handsome son. I touched his cheek, and he looked at me with dreamy eyes. 

	There was nothing to say, but I was hungry for more. I wrapped my arms around him and pulled him closer. He was a little taller than me, but in bed, he felt small to my embrace. His hips moved, rubbing his half-hard cock against my thigh. I put my leg around him, twisting it around his leg. 

	For a moment, we just laid there, Aiden in my loving embrace. When his cock touched my dripping wet cunt, I knew he was far from finished.

	“My horny son. Is there anything Mommy can do for you? Or maybe, you can do something for Mommy?”

	Aiden held me closer, his abused cockhead touching my wet slit.

	I knew he and Ava loved their porn. I liked is sometimes, especially when Todd put it on while I sucked his dick as punishment. He would tell me how beautiful it was to watch, while I focused on sucking his rigid member. He would tell me what was happening and I grew wetter, rubbing my clit between my thighs as my head bobbed on his beautiful cock. Knowing Aiden, I’m sure he had some step-sibling porn to watch, but since he was also a momma’s boy, I’m sure he snuck in some step-mom porn as well.

	“I get so lonely sometimes. Chase has Brooke. You have Ava. I’m all alone,” I said with a sultry whisper. “I abuse my clit, hoping someone would help me when I’m frustrated. Even when I’m asleep, I don’t mind waking to someone’s cock pushing into me. You know I love surprises.”

	Aiden began to move, his hand moved between my thighs and touched my wet cunt. He pulled back the hood like he knew me intimately, and when his finger touched my clit, he massaged it slowly.

	I let out a heated gasp, his touch like magic as he rubbed me just the right way. I clutched at him, feeling his fingers work slowly as the head of his cock rubbed my wet entrance.

	“Oo…Aiden…my son…I like that,” I said as I slowly began losing my mind.

	My hips betrayed me, moving to his touch. His cock pushed in a little deeper. My leg was curled around him, holding him to me as he rubbed and massaged my clit. I tried to think, but each rub caused my body to shudder, and soon, I was trembling. I was so horny, so needful, his touch was opening the floodgates.

	“You don’t have to be lonely,” Aiden whispered, his warm breath on my neck.

	I gasped and moaned, my hips moving to his touch.

	“You feel nice, Mom,” Aiden said and his hips pushed a little more.

	Aiden’s thick cock was slowly opening my inner world. I moved on him, stroking his cock with my pussy, as he played with my clit. It was becoming too much and I couldn’t control my breathing.

	“I’ll take care of you,” Aiden said and then he was on me.

	I was over whelmed as he pushed me onto my back. His hips trusted with power as he pulled his finger away. I was so turned on, I didn’t need him to play with my clit anymore. Just his fat cock would satisfy me. 

	Just as we found our rhythm, Aiden was up. He put my legs over his shoulders and sank his hips down. Stars filled my gaze as he pumped his cock into me. When his thumb touched my clit and massaged it as he fucked me hard, I couldn’t do anything but lay there with my legs up.

	I moaned as the sounds of our bodies filled the air. Aiden was looking as my bouncing tits with hungry eyes. I liked how he looked at me. I like how he and Chase looked at me. I hoped one day they both turned their hungry eyes and bodies on me. I would never stop them, their cocks pushing into me.

	The thought was too much. The fantasy pushed me to the brink, with Aiden’s touch, and cock, sent me over the edge. Explosions ripped my soul to pieces. My eyes rolled into my head as Aiden continued to fuck my pussy and massage my clit. My lips parted as my upper body arched to his forceful fucking.    

	Through the explosions of pure bliss, I heard my son whispering to me.

	“Mom, you feel so good. I love you. I love your pussy. When you’re ready, you, me, and Ava will be so happy. I promise, you will love it.”

	“I know…I will,” I managed before falling to another barrage of blissful explosions, lost to my new fate.

	Aiden

	I meant every word as I power fucked her. My cock was so numb, all I could do was fuck her hard and deep. She liked it, her body spasming and shuddering. Her bouncing tits only made me harder as I fucked her.

	She squeezed my cock like a vice and I lost control. I thrusted, thick ropes of come pushing into her tight, flooded wet pussy. We were so turned on, we couldn’t stop. I continued to rub her clit as I pounded her pussy.

	I knew we could be free with each other. I knew if I pulled her to me and Ava’s room, she would do anything we wanted.

	If Mom, me, and Chase talked, I knew it would only open the floodgates between us.

	Brooke was the only one I wasn’t sure of, but when boredom sinks into all of us during the long winter, I doubted any of us will turn away any idea, and I had many.

	Before our supplies run out in a couple of years, and the dead creep closer, we will all be satisfied by the time the end comes. I felt it in my soul.

	I pulled my cock out as I slipped Mom’s legs over my shoulders. She flopped on the bed, still lost to her orgasms.

	I crawled over to her head, by cock dripping with come and honey.

	“Mom, it’s time to feed you,” I whispered, and pushed my wet cock into her open mouth.

	Mom’s lips closed on it, and began to suck like she was very hungry.

	“We’re going to have so much fun,” I whispered with a happy smile.

	 


Nine

	Ava

	We were standing outside in the dark, wearing puffy coats. The wind and snow began to pick up and I was shivering. I just wanted to stay inside, but Chase thought it was important that we all be out here when the moment happened.

	The whole family was standing in a foot of snow. The night sky had some clouds, but between them, there was a dim white ball of light. I knew it was the Sun. I’ve seen it when Alaska fell into darkness, watching the last rays of the dim sun.

	The sun was close to the horizon, almost gone.

	Chase was holding Mom. Brooke was between me and Aiden, holding us close. Big Sis was a little different, almost happy. It was weird.

	I glanced at my twin beside me. Aiden was happy too. He was slipping away from me when I slept, going to Mom’s room a few times when Chase was with Brooke. It had been weeks since they began hooking up and it was only a matter of time before the rest of us would be together. I didn’t mine if Aiden was fucking Mom. We liked fucking each other until we were exhausted. 

	Chase pointed and we all looked at the horizon. The sun was just about to vanish behind the mountains. We wouldn’t see it again for about two months. If the dead keep away, we should be okay.

	I shivered, wanting to go back inside. I never liked the cold!

	I glanced over to the house, wishing I could go back in. I blinked in the wind, and saw a dark figure standing at one of the windows.

	My eyes widened, but before I could say anything, it was gone. 

	“And it’s gone,” Chase announced.

	I turned to the horizon, the sun gone.

	“Okay, can we go back inside. It’s freezing!” Aiden said as he shivered.

	Chase, Mom, and Brook laughed. The three of them herded me and Aiden back to the house, but there was something bothering me. Did I imagine the dark figure in the window? Is the isolation making me crazy? I couldn’t say. But I hoped we were left alone, because I just wanted to be warm and comfortable.

	We stepped inside to the manor. Chase closed the side door and bolted it shut.

	I let out sigh and a giggle.

	Let the horny games begin. 

	 

	 

	~Fin~
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