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Chapter 1











O
 ne hour before the world ended, I was pedaling home from work, looking forward to a relaxing evening and without a care in the world. That is until I spotted Johnny and his gang of thugs hanging out beside the park.

Cursing under my breath, I scanned the area, trying to judge if I could make it through before they could reach me. Johnny and I never got along growing up, but I’d been able to avoid him since graduation.

Going around the park would add another two miles to my ride and I was tired of avoiding the brute, so I decided to chance it. I should have known my luck wouldn’t hold.

“Hey, look, it’s Courtney! Pretty-boy Courtney’s riding his bicycle home, boys!”

It was the squeaky voice of little Ty Lawson, and had a moment of hope until Johnny’s deep guffaw rang out.

I was named after my grandfather, Colonel Courtney Tanvers of the 1st
 Ranger Battalion. But ever since I was old enough to learn what mean little shits kids can be, I’ve gone by CT. Everything had been wonderful until freshman year when Johnny and his thugs somehow learned what the “C” stood for. After that, high school was hell.

“What’s a matter, Court? Eh, little faggot? Huh, huh, huh.” Johnny’s deep, dumb laugh made my skin crawl, and anger bubbled up in my guts but so did fear of his wide and heavy frame and the beating I knew his heavy fists could give. “Too poor for a car? Or do you just like looking like a fucking dweeb? Come over here, pretty boy! We just want to catch up with you and that fat titty stepmom of yours!”

The taunts were nothing new. I’d endured them all throughout high school. No one liked the smartest kid in class, especially when he wore ill-fitting clothes from the Salvation Army and didn’t play sports. And even more when he was a “pretty boy” with a stepmom who looked like a trophy wife.

My high school experience hadn’t been all bad. In fact, it had been pretty wonderful, despite a few douchebags like Johnny. I’d been president of the coding club and had made few great friends. True, most of them were teachers or faculty, but kids my age had never held much interest for me.

“Hold up, Courtney!” Johnny called. “Lemme give you some advice ’fore you head off to Baaaston and Haaaavard, like a fucking toolbag. Huh. Huh. Huh.
 Hey! I said hold up!”

I started pedaling harder the moment he angled toward me, and I put real muscle into it when he started sprinting toward me, giggling like a loon and trailing his friends who whooped and whistled. That’s when I noticed the empty bottles of cheap malt liquor stuffed under the picnic table and realized this might get ugly if they caught me.

Johnny wasn’t a serious asshole, but I might expect to get shoved around and hit a few times if he caught me sober. If he and his friends were drunk and it was already getting dark, things could get ugly.

I thought I was clear of them, easily outpacing the gang on my bike as I hopped up onto the curb and cut through the park’s paved trail, but then I heard the truck door open and their laughter increase as the engine roared to life. Looking back over my shoulder, I saw Johnny and his friends piling into his truck.

My heart raced when I saw them heading around the corner of the park and knew they’d reach the other side of the long narrow park long before I would. Hopping off the trail, I rolled down a single-track dirt trail that led into the thin track of redwoods beside the park, branches and twigs snapping as I pushed through the dense trees.

“You can run, Courtney, but you can’t hide! Ha!” Johnny laughed.

Tires screeched as the truck took off, and then I was deep in the trees and couldn’t see the houses. Breathing easy, I peddled slower as the trail wound its way through the redwoods.

I tried not to think about the injustice of the situation as the cheap bicycle rattled underneath me, the linkage of handlebar and frame barely handling the uneven ground. I’d grown up in a nicer house than Johnny, surrounded by a golf course and with a pool in the backyard. The country club was the nicest area in town, and we’d lived on one of its most expensive streets.

Dad had been a professional golfer, playing on the tour nine months out of the year. He was never one of the top players, but he did well enough to make sure we had a comfortable life. After my mom passed away from cancer, Dad went off the deep end for a couple years, gambling and drinking a lot. It wasn’t until he met Ava that he finally healed and got back to the man I’d known when I was young.

He and my stepmom spent a year together before the cancer got to him too. My mom had had it in her lungs and stuck around for four years between chemotherapy and surgery, but Dad got it in his lymph nodes and was gone in weeks. The shock of his sudden death threw Ava into a tailspin and left me to pick up the pieces the best I could.

When all was said and done, after the funeral and paying off Dad’s considerable debts, we were forced to sell the house, the boat, and all the cars. We found a small, cheap place on the other side of town and told ourselves it would be temporary, only until Ava got a good job and we got back on our feet.

That was four years ago, and little has improved since about our living situation, but oddly, I find myself happier now than I was before.

Ava got a job working at the local plant with other women in quality assurance, but it couldn’t compare with what Dad had made on the tour. Ava was a model in her youth and didn’t fit in one bit with the other women at the plant. She never complained, though, shocking me with her dedication to making sure I had everything I needed.

She hadn’t become exactly a mother to me, more of an older sister or cool aunt. Ava’s beauty and charms had led to a wild youth that she rarely brought up. I knew she’d been a car model when she was young and had even found a photo of her in a bikini on the internet and saved it to my phone for… special moments.

Our life together was hard, especially those first couple of years, but we’d made the most of it. I’d expected her to start going out again with her old friends or dating, but most nights we stayed in watching dumb singing competition shows we both loved or she would read as I studied. I loved our relationship, but it burned in me that I couldn’t provide a better life for us, and I think she felt the same way.



Exiting the woods on the opposite side of the park, I rolled down the narrow path leading into my neighborhood and pulled my hood up. There weren’t bullies per se in my neighborhood, but there were enough drug deals and crime that if you didn’t want to be mugged, it was better to keep your head down and your business to yourself.

Turning down the alley, I picked up my bike and carried it back to our apartment. The building was a small duplex that the owner had chopped up into four tiny apartments. Ava and I lived in the back unit. The place was nearly impossible to find, being behind the building and half-submerged. The place forever smelled of mildew and mold, no matter how many times we scrubbed the walls, but it was one of the few places we could afford in town.

I knew Ava hated living in such squalor, but she never complained. Property prices were outrageous around Portland, even in our poor suburb, but she hadn’t wanted to take me out of my school and move to a rougher area so we’d moved in here, hoping it would be temporary.

Pulling the lock out of my backpack, I locked the frame to the railing outside. When I stepped in, the smell of spaghetti sauce hit me full in the face and saliva filled my mouth, causing my stomach to rumble in hunger.

“The show starts in ten, you almost missed the opening!” My stepmom popped her head into the living room from the tiny kitchen and beamed a smile at me. “Go change. I made pasta and sauce. You want one meatball or two?”

“Two!” I said, hurrying back to my room.












Chapter 2











P
 assing Ava’s bedroom, my gaze drifted to the lacy white bra hanging from her ornate stand mirror in the corner. The cups were outrageously large, and my fingers itched to feel their soft material. My cock stiffened at the thought. Forcing my thoughts away from such wickedness, I tossed my backpack onto my computer chair and changed into flannel pants and a comfortable shirt.

Ava and I had gotten into this epic fantasy show a couple years before, and surprising both of us, she’d started obsessing over the plot lines and characters as much as I did. I’d already read the books the show was based on, but Ava dove into them headfirst. Surprisingly, she read all of them in quick succession. Since then, Friday nights had been our time together to eat and hang out, and I’d come to cherish them.

“What are we going to do when you head back east?” she asked with a sad smile as I plopped down on the couch. “You aren’t going to get too busy to watch dumb shows with me, are you?”

“Of course not,” I said with a grin, trying not to let my eyes drift down and ogle the massive breasts outlined in her loose shirt. “We can FaceTime and watch it. I shouldn’t have any studying to do on Friday nights.”

“You’ll be out on dates and heading to parties,” Ava said, and I caught a hint of sadness in her tone as she handed me a bowl of spaghetti and took up the remote. “A college freshman isn’t going to have time for his tired old mom. I’ll be left here to spread even more than I have.”

“You don’t look tired,” I said and flashed a grin when she spun on me, offended, then laughed, swatting me on the arm.

“Just old and fat? Is that what you’re saying?” She shook her head but was smiling as she found the channel. “The credits haven’t started yet. We still have time. You want Parmesan cheese? I grated some fresh. Let me get it.”

“Sure,” I said, letting my gaze linger on her figure as she hopped up and stepped into the kitchen.

I’d grown used to the guilt of thinking that Ava was one of the most gorgeous women I’d ever seen, in actual life or in media, but I tried my hardest to keep my eyes to myself. Not only was it wrong of me to think of her that way, but she was so far out of my league it wasn’t a joke. Thinking about it too much would only lead to disappointment and would blind me to real opportunities, or so I kept telling myself.

“Anything interesting happen today at work?” she asked when she sat back down with the bowl of cheese.

“No,” I said with a frown. “We mostly sat around and watched the news all day. I only made four sandwiches. Something about a series of school shootings this morning? Then there were the bombs in some small town in New Mexico or Arizona or something. But I heard later, that’s just a lake they’re draining. I don’t know what this is.”

“Uh, only the biggest trade negotiations, ever.” She affected a valley girl tone and bobbed her head from side to side, shaking her ponytail, then gave up the bit. “I don’t know. Honestly, I haven’t been paying attention today. I’ve been… preoccupied. Did Jenny work today?” Her expression fell for a moment before she pasted a wide grin on and wiggled her eyebrows in a suggestive way, causing me to blush. “You didn’t talk to her, did you?”

“I’m working up to it,” I said, burying my head in the bowl of pasta so she couldn’t see my embarrassment.

“CT, you’re sweet and brilliant, but you have to get over this shyness around girls. Jenny would be lucky to date you. What’s the problem? Are you worried there isn’t time before you leave?”

“Yeah,” I said, lying. “I just don’t want to get too attached before I go, you know?”

“I can see that,” she said. “But if you want to go to college with… experience… then you’re going to have to take a girl out. Someone isn’t just going to feel sorry for you and trip you into her bed. You just have to put yourself out there—”

“Okay, okay,” I said with a groan, rolling my eyes as she started up with that old conversation, “can’t we just watch the show?”

“I’ll drop it,” she said, and I felt her frown of concern and tried to ignore it as the opening credits started up, “but we’re going to talk about this before you go. I’ve been speaking with Madge, and she agrees. You need to find some experience before you get sucked into those books.”

“You’re taking her advice?” I said, rolling my eyes. “What would Madelyn Heatherton know about being a nerdy teenage boy?”

“You’re not nerdy,” Ava said, swatting my arm and frowning. “And even if you were, nerds are cool now. Besides, Madge might not be a teenage boy, but she’s wiser than you imagine.”

“Hmm,” I said, noncommittally as the opening credits rolled.

Madelyn was Ava’s best friend and our old neighbor. A former daytime TV star and D-list movie star, Madelyn Heatherton had acted in over a dozen small budget films before “retiring” to her mansion and a short, whirlwind marriage.

Perhaps no woman, besides my stepmom, made me more uncomfortable to be around or talk to than Madelyn, or Madge as she liked to be called. When I was fifteen, a friend at school had sent me the link to one of her early SkiniMax movies. I hadn’t been able to look at the woman the same after, not without picturing her flawless breasts as she’d dropped the bra and crawled into bed with a young woman she was seducing in that scene. I couldn’t tell you what the movie was about, but I could describe that minute and fourteen seconds shot for shot.

“Do you think the main character’s going to…” Ava paused as the show clicked off. “What’s this?”

After the opening credits disappeared, a newscaster appeared seated behind a desk without a tie or coat on, his expression stiff with fear. A flickering window hovered over his shoulder, the image showing a night suddenly lit up by rockets launching, their fiery trails cutting across the sky.

“Breaking report! Breaking news! Trade negations between China and the EU have broken down after an assault was committed upon the Chinese delegation. War was declared minutes ago between the titanic powers. US officials warn a first-strike attack could be launched by either of the parties involved…” He stopped speaking for a long second, and I felt Ava’s hand slip across the couch and grip mine. “Breaking news.” The man’s voice was shaken now, the color draining from his features as he fought for self-control. “God have mercy on us all. Missiles have been launched… I repeat, we have incoming ballistic missiles with active warheads. The entire continent is blanketed with incoming—”

Ava and I looked at each other with confusion that grew into alarm. The shock of what we were seeing and hearing didn’t register at first, and Ava flicked the channel with a frown, but the next station, normally reserved for cartoons, was showing the same feed, although flickering in and out of white static.

“If nuclear fallout, take shelter under… may be chemical agents… east coast hit… reports of chaos, repeat please stay calm, we will get throu—”

The image disappeared into white fuzz, and she flicked it back to the first station only to find the same thing.

“What the fuck’s going on?” Ava asked, looking at me with her face twisted in confusion.

I saw the bright flash of white light through the window as a massive detonation sent a mushroom cloud of fire and strange green smoke into the sky. Without thought I found myself moving. Snatching the thick blanket off the back of the couch I threw it, and myself on Mom. She shouted in shock, her bowl of spaghetti flying, flinging pasta and sauce all across the living room as I pressed her down under the blanket.

Not a second later, the shock wave and ear-popping sound of the explosion struck us. The windows shattered, flinging glass across the room and peppering my face and arms. The room also shook, the ground undulating under the blast, and then second and third explosions rocked the town.

I couldn’t tell how close the others were, but they were close enough to buffet the building, rattling the walls. Sirens and screams started up a second later, the cacophony reaching me through deafened ears. My stepmom shifted under me, but I didn’t move, waiting to see if there was another attack, but she began to shout and shift frantically.

“CT! Court, are you okay!”

“I’m okay, Mom.” I moved aside, my voice sounding muffled and distant as I shouted, “Stay down… there might be another—”

My words were cut off by a brilliant flash of white light and the sound of another detonation. I was thrown clear of the couch by the force of it. The last thing that registered was the wall crashing against my side, glass from broken picture frames stabbing deep into my side.

Then the world went black.

“C! C, wake up! Please… oh God, baby… Don’t die on me, not now, my love, not now! C! I need you, CT…”

“I’m up.” I peeled my eyes open, feeling the left one stuck shut with something I assumed was blood while the right gazed up at a crooked and twisted world. The house was on its side, or rather I was. I shifted, sitting up with slow, painful movements. Ava hovered over me, speaking rapidly as she helped me up.

“We have to get out. The gas lines are probably broken and the electrical lines. Are you hurt? Oh, no! Your poor head. Let me get a rag!”

I sat there for a moment, then leveraged myself up onto the couch and felt a sharp pain in my side. Glancing down, I gasped and reached over, careful not to touch the inch long spike of glass sticking out of my side. The pain rushed in then, as if shock and my own ignorance had kept it at bay.

“Nnghh.” I would have screamed if I could, but the shock of sudden agony took my breath away.

“Baby, don’t get up.” Ava hurried back in and gasped when she saw my side. “Oh… oh my God! We have to get you to the hospital!”

“I think they’re a little busy.” I coughed, the pain increasing so much I gasped, losing my train of thought. I came to with my stepmom pressed to my side, holding me up.

“We need to get out of here… Come on, can you walk?”

“I can… Oh, fucking hell.”












Chapter 3











A
 va frowned at my swear, but she followed where I was looking and swore even more vehemently when she saw the billowing walls of green gas rushing across the city. From the view out of our apartment’s broken windows, we could clearly see two walls of dense green smoke rushing toward each other like surf racing back to the shore.

I barely had a second to draw in a deep breath of fresh air before our building was surrounded by the gas. My sinuses stung as the noxious fumes closed around us, cutting off visibility to little more than a foot or two. I felt Ava reach out in the darkness, searching, and I grabbed her hand. Our fingers laced together, and I saw the terror in her eyes as we drew one another close.

The sound in my ears was coming back slowly, the pounding blood fading as sirens and the wail of fire engines returned. Joining the noise were screams that sounded odd. Terrified and angry, they soon cut off, only to be replaced by another set, and then another.

From closer, just on the other side of our adjoining walls, a feral scream of rage erupted and a second later another, louder and feminine sounding. Ava shook against my side, her expression showing the strain of holding her breath for so long, and then naked fear when the screams on the other side of the wall erupted in the sounds of fighting, fists and feet thudding against one another. Then the wall shook, cracking as something or someone hit it, then a body was flying by outside the window, flung free of the building to spin end over end into the thinning gases to disappear.

Every second that passed visibility increased, but so too did my need to suck in a lungful of fresh air. Mom’s fingers gripping mine tensed, and she pulled me around, a high-pitched sound of terror in the back of her throat, and I felt the same terror clutch my heart when a hunched, snarling figure moved past our window.

Mr. Perez, our kindly elderly neighbor, and his wife rarely left their place, except to go shopping or cash their social security checks. When they did, they rode around on little electric scooters or hobbled on walkers. Now the man stalked into the street outside like a predator, body malformed and mutated.

Pausing and turning back to our place, I thought I heard him sniff the air loudly and growl before a scream from nearby drew the man’s—or creature’s—attention and he darted off, the dark green gases swallowing him in the night.

Ava jerked in my arms, and I stared at her as she gasped in a deep breath. Almost immediately she began to shake, and her fingers gripped my hand harder, almost painfully. She shook so violently that I sucked in a quick breath by accident in a short gasp, then I was heaving in sweet air and relieving the burning in my lungs.

Almost immediately the pain of holding my breath shifted into a stinging along all my nerve endings as my vision swam. My mind grew sluggish, and my eyes focused on my stepmom’s massive breasts, braless and pressed against her thin nightshirt. The outlines of her wide areolae and the indentations of her nipples, inverted I noticed with disjointed thoughts, trapped my eyes and I felt my cock stiffen in my flannel pants.

The gas was having its effect on me. I could feel my body shifting and changing. A beast of lust and primal need was awakening in my breast, and the scent of Ava filled my head, clouding vision and thoughts further.

“Nnghh! Nyyaaah!”

Teeth snapping broke me from my reverie of lust, and I tore my eyes away from her chest to see Ava’s face twisted in anger. She released my hand and half turned, falling forward onto the back of the couch, and her entire body hunched, muscles flexing and a snarl of rage slipping free of her throat.

I should have been terrified for her, and for myself, as I breathed in the remaining gases, but my momentary concern disappeared as I saw her wide ass outlined in the loose shirt she wore. Stretching down from the thin cotton were long, slender legs that set my heart hammering in my chest once again.

Heedless of where I stood or what was happening around me and filled with the need to release the lust building within, I tore down my flannel pants, the material at my crotch ripping in my haste, and started jacking my cock like a madman.

The mighty appendage rising from my crotch dwarfed what had hung there before and was harder than it had ever been. The world around me was gone. All that mattered was the sweet relief as my hands stroked my massive cock. A fat bead of clear pre-cum oozed from the tip, its manly musk filling the hazy gas and smoke-filled living room.

Ava’s face had been in a rictus snarl of anger, teeth gnashing against one another and her eyes filled with a mindless rage and hunger. The moment my cock came out, she began staring, the rage fading slowly as she stood spellbound. When the bead of pre-cum pooled on the tip, she fell to her knees with a thud, massive breasts shaking, rage gone and only hunger and fascination remaining.

Inside, that primal beast purred in contentment as I felt pleasure rush through me, the shaking swells of my stepmother's massive breasts sending me over the edge. That purr turned into a low growl as I watched pearlescent seed arc out and trace lines across my prize’s face and neck. The woman gasped in pleasure, the tension leaving her face, neck, and shoulders as she shook in pleasure and collapsed to the ground, writhing and smearing my cum into her skin.

I stood there for a long second, heaving in deep lungfuls of air as I struggled with the overwhelming desire to push her down and mount her right then and there and to finish forging the connection I’d begun. But the next moment, a nearby explosion from a gas leak woke me from my daze.

When it did, cold fear washed over my skin, and I scrambled back, shocked to see my stepmom’s naked stomach as she massaged her breasts, pulling up the material. Her hips thrust up into the air as if she were fucking a ghost, and I could see from her curled toes and the twisted expression on her face that a powerful orgasm gripped her.

The sight nearly set my heart pounding again, but the scent of mustard reached my nostrils and I hissed in fear, reminded of the threat we faced.

I’d only taken a single step when something tinkled to the ground at my side. Glancing down, I saw smooth unmarked flesh where the glass had stabbed into my side. Fresh blood still smeared on the unmarred skin was the only evidence the wound had existed. Alarm bells were screaming in my mind, but I shoved the thoughts down as I scrambled to grab what I could before we had to leave, possibly forever.

Passing Ava’s room, I grabbed a set of clothes lying in the hamper and the bra hanging from the mirror and then raced back to my room because what I was wearing had become rags.

Stuffing a few things from my closet into my backpack quickly, I ran back and found Ava pulling herself to her feet by holding onto the back of the couch. She gripped the side of her head, cheeks red and eyes a little wild as she looked around. When our eyes met, she looked down in shame, but there wasn’t time for that.

“Gas is leaking,” I said, hurrying to her and shoving the clothes and bag I’d grabbed into her arms. “We have to go!”

“But my phone and things…”

She looked around for one second, staring at the tiny apartment and grabbed her phone and charger. When she looked back at me, and I saw her eyes flash from fear and loss to firm resolve in an instant, and my heart swelled to see such strength in her.

“Come on!”

I led the way out of the apartment and onto the small balcony. Parts of the railing were broken and blocking our path, and I thanked God because they were probably what had kept Mr. Perez from coming in. Climbing over, I reached back and helped Ava up, her eyes widening when she spotted the ripped-out crotch of my pants and looking away quickly.

“YEENNNNGGG!!”

The guttural scream echoed down the alley from someplace nearby, and another scream sounded from below in response. Mr. Perez dashed out from the neighbor’s house, trailing wet footprints behind him as he loped down the alley. He hadn’t traveled ten feet before another man—Johnny, I saw with shock—leaped from an open doorway, chest and torso a bloody mask of horror, body oddly mutated, and threw himself upon Mr. Perez.

Ava stifled a scream of fright, huddling in my arms as we watched the two men tear into each other in the failing evening light. First blood and then flesh flew as they tore at one another until Johnny stood victorious, meat and blood dripping from his fingers as he arched his back and howled to the moon with a sound that sent a chill through me.

We barely breathed as Johnny turned like a bear at bay, tilting his head back and sniffing the air as if scenting something. I caught the gleam of wild eyes as the head turned to look up at my stepmom, and Johnny let out a grunt almost like speech but far too guttural.

After sniffing once more, Johnny turned his head. Following another trail
 was the first thought that flashed through my mind. He was about to move off when a light buzzing sounded from my pocket, and I swore silently to myself.

Ava whimpered in fear, clutching my arm as I tried to silence my phone, but it was already too late. The mutated bully spun back toward us, letting out a scream of rage as he sprinted down the alley, his feet moving a little too quickly to be entirely human.

Pushing Ava behind me, I closed my hands into fists but saw death racing toward me in the feral, wild eyes of the kid I hated most. But before Johnny could reach our building, headlights flashed around the corner and a pickup truck careened down the alley. I stood in frozen shock as the heavy-bodied black truck crushed Johnny against the concrete wall of our neighbor’s house like he was a bug.












Chapter 4











A
 va and I were shaking and breathing sighs of relief, but a second later I was staring at the barrel of a rifle as a mask-wearing fellow hopped out of the truck.

“Got us a couple of slow changers, Pa! What do I do with them?” When I stepped forward on the balcony the small man, young as me from the sound of his voice, raised the rifle in threat and shouted, “Stay back, mutants! I’ll kill, ya! I swear it!”

“Don’t shoot!” Ava shouted, crying as she huddled into my arms, too shaken by the events to process her emotions, body trembling like a leaf. “Please don’t shoot!”

The young man let out a low whistle when he saw Ava, but he kept the barrel trained on me still.

“Goddamn, boy!” hollered a thickly accented voice from the driver’s seat. “Can’t you see they’s humans? Good honest folk, I’m sure. Hey, you up there. Where’s the closest ammo store? We gonna load up before we go target shooting!”

“Down… down the road a half mile,” I said, pointing. “On Franklin Avenue. Marshall’s Fish and Game is the store. Hey, what the fuck’s going on?”

BLAM! BLAM!

The young man had turned, and his rifle flashed as he fired it twice at targets I couldn’t see. But from the wet sounds of bodies hitting the pavement and wordless cries of pain and anger, it sounded like he’d hit his mark, if not killed it.

Suddenly the boy’s scent filled my head, and my skin grew flush like I was coming down with a fever. Information poured into my brain faster than it ever had, and the battle juices were still pumping through my veins. I couldn’t say if it was shock, adrenaline, or whatever chemical was in the dissipating green fog, but I’d never noticed so many details—or felt so totally alive.

The scents that reached my nostrils were sharper and filled my mind with more information than they ever had before. As Ava clung to my side, I could almost smell her confusion, pain, and… desire? The smell was nearly as strong as the floral scent of her shampoo that was filling my head with wild, lecherous thoughts of what I wanted to do to the gorgeous MILF right here and now.

“We’re finally in goddamn world war three, baby! Armageddon!” shouted the bearded man who hung out the driver’s door and lifted twin pistols to sight on the four men turning down the alleyway, running toward them on unsteady legs with chunks of wet red flesh clinging to them. “It’s that secret group that controls everything…” POP! POP! POP! He let off three quick shots with his pistols, but the left-hand one jammed and only two of the men dropped. “Illumina-what’s-it, I’m sure of it! Made mutated zombies out of everyone…” POP! POP! POP! POP! “Fucker nearly got past that one. Get in the back. You can show us to the gun store. Don’t know how you ain’t mutated, but we gotta stick together if we’re gonna survive this shit.”

Ava and I glanced at one another and didn’t need to say anything. Both of us knew heading off with these strangers was a huge risk, and neither of us trusted them. Especially when they were armed and we weren’t, but the sounds of distant and not too distant screams and shouts, combined with the darkness and constant sirens, assured us we wouldn’t make it alone.

As we were scrambling into the road, Ava gasped, noticing my healed side, and opened her mouth to say something, but another deranged scream silenced her and soon we were both climbing into the back of the truck. The young man’s eyes smiled with interest once again as they alighted on Ava’s stunning curves. The back of the truck was filled with boxes and bins of all kinds beneath a thick tarp, and we had to huddle up near the cab.

Pulling away from the wall, I heard a wet splatter and felt my guts roil as the body of one of our neighbors struck the ground. Then we were hauling back up the street in the direction I’d mentioned, the young, smaller fellow turning in the front seat and handing two pistols back to us.

“You know how to use one?”

Ava and I shook our heads, gripping the steel bed of the truck and holding on for dear life as the older man, the father I assumed, barreled down the street. My grip was nearly torn free when he jerked the wheel to the right and the truck struck a mutated woman running toward us, the axles lifting the truck as we rolled over her broken body. I felt sick at the casual violence, but a second later realized it was the wiser path.

Our suburb had roughly a hundred thousand people in it. If this chemical agent had turned all of them into mutated, lunatic zombies, including nearby Portland, then escaping as fast as possible was the smartest thing to do, and putting down any mutants we encountered along the way would only help.

“This here is the gun’s safety.” The young man pointed. “This here is how you release the magazine. They are semi-auto, so after one shot, the next are easier on the trigger until you re-engage the action.”

Ava was frowning, already lost, but I nodded, taking both weapons and stowing one in my belt and gripping the other in one hand as I held on with the other. I opened my mouth to ask where the hell they’d come from, but he’d already turned back and was wiggling his way out the passenger window so that he sat on the frame.

Silently, the older man passed him a shotgun, and as we rolled down the street at a slow pace, the young man began picking mutated men and women off as they raced into the road from their houses. The grizzly sight nearly made me retch, having never seen the bright red blood of a real gunshot wound before or the purple, bloated organs as they tumbled free.

Worse, perhaps, than the sounds of sirens, distant gas explosions, and the rapport of shotgun blasts not five feet away were the screams and wails of rage—and the crashes of bodies on walls as battles raged within houses and businesses.

A light ahead warned of the local grocery store, and I frowned when we turned off the street, but my frown disappeared when I saw the chaotic melee that had spilled into the parking lot. The tall glass windows were sprayed with bright red blood, and a half dozen combatants still raged between the cars. The weakest and smallest having fallen long since, it was only the biggest and most brutal who fought now.

“Your side.” Ava’s hands were on the skin of my stomach, touching it. “How… CT… how?”

She gazed up into my eyes and I felt my heart ache to see such confusion and pain there, but there was wonder as well. Bright red spots bloomed in her cheeks a second later, and she glanced down and away.

Remembering something, I reached into my pocket and pulled out my phone. Glancing down, I saw miraculously that I still had a single bar of service and the battery was half full. I didn’t recognize the number that had called, though, and was about to put the phone back in my pocket when Ava stopped me, gripping my wrist.

“What number was that?” She spotted the string of digits and pulled the phone from my hand. “It’s Madge! Maybe she’s okay!”

The men drove down the street slowly, the younger fellow blasting another half dozen or so people dead before my eyes. And every time, I found myself staring at them, searching for some sign of humanity but finding nothing in the mutated remains. A large part of my mind still struggled to accept the reality I was seeing. The sheer impossibility of it cloaked the world in a surreal haze that made it difficult to act, and I felt like I was reacting only.

“Hello? Madge?” Ava held the phone to her ear as the call went through.

“Ava, oh my God, you’re alive still! You’ll never believe what’s happening—”

“Madge, are you okay? Where are you?” It was odd but I could hear the other end of the line as clearly as I could hear Ava pressed against my side, but the other line was broken and scratchy, the words breaking through indistinctly for a few seconds before a string popped through.

“… when I saw the explosions I ran… neighbors are here… Safe room is airtight…”

We listened for long seconds as silence came over the line before the call finally clicked off. Ava turned to me, eyes round with fear for her friend, and I nodded grimly.

“We have to go save her,” I said, although I had no idea how we were going to save ourselves. But the relief and love that flooded Ava’s pale blue eyes filled me with pride, and I couldn’t help sitting a little taller as we turned back onto the main road.

“Boy! Where’s this Franklin Street?”

“Franklin Avenue,” I said, pointing two blocks ahead. “The fish and game store has a yellow canopy out front and parking on the side of the building opposite the way we’ll be approaching.”

“Thanks,” the man said, sounding surprised at my added information. “That’s exactly what I need to know.”

Somehow, it just made sense to me how we’d have to approach the place, but it was odd to hear the man repeat exactly what I was thinking to the young man in quick, terse statements.

“Okay, Darnel, just like we practiced. It’s a building clear, with rapid approach. In and out. You and the woman guard the truck while the boy and I go in and grab what we need. Watch your six, these mutated fucks been climbing on roofs and shit.”

“Aye, Pa,” the young man said, his voice tense with excitement as he shoveled rounds into the shotgun, refilling it. “Ma’am you got the pistol still? Might wantin’ ta fire a few rounds ’fore we plug us some mutants.”

I saw fear in my stepmom’s eyes, but she pressed her lips into a firm line and nodded to tell me she was okay. She reached out and gripped my hand as I passed her the other pistol. I saw her open her mouth to say something, her eyes filled with worry, but the shotgun blasting out cut her off, and then we were lurching to a halt with “Pa” shouting for me to hop out as he kicked open the driver’s side door.

Fear almost froze me in place when a figure lurched out of the bar up the street, a wide seven-foot-tall bastard dripping wet blood from his fingers as he staggered toward us. The son wasn’t paying attention, and the father was in the process of shooting out the fish and game store’s windows.

The figure drew close enough that I caught the whiff of sewage and offal from the bodies it had torn into. It wasn’t the stench that loosened my trigger finger, but another smell, that of my stepmother's raw fear as she spotted the mutant over my shoulder.

As I depressed the trigger, the world seemed to slow, and I steadied my arm, grabbing my gun hand with the other and seating it in the palm as I sighted along both sights. Anyone who’s played an FPS can tell you how to sight a gun on a target and even correct for wind, humidity, and movement.

All in theory, of course.

I’d never fired a gun, being a city kid through and through, and didn’t know what to expect. When the pistol kicked in my hand, I barely registered the small shock against my wrist, as the mutated man’s head snapped back, brains blowing across the bar’s outer wall behind him as he slumped to the ground.

My heart hammered in my chest, but I didn’t feel elation or even remorse, as I thought I might, only relief. Glancing back, I felt steel strong hands grip my loose nightshirt and pull me into a fierce kiss, and suddenly I was kissing Ava with a fierce passion that set my manhood to steel once again.

“You can thank your man later, woman! Come on, boy!”

I tore myself away from the gorgeous woman, and she heaved deep breaths, her eyes filled with the same shock I felt. My head felt like it was floating in the middle of a cloud as I hopped out of the pickup and ran into the dark store. The man grabbed my arm, and held a fist, signaling me to stop and wait, then he darted in moving around one wall, training his gun on the other side.












Chapter 5











T
 he tactics he used made perfect sense to me, and I moved in right behind him, careful to keep the muzzle of my pistol from crossing over him. I sensed that in the chaos of combat it would be easy to mistake the camouflaged man for a mutant lurching out of the shadows.

He shot me a look, eyes narrowed beneath his face mask, but when he saw how I moved and where my gun was pointed, he nodded sharply and pointed with all four fingers ahead, then curled the bottom two in. The signal was obvious, and I swung my back to him, watching our six as he advanced forward.

“Who trained you, boy?” he asked in a hushed whisper as we moved to the back of the store between stacks of fishing rods and equipment.

“Huh?”

“Never mind. Keep your head on a swivel. There were scratch marks on the inside of the door. Fucking mutant tried getting out, might still be in here.”

“What are they? What the fuck’s going on?”

“Hell, if I know,” the man said, and he turned his head as if he might spit, then swore quietly and went on. “You know anything about Alpha protocol?”

“Huh?”

“Shit boy, you slow or something?”

“I don’t have impaired capacity,” I said, after peering around a stack of lures and signaling it was clear before following the man toward the back counters, “but that doesn’t mean I know whatever it is you’re talking about.”

“You don’t spend much time on the deep web, eh?”

“My mom… no, I don’t.”

I was about to say Ava wouldn’t allow it, but then remembered that the man had just seen her and I kissing and figured he might have a problem with that. Hell… did I have a problem with that?

“You might want to get a new pair of pants, kid. Your woman sure is a looker, but I don’t want that beast staring me in the eye.”

There was real anger in the man’s tone, and I realized with a flush of embarrassment that my cock had risen up and was sticking out obscenely from the hole I’d torn in my ragged flannel pants. He tossed me a set of waders from a rack on the wall near the counter and then stepped behind the glass case to break in the back.

“Alphas rule this world, kid. They have for decades, maybe centuries. The real Illuminati. Them fuckers are in every sport, industry, facet of government and media. Why I hear they’re even—”

He cut off when I held up a hand, a sound alerting me to something moving in the back room. Pointing with two fingers in the same move he’d done, I told him to go forward, and he nodded, pushing the back door open.

At that moment, two things happened. A rotund figure fell through the doorway as the old man opened it, and a shotgun blast followed immediately by two pistol shots sounded from outside. My fear for Ava nearly pulled me around, but something about the slumped over figure falling through the doorway set off alarm bells in my head.

Reacting more on instinct than anything else, I shoved the old man aside and fired two quick rounds into the back room not a second before a figure launched out of the pitch-black darkness and fell at my feet. The man, if I could still call him that, had chewed off the skin of his fingers, chipping at the bones until they were needle-sharp spikes. Blood and viscera coated the hole where its lips had been. Either it or another of the mutants had chewed that off as well.

My stomach wanted to revolt, and the hairs on the back of my neck and arms wouldn’t lie down. Then I heard the report of gunfire pick up outside again, steady this time. I found myself spinning and running back toward the door. Behind me, the old man shouted that we still had a job to do. But fear of something I couldn’t put into words drove me on.

I burst from the front of the building just in time to see a dozen mutants spilling out of the bar. Ava and the young man were focused on a point up the street where another dozen or so shambled forward. Some moved faster than others, their legs still working properly, and one even dragged itself forward on cracked fingers. The pair were so focused on taking out the fast mutants that they’d missed the ones in the bar that had been alerted.

Time slowed for me once more as I sighted on the nearest zombie, feeling a small thrill of pleasure when the gun kicked and the man stumbled to the ground. I didn’t relish the death, but the excellently placed shot. Trying not to focus on the details of the people I shot, I marched the sight of my pistol through the crowd.

As the last mutant dropped, I turned to see Ava and Darnel staring at me. Mom’s jaw hung open in shock, but the sound of scuffling from inside the store had me dashing back in before they could say anything.

I found the old man wrestling with another fat mutant, this one shorter and slick with dark blood. They rolled across the gun case, the old man straining to keep the mutant’s hands away from his mask. The creature’s gore-covered fingers scrambled for purchase as I pressed the barrel of my pistol to the back of its skull and blew its brains all over the back wall.

“Thanks, kid,” the man said, shoving the corpse aside, his breath wheezing out the ventilator of his mask. “The boy and I been prepping for this apocalypse for years… never dreamed the fuckers would change this quick or be this powerful. Come on, I got what we came for. Let’s get the fuck out of here.”

“What are those things?” I asked as I grabbed a duffle bag and began stuffing boxes of ammo he set on the counter into it.

“Government calls them collateral damage, but we just call ’em mutants.”

The man’s stale sweat smell filled my nostrils as I came around to help him haul more boxes up from storage beneath the counter. Threaded through the stale sweat was a wariness that didn’t seem to fit with the situation, for it was directed at me.

“Never thought I’d see one,” he continued, his scent filling with what I could only describe as satisfaction, along with a cold scent that made me uneasy. “You see the Alphas aren’t born that way, boy. They’re created in a government lab and sometimes… Sometimes when those experiments don’t work out as they’re supposed to, you get the collateral damage. Looks like someone learned how to weaponize the stuff. By the way, that’s a fine piece of ass you got, there. How the hell have you and that sexy woman out there managed to avoid being turned into one of them mutants, eh?”

The man’s tone changed into something cold and hard, matching his scent. The hairs on the back of my neck and arms rose, alarm bells ringing in my head again. But before I could act, something heavy struck me on the back of the skull, and the world went black for the second time that night.

My eyes popped open, and the spike of pain in my head dimmed to a dull throb as I leveraged myself up. Glass snapped under my hands, but I didn’t notice it slicing into the flesh as my brain caught up with the last few things that had happened.

Rage filled me as I stood, spinning only to find the old gas-masked man not ten feet down the aisle pulling the heavy duffle bag. He looked up, and I saw his brows scrunch together, either in confusion or annoyance—I couldn’t be sure and didn’t care.

Instinct kicked in once again as I saw my death in the man’s eyes. I didn’t notice the knife reaching for my guts but could see the killing rage fill his face and scent as I closed with him.

Before that moment, I’d only been in one fight and that was in third grade. We’d stood on the playground for two minutes screaming at one another before one of us finally swung and then it devolved into a wrestling match neither of us won. So it was in horror that I watched my clawed fingers sweep through the soft flesh of the man’s neck, hooking around the back of his windpipe and tearing out the other side.

It took almost no force as the slick, tube-like organ flopped free, spraying blood and letting out a wheezing sigh as the man slumped to his knees, eyes wide with shock as he reached up to grab at the wound. A heavy thud alerted me to the knife hitting the ground, and I kicked it away, careful to hit the base of the handle, but it was already too late for the man to pose any further threat.

The strength drained from him even faster than the blood he desperately tried to keep from gushing forth. I watched the life drain from him and was interested to see that the bit of green gas that had made it into his lungs had started the change. And so it was a jerking, twisted man that fell to the ground dead, instead of the old man who’d tried to leave me for dead.

His scent changed as well, from that of an angry but mostly shocked man to that of a feral creature. My lip curled as I watched the last breaths escape the mutating, dying man, and I felt a hunger coiling around my guts as something threatened what should be mine. A hunger to claim…

Mom.












Chapter 6











T
 he thought woke me from the reverie. Like a man half-asleep and slow in waking, I crawled up from the depths of wild thoughts. My fear for Ava was a fire that burned within me, and I turned to grab my pistol, which had fallen after I’d been struck.

I caught a reflection on the glass side of the gun case of a figure moving into the room on noiseless feet. A part of my mind processed the shape I was seeing, and I fell to the ground as something hot rushed past my cheek and the rapport of a gunshot in the small room nearly deafened me.

As I rolled to the side, a bullet kicked wood and glass into my face, but I made it behind the aisle’s endcap. Heart hammering and blood rushing in my ears, I saw a glint of steel against the far wall and reached over, snatching the knife up and hurling it at the shadow moving on the other side of the room.

Darnel leaned over, his shotgun leveling with me as the handle of the knife I’d thrown hit him in the neck, snapping his head to the side and sending the slug wide and into the wall beside me.

“Motherfucker!”

His shout of pain was muffled by the gas mask, which also blocked his vision as he tried to bring the shotgun to bear again. Only I’d already closed.

This was life or death and I wanted to live. I had to live.

In my mind, pictures played of what he might have done to Ava, and the sickness returned. My head filled with his anger and rage, as well as the sweeter, floral scent that clung to his hands, giving new life to the strength animating me.

“Little bitch!” The man grunted. “I’m gonna… what the fuck?”

Darnel was a few years my senior and a good fifty pounds heavier than me and most of that bulk muscle. Yet his arms twisted in my grip like he was a child, and before his eyes could fully widen in shock, I slipped my finger over his and depressed the shotgun’s trigger, blowing the top of his skull off and spraying the roof and aisle with red blood and gray brain matter.

Turning away from him, my stomach heaved, and I released what was left in my stomach all over the shop’s floor. Somehow, I had the presence of mind to grab the heavy duffle bag and haul it with me as I hurried to check on my mom.

I found her tied up and gagged in the truck’s bed. Her eyes were wild with fear that melted into relief when I hopped into the bed of the truck and began untying her.

“Oh, thank God!” she said, throwing her arms around my shoulders. “When you went back inside, he jumped on me and tied me up. I tried to fight him off but I… I couldn’t.”

She was shivering as I held her, her arms like thin bands of steel, and she gripped me as if her life depended on it.

“You’re okay,” I said, stroking her back softly and holding her tight. “You’re okay, Mom. Did he hurt you or…?”

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “But if you hadn’t been here…”

The scent of something feral and rancid, mingled with the iron scent of fresh blood, reached me and I turned, swearing softly when I spotted a half dozen or so shambling horrors coming around the corner.

“We need to get out of here,” I said, taking her hand and moving to hop off the truck.

“What’s under here?” Ava asked, flicking back one of the heavy tarps.

“We don’t have time for… Shit.” I saw the large water barrel filled with sloshing liquid and two pallets of dry goods neatly packed beside it. “They really were prepared, weren’t they… Get in. We’ll take the truck.”

Ava hopped off and helped me heave the heavy duffle bag of ammo into the back. The mutants were nearly upon us, so I stopped and put them down with a half dozen well-placed rounds from my pistol, needing to replace the magazine halfway through. There was a panicked moment when I couldn’t get the magazine to slide home, then I flipped it around and it locked into place, letting me drop the last four.

As I pulled open the passenger door and stepped in, Ava fired up the engine and released the brake, and I tried not to look at the dead carpeting the street. I’d walked down Franklin hundreds of times, heading to the 7-11 or farther on down to the comics and board game store. To see it lit now with the dim glow of far-off fires, the streetlights flickering, and bright red blood reaching across it in large pools from more than thirty dead filled me with sadness.

Shouts and screams from mutants still inside buildings reached our ears, and a few even shambled out of houses and buildings as Ava drove toward the freeway. The eerie silence of the night was only broken up by the occasional explosion as a gas main lit off, or the static crackle of electricity from downed power lines.

Everywhere we passed, we saw evidence of chaos and violence. But we never saw another moving car or living soul besides the twisted forms of mutants that staggered out of houses and businesses in our wake, reminding me of zombies.

“Where do we go?” Ava asked, and I could tell she meant it to be more profound than our immediate situation, but I pointed to the south.

“To the freeway, we need to get out of this city.”

We drove in silence, both lost in our own thoughts and fears as we scanned the night for incoming threats. Instead of running mutants down or going out of our way to shoot and kill them, Ava avoided them the best she could. Only once, when we spotted a large pack that didn’t seem to be fighting with one another, did she turn us around and backtrack rather than chancing barreling through or going around.

The truck was heavier duty than it had first appeared with reinforced bumpers and plating on the insides of the doors. The windows were bulletproof proof too, a fact we learned after several mutants smacked into the windshield hard. But then a limb or torso got stuck in the fender, and I had to hop out and pry it free, leaving us both feeling vulnerable as others closed in. It didn’t take long before we spotted the freeway ahead of us.

“Where are we going?” Ava asked, her voice raw with emotion and sounding hopeless.

“Let’s just get out of town, then we can worry about finding where there might be safe places.” I’d been thinking about this and had the beginning of a plan sketched out in my mind. “If there’s any government left, they’ll set up a safe zone or maybe clear out a city or two. We might be able to learn something on the radio.”

I tried the truck’s radio, but nothing came in on any of the stations. Pulling up my phone, I was worried to see the battery below 30%, but I pulled up the map app and zoomed out to show the surrounding area. As Ava pulled up onto the freeway, I found the location I’d been searching for.

“Let’s head south on the freeway until we get to Highway 145, and then we’ll go east into the woods.”

“What about Madge?” Ava asked suddenly as we pulled onto the wide freeway. “CT, we can’t just leave her.”

It had been after rush hour when the bombs landed and thankfully the freeway was clear of heavy traffic, but there were still plenty of cars blocking our path. The shoulder was wide, though, and Ava stayed on the right side, gunning it when shapes began moving toward us through the cars. Ava looked over at me, her eyes pleading, and I nodded in agreement, already zooming in on the map.

“Please, honey,” she pleaded, surprising me with how much she looked to me to lead.

“We have to take the Lincoln exit,” I said, unable to suppress a grin when she flashed me a grateful smile, “then circle around the country club in the hills. We want to avoid all the subdivisions and houses where there will be the most of those things.”












Chapter 7











I
 looked over at my stepmom and felt more than a touch of worry and protectiveness for the gorgeous woman who’d raised me. My mind was still trying to process the unreality of everything that was happening, and it felt like I was coming down with a fever rapidly. Staring out the window, the shotgun I’d taken from Darnel resting on the frame, I tried to ignore the feverish heat at the back of my throat.

On top of the growing sickness, the scents that seemed to come in waves of growing intensity were plaguing me. One moment I’d be smelling the same things I always had, the next my brain would become inundated with so much information it should have been overwhelmed. I could smell everything, from the different materials in the cushions I sat on to the sweat drying on Ava’s upper lip.

Even her emotions registered. The awareness of them as easy to understand as breathing, until that awareness faded and I realized her anxiety was balanced against her love and determination, but fear, strangely, was almost nonexistent. Then the awesome awareness returned, so did the sickness, strengthening each time. I knew something was wrong with me, and I thought about turning the shotgun on myself before I turned into one of the mutants.

“Get ready,” Ava said as we approached Lincoln Avenue, her hands tightening on the steering wheel. “Thank you for agreeing to this. I love you, CT.”

“I love you too,” I said, matching her tight smile before I put my attention back to the road as she turned onto the off-ramp.

Almost immediately, we were confronted by a pair of mutants that had been making their way down the off-ramp. Two slugs from the shotgun threw them off their feet, tearing one nearly in half. Then we were on street level.

A smokey haze filled this half of the city, and alarms rang from multiple businesses. Ava was forced to detour around a large fire that blocked the road, and when we drove down the narrow residential street, the darkness closed in and our visibility decreased even more.

“NNGGHHAAA!!!”

A mutant smacked against the side of the truck, and I had to crane my neck to see where it clung to the tailgate, clawlike fingers dragging up. Leaning out the window, I sighted and blew the monster’s head off.

“CT!”

Mom’s shouted warning was all that saved me as hands reached out from between two cars, snatching at me but missing by inches. The mutant smashed itself against the side of the truck and then it was bedlam and chaos as a half dozen more swarmed us.

“Punch it!” I ordered, my tone firm and sharp with command.

Ava didn’t hesitate, punching the gas pedal as I started methodically blowing hands and limbs off the snarling, gnashing people crawling their way up toward the cab.

“I’m turning down this alley, hold on!”

Ava cut the wheel hard to the right, and I had to grip the door to keep from flying into her side, as the back wheels slid out. Then we were barreling down an alleyway between concrete walls barely wide enough to fit the truck. The action was brilliant, mutants being torn from where they clung to the sides of the truck.

It was simple work to pick off the last three, including one that had clawed all the way up into the bed of the truck. I winced when it sprayed blood and gore all over the tarps and packed gear, but thankfully the monster tumbled away as we turned back onto the main road.

“Let’s keep away from residential streets, if we can,” I said, heart hammering in my chest and a thrill coursing through my limbs that I tried to ignore.

“You can say that again,” Ava said, her teeth rattling and face almost green with fear.

“Let’s keep away from residential streets, if we can,” I said, turning and offering her a wide grin.

“CT…” Ava said, a shocked laugh torn from her that she tried to suppress.

“The world’s come to an end,” I said, staring out at the destruction of the city, “and we might die any minute. I can’t think of any time when humor would be more useful.”

“You’re crazy,” she said with a shake of her head, but I noticed her complexion looked healthier and she breathed easier.

The city thinned out as we headed into the hills. The road we were on wound around the back of the country club and came in from the east side. We drove in silence down the dark winding road, and I began to make plans for what we would do if we managed to save Madge.

Pulling out my phone, I took screenshots of the map. Zooming in and screen capturing areas to the south and east where we would most likely need to escape. We were lucky, for our city was on the southern edge of the Portland sprawl, and if we’d been near the center, I couldn’t imagine the horror of trying to escape.

Ava was silent and thoughtful, but the closer we neared to Madge’s, the more my sickness returned and with a vengeance. My stomach twisted with nausea and my skin broke out in cold sweats, but I forced the sickness down as we turned into our old neighborhood.

It’s hard not to feel nostalgic whenever we return to the hills, so I rarely do. The sight that confronted us now was shocking. Every other house seemed to be on fire and several bodies littered the roads, limbs and guts strewn around, evidence of some great melee.

I noticed the sickness receding as it had when we’d been forced to fight for our lives in the residential neighborhood. As my heartbeat increased and the sense of danger pressed in, the scent came alive to me once again, and I registered Ava’s terror and determination. There was another scent, smooth and heated, threaded throughout that tempered as we wound our way through the wealthy neighborhood.


Why is she so turned on?
 I thought to myself, having to force my head straight to keep from staring at her. My own desire awoke, and I felt a wave of discomfort at being mildly excited while fear flooded most of my senses.

“Try calling her,” Ava said.

“I can’t get through,” I said with a frown after attempting to dial Madge’s number. “Slow down… we’re getting close. The engine seems to alert them so let’s hike in the last bit.”

I scented a spike in Ava’s fear, but also in her determination, and she nodded silently. Glancing at her, I couldn’t help feeling a wave of love and pride at how well she was doing with all this. Soot stained, wearing torn, baggy nightclothes stained with grime and blood, and hair a bedraggled mess, she’d never looked more gorgeous to me.

Tearing my eyes away from her, I shoved the last of the slugs into the shotgun and double-checked the pistol’s safety before stuffing it into my waistband. Ava put the truck in park and turned it off. We sat for a long minute in silence, waiting for a scream or yell, any warning of incoming mutants. When we heard nothing, we breathed out twin sighs of relief and hopped out of the cab, running on quick, silent feet toward Madge’s large house.

Ava started running up the sidewalk, but I grabbed her elbow and she followed me between two large houses. The houses in this neighborhood butted up against the back nine of the course and didn’t have fences between most. Cutting through, I led her out onto the course and around a bunker, so we came up on Madge’s from the rear.

“Wait here and let me clear the house,” I said, motioning her down behind the small hump of close-cropped grass. “I’ll signal out the window—”

“No,” Ava said, shaking her head firmly, face set. “I’m not leaving your side again, CT. Not again.”

“Okay,” I said, reaching out and gripping her shoulder.

I felt her tremble beneath my touch, and frustratingly, the scent of her faded right at that moment. Feeling free of sickness somewhat, I gripped the shotgun and whispered a silent prayer to whoever might be watching and dashed across the roughs and into Madge’s backyard.
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C
 ircling the pool, I motioned for Ava to hang back as I tested the sliding glass door. It was unlocked, and I slid it open. Once the door’s seal broke, a grumbling, chattering noise reached us, and I moved into the darkness with slow steady steps.

My heart began pounding and my vision narrowed as fear flooded me, stiffening my limbs and making me suddenly clumsy.

Madge’s mansion was similar in floor plan to our old house, and I moved through it with familiarity. The living room was empty and free of signs of struggle. But then I saw the kitchen and entryway. Someone or something had broken through the doors, leaving them a splintered wreck. The kitchen had been ransacked, and when I stepped close, my foot fell on something that crunched loudly and I flinched.

Holding my breath, I stayed there for a long second before finally sighing in relief.

The sickness came back with a rush as I sensed a presence moving in the pantry. The world slowed around me as I swung the tip of the shotgun over, barely in time to level it on the mutant that had sprung from the small alcove, claws extended and teeth snapping.

“NEYAAA—”

BLAM!

It flew backward into the dark space, having closed to within two feet of tearing my head off. The juices flooded me, and I breathed in a slow, smooth breath through my nose, awareness rushing in.

“How did you…?”

My stepmom’s voice trailed off as I rushed down the short hallway and down the steps just as deep, guttural screams of rage erupted from below.

Even my new awareness couldn’t have predicted what I’d find below. Standing in shock at the top of Madge’s basement steps, I gazed down at a sea of some two dozen mutants all packed into the space and rushing toward me with enraged expressions.

I recognized faces in that crowd, shockingly. Men I’d grown up around, neighbors who lived all up and down the course. I didn’t have time to wonder what they were all doing here as I dropped to my knee and started firing as fast as I could.

Three quick slugs took the kneecaps out of the front row and their bodies tumbled into the legs of those pressing in behind them. Raising the muzzle, I sighted on Mr. Langford, who owned a chain of Big-O Tires in town—or had.

BLAM!

Shifting, I sighted on Mr. Henry next, an old friend of my dad’s and a genuinely nice man.

BLAM!

Shoving the corpse aside, lips peeled back in a rictus snarl, was old man Wagner from the end of the block. The kids had all whispered he was an old Nazi, and from the way he treated his help, I didn’t doubt it.

BLAM!

The whole crowd was all men, and men who’d been alpha types before changing into deranged monsters. When one edged in too close, Ava fired off a round from her pistol behind me, and the warmth and weight of her against my back filled me with added purpose. The shotgun ran out of slugs, and I dropped it on the stairs, drawing the pistol.

My heart was hammering in my chest and my ears were ringing from the sound ricocheting around the concrete basement, but I felt more alive than I ever had. Every sense was on fire, time slowing to a crawl as I sighted the pistol and fired round after round, watching heads snap back and bodies drop. Bracing my hand on the butt of the gun with my other hand, I kept up a steady rate of fire without jamming the gun and breathed a sigh of relief as the last corpse fell.

Quickly releasing the magazine and fitting another full one in, I scanned the basement for more threats but didn’t see any.

I motioned for Ava to wait at the top of the basement stairs, and she nodded, eyes wide and face green as she took in the piled corpses. The sudden silence was eerie and the ringing in my ears faded slowly as I picked my way down the steps carefully.

A muffled shout sounded from behind a set of overturned wine racks, and I made out the sound of words, muffled but distinct.

“Madge is down here,” I shouted up.

After checking to make sure none of the bodies were still moving, I waved Ava down. Then I picked my way across the floor. It looked like the wine racks had stood in front of the steel door, and the mutants had thrown them aside in their desire to break through.

The ground was littered with broken glass and puddles of wine, so I picked my way through it carefully as Ava reached me.

“Madge!” Ava shouted.

A single light lit the basement, and I blocked it as I moved over to inspect the door. Pulling out my phone, I turned on the light and saw a rectangle of thick steel before me with a spinning handle like that of a bank vault. There was a keypad on the door that looked archaic, like they had installed it in the 1990s or something.

“Ava?” came the muffled reply from inside. “You came! Oh, thank God!”

The voice trailed off into tears, and I pounded on the door.

“What’s the combination?” Ava called. “It’s all clear out here!”

“But the gas,” I said, “let me try to find her a mask.”

“It will be okay,” Ava said hurriedly, gripping my arm as I went to move away. “There’s no time for that now… We both know how you can help her.”

“You can’t be serious…”

My voice trailed off as I stared down into my stepmother’s pale blue eyes and my heart began to beat faster. Her scent was flush with excitement, and that smooth, warm smell woven throughout had only grown stronger as she stared up at me. Shockingly, I watched her large, inverted nipples hardening against her thin nightshirt, the inverted shapes crinkling and pressing out against the fabric. She watched my eyes and a tremulous smile hesitantly grew on her lips.

As Madge shouted out a series of numbers, Ava punched them into the door, her eyes never leaving mine, her breath growing more rapid and deeper even as mine did. There was one second where her excitement peaked and I saw her register shock at her own actions, then the heavy door swung inward, and we both turned to stare at the gorgeous actress, kneeling and weeping into her hands.

“I thought I was dead…” Madge said. I tried not to take her in from head to toe but found it impossible once the scent of her filled my head. She wore an old pair of leggings and a paint-stained shirt, and her shoulders shook with emotion. But it was the same gorgeous woman I’d spent years fantasizing about. “When the first man rushed in here, screaming like a crazy person, I locked myself in, but the safe room hasn’t been stocked since my husband died, and then they all rushed in and I didn’t know what to do. I called everyone, but no one answered, then I got through to CT and… Nggh… oh God… the hunger… the neeeeed… NGHH!”

“Quick, CT, she needs it,” Ava’s voice was tight with emotion as she moved against my side.

The change in Madge was almost immediate. Her rambling words cut off, and her eyes bulged, veins standing out on her neck and arms as she flexed her muscles. Like a drug addict coming down off her stuff, she clenched her teeth, nostrils flaring. The woman’s pale green eyes were wild, like she couldn’t see Ava and me standing right in front of her.

“Hurry up,” my stepmom said. “If this doesn’t work…”

Ava faded from my awareness as I gazed down at the wild-eyed woman. She was gorgeous, to be sure, but nothing about the situation should have been a turn on. Not with death piled up behind me and a woman turning into a twisted monster before me. But logic didn’t find a foothold in my mind, only the need to claim this woman before she turned and was lost to madness.

My cock was in hand a moment later, and I heard Ava hiss in pleasure when she saw it rise to its new mammoth proportions. The blood pounded in my ears, and all I could think about was taking this woman and claiming her as mine, but something held me back. Perhaps it was the feral look in her eyes and the snapping teeth that looked like they might chomp my dick off given the chance.

“NGHYYAAaaahhhnnn…”

Madge’s eyes grew wide and wet, her lips puffing up and out as if she wanted to kiss the air, as a fat clear bead of pre-cum oozed from the tip of my cock, filling the small safe room with a manly musk.


“There it issss!”
 The hissed voice was Ava’s, and I saw her out of the corner of my eye slump down against the wall, one hand slipping into the waistband of her night pants, but the movements barely registered.

Madge’s large nipples hardened against her sports bra and tight top, and the image of her topless in the movie flashed through my mind. My head filled with the scent of her once again, not just her womanhood which overflowed, but the complex knot of emotions that made up her heart and soul.

Savoring the woman’s interior and exterior beauty, I grunted in pleasure, balls tightening as my orgasm swept through. Thick lines of pearlescent cum arced out and landed across Madge’s upturned face and neck. Again and again, my cock spewed forth, the load coating the woman’s face and plastering her shirt to her chest.

“Oh God… ohhh God!”

Madge fell back, eyes rolling into her skull in ecstasy. But I was falling as well. The fever rushed back with a vengeance, my vision swimming as a cold sweat broke out all over me again.

“CT? CT!” Mom’s shout of worry was distant and dim, but I clung to the sound, using it like a lifeline to pull myself back into some semblance of consciousness.

I found her supporting me, the heavy steel door pressed against my other side as she shouted at Madge.

“Madge, CT is sick or hurt… help me!”

The woman stood on a shaky leg, her expression still groggy and shocked, face coated in a comical amount of cum. Wiping one eye clear, she stepped over to help, and I struggled to apologize for not being able to stand on my own. For some reason that was very important to my addled mind, but darkness stole me under a moment later, and I saw Madge lurch forward, grabbing at me.












Chapter 9











A
 hard bounce shook me from dark, haunted dreams, and my mind struggled to make sense of everything crashing against my senses.

Bright green light shone in my face, and my back was wrenched in an awkward position. Something soft and warm rested against the top and back of my head, and an earthy, womanly aroma filled my nostrils with every breath.

“You should have seen him, Madge.” My stepmom’s warm voice came from directly above me, and I felt her gentle hand stroke the hair back from my face. As she leaned forward, the softness of her large breasts pressed against my head, and I almost swooned when I felt a hard nipple press against my scalp.

The desire swelling up within me made the sickness ramp back up with a vengeance, and I groaned as aches wracked my limbs. I missed the exchange between the pair, but Ava’s arms held me close to her as I shook with fever.

“Don’t worry, Ava,” Madge said, and I took a measure of comfort from the calm confidence in her tone. “When Danny got the Catalyst, he suffered a similar sickness. Tell me again what happened with you and he when you… It might give us clues as to what type of Alpha he is.”

“I still can’t believe it… my CT… my sweet, beautiful CT is an Alpha like Daniel…”

“We can’t know for certain yet,” Madge said, her voice fading as my grip on consciousness slipped. “Plus if he is, there were three different variants, and who knows what that gas was…”

Unable to hold on to awareness anymore, I fell back into dark green dreams of thick jungle and a mélange of forest scents. My head filled with the scent of my prey, a musky, womanly aroma that I stalked with a focus I’d rarely known. The creature would become part of my pride… I hungered to feel her bent over beneath me, growling in pleasure as I bred her… Dreams of rushing through forests, on the hunt with my pride… Hot blood filling my mouth and the sweet sensation of flesh tearing beneath my fangs.

Sudden silence pulled me from the dreams, and I shivered, wracked with fever still. Hands pulled me, and I stumbled along, the scent of nature and the forest filling my lungs, renewing my spirit. Then we were inside a small room, the musty aroma telling me it hadn’t seen fresh air or sunlight in years.

I fell onto a small couch, curling in on myself as my stepmom moved about me, pulling a blanket over and tucking it in around. Consciousness slipped once more as she smiled down at me with a beatific grin, her scent filled with all-consuming love as she pushed the hair from my face with gentle fingers.

“Rest my hero,” she whispered. “We’re safe because of you… sleep and dream of the new world you’ll make for us.”

Her strange words set me on another journey through dark and wild dreams, but rest came at some point. When my eyes opened next, it was to look upon a world gone mad with fresh eyes and senses.

The first thing I noticed as I opened my eyes was the absence of civilization, both smells and sounds. Nature filled my lungs and ears with a cacophony of sounds and smells. The scent of ponderosa pine and Douglas fir dominated, but a hundred different varietals of undergrowth and lichen greeted me, as well as the musky aroma of mulch from downed trees and decaying things.

Memory flooded back, and I sat up, looking around fearfully and sighing in relief once I spotted Ava and Madge, laid out on an inflatable mattress beneath a thick comforter. They were both dead asleep, and I could make out that they’d cleaned up at some point in the dim, early morning light.

The sun wasn’t up yet, but through the large picture windows, I could see that the horizon was aglow. Rising slowly and stretching stiff limbs, I glanced around the small, one-room cabin. There was a picture hanging on one wall of Madge and her deceased husband. They were in their early twenties and standing in thick snow just outside the cabin, wearing skis and smiling for the camera.

There was a small kitchenette in one corner, and a washer and dryer unit tucked into a closet, but other than that the place was barebones. Feeling a pinch and unable to locate a bathroom, I slipped outside and nearly gasped at the gorgeous vista stretching out before me.

A single, snowcapped peak rose to my left, its smooth slopes reaching down into the thick forest below us. Mount Hood dominates the Portland area skyline, and I could recognize its slope from anywhere, even up on it, but I’d never thought to see the forest below from such a place.

The cabin sat at the top of a narrow gravel road that wound its way down the mountain’s side to a ski resort. A couple other cabins dotted the way down, but there were no cars or any signs of other people or mutants, thank God.

Instead, I was met with the abundance of nature and it woke within me a primal side. A side of myself I’d always known was there but had been too scared to bring out or explore.

I still wore the torn and bedraggled clothes from the night before, so I poked my head in the cab of the truck and found my backpack. Pulling out a set of clothes, I pulled on boxers and Levi’s. It felt good to be in clean clothes again, but I eschewed the shirt for now, enjoying the cold wind caressing my torso.
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I
 stayed outside as the sun rose, drinking in the gorgeous vista from Madge’s cabin and letting the stimuli of nature sink in as I took deep breaths. A sound from within alerted me to one of the women waking, and when I turned back to the cabin’s entrance, I found Madge sitting up, holding the blanket across her T-shirt-covered chest.

The woman blushed when she saw me standing in the doorway, highlighted by the newly risen sun. My lean torso and fledgling muscles gleamed in the golden light. I caught a whiff of her scent and felt my lips curl into a hungry smile at what I found.

Madge smelled of awe, and more than a little shock, but overriding both of those emotions was the citrus scent of desire and the solid warmth of deep affection. Silently she rose, slipping free of the blanket, no longer shy about her bra-less breasts swinging freely in her loose shirt. Her slender, naked legs flashed in the light as she approached me, her eyes locked upon mine.

“How do you feel, CT? Are you… smelling new things? Do you feel… out of control?”

As she asked that last question, she gripped the bottom of her long T-shirt and raised it slightly, giving me a peek of pale pink panties. My heart thudded in my chest, and the blood rushed through my ears as the beast within me stirred, but I easily held myself back from the desire to take her like a beast right then and there.

“I feel… wonderful,” I said. “Not out of control or… wild… but I do scent new things or maybe it’s just that I finally understand what I always smelled? I’m not sure.”

“Thank heavens…” Madge breathed. “You’re not one of the Betas. That could have been bad.”

“You spoke of your husband… Danny, and of… Alphas?” Madge nodded, and I could see the need to speak filling her. “Tell me everything.”

She glanced at my sleeping stepmom and motioned outside to the porch where we sat on the wooden edge, our feet resting on the slope. When she spoke it was in a rush, as if she’d been preparing what to reveal.

“There’s a lot I don’t know.” It was odd having a woman a decade and a half my senior taking my orders so easily, especially since I didn’t feel wholly comfortable around her yet. “But Danny told me what he could. For the last century, a secret group has been behind most of the world’s greatest advances. In science, technology, the arts, media, politics… their influence is incalculable. At first, these individuals only existed in America, but the Enkyos Serum eventually got into the hands of other countries.

“Danny told me enough to know it was a major scandal when Alphas started popping up all over the world. Well, the chaos and conflict, polarization and rise of extremist violence around the world was a result of that poor implementation, Danny always said. And since then, the writing has been on the wall. The Balphas are too violent and clannish. They’ve weaponized a brand of nationalism that made all this.”—she waved her hand back at the city in the far distance—“inevitable. War was inevitable, but Danny never imagined they’d use the Catalyst against us as a weapon.”

I sat in silence for a few seconds, digesting what she’d said and fitting it in with what I knew of the world as it had been.

“Balphas?” I asked. “That’s a dumb name. What about the others?”

“That’s what Danny called them,” Madge said with a faint blush and a shrug. “He didn’t have much respect for them. There are few in America, or so I gathered. It’s rare a man has the genetic markers to catalyze the serum fully. Danny said they tested over a million men before they found him.”

She looked off into the distance with a wistful expression, and I could sense the rush of loss and love she felt for her deceased husband. But the sadness had been softened by time, and she turned back to me with a warm smile, a heat growing there as she stared into my eyes, continuing.

“Alpha is what they called Daniel and the others like him. I only met two of them, and they were both… impressive men. Just like my Danny.” The pride in her was fierce as she went on. “But he told me once of another… breed. He didn’t like talking about Tom… I think he was jealous of the man.” Her eyes twinkled with amusement, and she reached out and ran a long painted nail down my arm, sending a shiver up my spine.

“There have only been two Prime Alphas. The first, Danny said, would be over a hundred and fifty years old now. And the last was Tom Redding.”

“The Chief Justice of the Supreme Court, Tom Redding?” I asked with a half laugh.

“Yes.”

She said it so simply, expression so frank, that I knew she couldn’t be lying or acting.

“And these mutants?” I asked. “Are they part of this too?”

“Danny never mentioned anything like them to me,” Madge said with a shake of her head, the fear awakening in her at the horrific memories. “CT, this is more important than those monsters.”

Her hand had trailed down my arm and now gripped mine, drawing it into her other hand to clasp it warmly between them.

“Madge, there is a zombie apocalypse reigning in the world,” I said wryly. “I think that’s the most important thing right now. Staying alive and keeping clear of them.”

“I didn’t say it wasn’t important at all, just that this is more
 important.” Her scent grew heavy with arousal, and I shifted uncomfortably, but she drew my hand closer to her heart. “CT, we have to think about humanity now. About binding ourselves into a tribe, into a… pride.”

“We need to worry about staying alive,” I said, pushing down my own desires. It was easy to lose control in the dark of night, and easier to push those memories to the back of my mind. “I’m going to check on what those rednecks packed in the truck.”

“CT, listen to her.” Ava’s voice brought me up short when I stood and turned, taking in her stunning body from naked toes, up toned legs, to her hourglass figure, and felt that ache inside turn painful. Shoving it down, I felt myself grow stubborn as Ava went on.

“Last night was a shock, in more ways than one. I still don’t know what to think about everything.” Her pale cheeks darkened to a deep shade of red, and she tripped over her words before going on in a rush. “You know that… with those mutant-thingies. But everything’s gone now. Our home, our things, our jobs… everything, but each other.”

“Before anything else, I’m going to make sure we have food, water, a first aid kit, and anything else essential to staying alive. Then we’re going to sit down and make a plan about what to do next, all of us together. After that…” My eyes skipped between the two of them and a low growl issued from the back of my throat as I mastered my desire.

Ava and Madge shivered, the former actress’s nipples hardening against her long shirt. The moment hung between us, pregnant with meaning, then I groaned and gripped my stomach as it gave a loud rumble.

“After that, we eat. I’m starving.”

“Yes, you would be,” Madge said, her eyes sharp, weighing this new me against the old if I judged her correctly. Her scent smelled satisfied, while my stepmom’s smelled conflicted.
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P
 ushing them out of my head the best I could, I walked over to the truck and began unlacing the cords holding the tarp in place. Beneath, I found more of what I had the night before when I peeked under it. Neatly arranged pallets of dry goods in weatherproof sealants and canned goods packaged in thick cardboard boxes to keep them from digging into the plastic containers of water and fuel.

I found a kit near one of the fuel reserves with a funnel and tube that I figured was for siphoning the diesel out. Flicking the key over, I saw the gauge was below half and pulled the kit out. Choking on the mouthful of rancid liquid I took into my mouth as I sucked on the hose, I had it filled up in less than five minutes.

Darnel and his father might have been honorless and ready to commit the vilest of acts, but I had to hand it to them when it came to preparing for an apocalypse. They had all the essentials we might need for several months alone in the wilderness, including many things for growing food and starting a homestead.

There was a whole ice chest filled with seeds and cuttings from various fruit trees and grain crops. Enough to plant an entire farm for several seasons. I didn’t see what use we would have of such things, my appetite only craving meat and proteins, but it wouldn’t hurt to bring them with us if we decided to leave.

Ammunition was in short supply, but only because of the variety of weapons stashed in a steel footlocker. I found a half dozen pistols, long rifles, two more shotguns, and one lovingly cared for automatic rifle. I don’t know much about guns, but it looked like what a soldier carried, complete with a half dozen doodads and gizmos attached to rails.

I set the rifle and its soft case aside for later and took out a leather holster for the pistol I carried, strapping it about my shoulders and back so the gun sat along my side, leaving my arm free to swing. Pulling out a pair of smaller guns for Ava and Madge, I took out several boxes of ammo for everything. Three cans of chili, a package of bacon, and three cans of fruit cocktail would have to see us through the afternoon. Then I packed the truck back up, just in case we had to leave in a hurry.

We would need to leave eventually, I decided, after hiking around the cabin and down into the surrounding hills for an hour. Other than dried creeks that had once run with snowmelt, there was no fresh water within easy walking distance of the cabin. I hadn’t seen running water in the kitchenette, just a reservoir and pump near the faucet, and we’d need to be in a place with ready access to water.

It wasn’t only the search for water that drew me into the woods, but also the new sights, sounds, and smells that inundated me. I felt more alive than ever before in my life. My awareness extended beyond my sight with sound and smell.

I could practically feel the small rodents and mammals scurrying away as I loped down narrow game trails. When I ran into the wind, I had fun startling the chipmunks and squirrels and hearing their little squeals of fright as I raced by. When they spotted me coming and hid in the underbrush, as opposed to scurrying up a tree, I sometimes stopped to sniff them out, feeling a savage thrill as they dashed away, trailing rancid fear in their wake.

The little vermin didn’t appreciate me, but if it came down to it, I felt confident I could hunt with either the pistol in my holster or a rifle from the truck’s stash and keep us fed on meat. But something warned me that wouldn’t be enough for a long winter this far north, we would need fat and lots of it if we didn’t have a warm den.

Returning to the cabin, I scented bacon on the wind and found my feet racing beneath me. I pulled up short when I spotted Madge and Ava standing on the side of the cabin, erecting a large bag on a steep rack set into the cabin’s frame. Neither had bothered to put on bras, though they wore tight workout pants of the same color and cut that must have come from Madge’s closet.

As they wrestled the large bladder into place, small bits of water splashed out of the spigot, plastering their white shirts against their chests, backs, and torsos. My mouth went dry as I approached, seeing a fantasy playing out before me from many teenage nights.

“You just going to stand there slack-jawed and staring?” Ava asked with an exasperated sigh. “Or you going to come help your old ma out?”

“We’re putting this up for you, you know, CT,” Madge said, grunting as she tried to hook a steel loop over a hook on the frame.

I couldn’t help but grin as I strode over, in no hurry to end the sight of their wet, sweaty bodies slipping against one another.

“CT!”

Ava couldn’t help but laugh as her feet nearly slipped, but I stepped up to catch her and the large bladder. The heavy and awkward thick plastic bag weighed more than I should have been able to carry alone, but I shouldered the thing up easily and looped the steel eyelets over the hooks.

“There,” I said, “that wasn’t so hard.”

“For you maybe,” Madge said, poking me in the arm, “but not all of us are perfect physical specimens.”

“Don’t give CT any ideas,” Ava said with a laugh as we headed in, causing me to frown at her. “Wasn’t that late-night SkiniMax movie you were in about an alien with a perfect body who seduced men then ate them?”

“Oh God, don’t remind me about that job. The Breeding Imperative
 was a massive flop. It actually came out in theaters first. Not that anyone saw it.”

“I loved that movie,” I said, a touch defensively, my cheeks heating when both women looked at me with knowing grins.

“You did?” Madge asked, her eyes dancing with amusement, a knowing smile tugging at her pale pink lips. “Tell me… what was your favorite scene?”

We were pulling plates down from the small cupboard, and she leaned forward, giving me a delightful glimpse down the V-neck of her loose shirt. The wet materials still clung to her phenomenal breasts, and I tried hard not to stare with my stepmom standing right there, not wanting to be a complete ass.

“Madge, leave him alone and get silverware, would you?” Ava threw me a wink as Madge moved off, and I felt warmed by her deflection. But the old dynamics of her needing to protect me no longer existed, and I found I didn’t miss them at all. “Have you given any thought to what we’re going to do?” Ava asked me as we took our seats, saving me from the embarrassment of having to admit the truth.

Madge’s high status as an actress had always been intimidating, and now that there was a real possibility of living out my fantasies, I felt more comfortable around her than I could ever remember being.

“I found a powerful radio in the truck and plugged it into the generator,” I said. “I want to see if we can find anyone or anything still broadcasting. It isn’t much, but it’s all we have right now.”

“That’s a good plan,” Ava said with a firm nod. “It gives us something to do so we don’t go crazy cooped up in here.”

“We won’t be able to stay for long,” I warned. “We don’t want to dig into our water reserves too far, and I don’t like how exposed we are on the mountainside. That being said, I want to thank you both for getting us to safety last night and dragging me out of there. If you hadn’t been so brave, I’d be dead right now.”

“It was you who saved us,” Madge said. “Ava told me about your bravery and quick thinking last night, not to mention how you saved me from that terrible fate.” She shivered, pale pink spots blooming in her cheeks as she went on. “I can still feel that anger, rage, and… need filling me. It was unquenchable. Until you… saved me.”

“Would you like more bacon, Madge?” Ava asked brightly, cutting through the growing sexual tension.

“I would, thank you, dear.” Madge’s eyes never left my face as she took the platter of bacon from my stepmom and held out a crispy slice, dangling it before my lips. “How about you, CT? Would you like a tasty treat?”

Opening my mouth, I let her slip it between my lips, the oddly erotic gesture compounding when her fingers grazed my lips. The salt and meat awoke the juices of my mouth, and my hunger rushed back in. Grunting in pleasure, I took the offered platter and filled my plate with food, digging in without waiting to be polite.
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A
 va ate in awkward silence while Madge and I exchanged heated glances. I would have managed my own lusts better, but the room was full of the former actress’s desire, and the beast was awakening within me, hungering to bond with and devour her.

Ava’s scent was more complicated, filled with shame, fear, and desire, but overriding all of it was worry and a deep abiding love. Nature makes its demands of us all, and in my state of hunger and arousal, I was focused on the eager female before me.

Forcing my thoughts away from images of her on TV and movie screens, I drew in deeply of her scent, parsing out pieces of her personality I’d never known. The woman had always been a flirt, charming men and women with the same ease, but I’d never suspected how deep her emotions ran. I sensed with Madge a well of untapped emotions, held in check for years behind a careful mask of her own making. The conservative exterior hid a woman filled with passions and desires that would make most women blush, all tied in the spikey scented knot of her.

“You inhaled that, CT. Do you want me to make more?” Ava was pulling the empty plates off the table, but I barely registered her actions.

“Yes… Ava… go get more… ohhh God, I can feeeeel your desire… this isn’t like Danny… Oh, God!”

A chair scraped across wood, and a dim thought registered that it was mine as the image before me shifted in angle. I rose while Madge fell to her knees, her thick, pink lips trembling. The air was filled with the aroma of a woman in heat, and I trembled for a second, hovering on the edge of not knowing who it was I wanted to claim first. Until a faint breeze marking the door opening took that decision from me as someone fled the aroma of my desire.

My breath caught when Madge’s hair wafted in the wind. Dark at the roots and golden blonde throughout, she had twin strands of white blonde that framed her gorgeous face, the same two strands and face from a screen-cap I’d stolen in my youth.

“Suck it,” I ordered in a rough voice, the words shocking me more than they did Madge.

The woman’s white teeth flashed in a grin of delight, and she shuffled forward. The table was in her way, and I slid it aside, drawing in a deep breath, making sure the surroundings were safe as Madge’s slender fingers slid into the waistband of my jeans. With smooth, unhurried movements, she had the fly undone and had slipped a warm hand within the opening of my pants, eyes widening as it reached deep down along the thickening shaft of my cock.

“I never dreamed to serve another Alpha,” Madge breathed as her fingers drew my thickness forth. “Although I prayed… Prayed you would grow into one, CT.” Her eyes flashed into a grin of pleasure at the disbelief on my face. “Oh yes, I’ve dreamed of you… of oh my… of this beautiful cock for years. Did you think about me, CT? Did you watch my movies and fantasize abou…. Ohhhhh gooodd baby!”

Her words sparked my desire, but I’d had enough words at that point and with a deep growl of need I flexed my cock, a clear bead of pre-cum oozing out the tip. Its scent filled the little cabin, and Madge swooned, her fingers trembling as they flexed around the hardening shaft of my cock.

Eyes locked upon the head and face slack with need, she drew me into her fiery mouth with a whimper of pleasure that was matched by another to my side. My attention was fixated on the gorgeous woman before me though, and I couldn’t afford to take in my stepmom who’d collapsed beside the doorway.

Madge’s hands circled the base, and I gasped in pleasure as she sucked hard on the tip, the tip of her tongue licking clear my pre-cum, causing a happy purr to rumble from her belly. This was my first blowjob, and I’d never experienced such intense and acute pleasure before.

Sucking in a deep breath through my nostrils, I tried to stave off my orgasm as Madge lavished her attention on my cock. Saliva pooled out of her thick lips, coating her fingers as they glided up and down the thick shaft of my cock. She could only fit the head into her small mouth, but she sucked it hard, cheeks hollowing as her tongue darted around the head, teasing places I hadn’t known were points of pleasure.

“Swallow… it!”

“Mhnnn NGHHNNNN!” Madge’s eyes flashed open as the first thick blast of cum struck the back of her throat, but she managed not to cough, swallowing quickly.

Her pupils swelled so wide they drowned out the pale green, and I watched them shiver oddly. Then they rolled back into her skull and Madge fell onto the cabin’s hardwood floor. Her body convulsed in a shocking display of pleasure, tongue lolling out the side and hips thrusting into the air as if she were fucking an imaginary cock.

Her shirt was still plastered to her chest and torso, outlining the large breasts I’d dreamed of for so long, and I fell upon the woman with the hunger of a beast newly awoken to the pleasures of the world. Which I was, in truth.

“Yes, take me! Fuck me, you gorgeous boy!”

Her desperate words cut off as our lips found one another’s, and with a growl of need, I tore her clothing away, flinging the rags aside as I gazed down at the woman’s incredible body. She looked just as I remembered, but if anything, the years had enhanced and ripened her youthful beauty.

There would be time later to taste and tease her as she deserved. Now, the deep connection forming between us called for something more immediate. She felt it too, or her need to be filled with my cock guided her. Either way, the hand pulling at my ass and the fist closing around my cock, pressing the fat head into her wet lips, were desperate.

“YES! Ohhh baby… so… so fucking big! Fuck me, CT, take me, take me, baby, take me, oh baby, Momma’s cumming so fucking hard on this big dick-nnnggnnnnnnhhhh!”

The scent of her filled my head, but it was the incredible pleasure of her tightness wrapped around my cock and the slickness of her pussy that consumed me. One hand gripped her firm, wide ass as I thrust into her with long, hard strokes, the beast within driving me, while the other hand gripped the back of her head as I kissed and tasted her neck.

All awareness of where I was and who might be watching was gone, and all that mattered was this incredible creature beneath me and making sure I claimed her as completely and totally as possible with pleasure before flooding her womb with my seed.

When Madge’s first orgasm hit, the tightness around my cock nearly drove me over the edge, but I managed to hold on as a second, then a third orgasm rolled through her. Nails dug into my back as the wet sounds and guttural groans of our lovemaking echoed down the slope.

Finally, I could hold back no longer and with both hands gripping her ass, I drove in until the head of my cock nestled against her cervix and shot a massive load of cum straight into her womb.

“Ohhhh, ohhhhh it’s so hot… sho… hnnnmmm…”

Panting, I slowly caught my breath and drew my arms out from under the slack form of Madge. Glancing down, I saw the whites of her eyes showing and her pussy still shivered around my cock, the only signs the pleasure coma hadn’t fully taken her.

Lifting myself on shaky arms and legs, I stood and almost fell back over when I took in the sight of my stepmom sitting against the cabin wall, her legs spread and a large wet stain spreading where her hands worked between her legs. Her large blue eyes stared at my cum slick cock, almost in fear as the tension built between us. Seeing her hesitation, but scenting her overwhelming desire, I took one step toward my mom, intent on removing the question from her mind.

RING! RING! RING!

The sound of a loud alarm bell ringing shocked us both.

“ALPHA COMMAND, REPEAT, THIS IS ALPHA COMMAND… THIS MESSAGE IS A RECORDING, BROADCAST TO ANY WHO SURVIVE. COLORADO SANCTUARY IS THE FALLBACK LOCATION, REPEAT, COLORADO SANCTUARY IS THE FALLBACK LOCATION. TO THOSE WHO SURVIVE, ALPHAS REPORT… RECORDING OVER.”

We looked at each other in shock, then the alarm sounded again, making us jump.

RING! RING! RING!

“Colorado?” Madge asked, sitting up with a bleary smile on her face, hair a mess from our sex. “It’s lovely this time of year. You’ll both love it.”

I wanted to snort in laughter at the absurdity of the moment, but Ava got a horrified look on her face when she realized what she had been about to do, what she still wanted to do. I could see and smell the emotions switch over in her as she fled outside. When I went to follow her, Madge grabbed my hand, stopping me.

“Leave her,” she said. “It’s a lot to handle… everything that’s happened… Give Ava some time. She’ll come around; I promise.”

“I should check on her,” I said with a frown. “It’s not safe—”

“She won’t go far.” Madge knelt before me once again, and the heat in her eyes caused my cock to bounce, drawing a grin to her lips. “You and I have some bonding to do. Danny and I never got a chance to conceive before he was taken from me, but I’m going to make sure you and I are perfectly compatible.”

“Oh, really?” I asked, running my fingers through her soft hair and drawing her lips to the side of my cock. “And how will you do that?”

“You already gave me my orders, sir.” Madge’s eyes twinkled with amusement as she planted soft kisses up the side of my cock. “I’m to drink you down… and I plan to make a habit of it, so sit down and get comfortable… because this is going to be the best blowjob you’ve ever had.”

I heard Ava’s sniffles dry up and the dirt shift under her feet as she drew close and knew she would be all right in time. Madge was right, the stress of the past twenty-four hours, on top of what she’d witnessed, had been too much for her. A large part of me wanted to push Madge aside and claim my stepmother as my woman, but could I really do that? Could I become that much of a lecherous pervert?

I already knew the answer as I sat on the armless chair and pulled Madge’s hot mouth back over my cock. Watching the gorgeous actress worshipping my cock, her massive breasts swaying side to side and the scent of her wet sex filling the cabin, I realized this was exactly where I was supposed to be, and in time, all things would come to the patient hunter.

Sighing in pleasure, I let Madge’s thick lips and eager tongue do their work as she sought her reward. Soon we would travel, and I couldn’t say what might be awaiting us in this new world, but one thing was certain, whatever it brought, I’d have my gorgeous stepmom and her best friend at my side.












Chapter 13











I
 t only took Madge a couple of minutes, with her impressive skill, to be rewarded with a mouthful of my cum. Watching her swallowing it down as if it was ambrosia nearly got me hard again, but I was already feeling rude, so I popped up and buttoned my pants.

My head swam, vision narrowing as the blood rushed from my head. My limbs were weak, and I wanted nothing more than to seek out my bed, or rut with Madge for another hour or two. Either sounded blissful, but sounds near the truck drew me outside to find Ava pulling a large map out of the glove box and opening it on the hood.

“Mom, we should—” I started to speak, but she cut me off, talking quickly as she pointed at the map.

“Do you think they could have meant this army base in the mountains? Or maybe this facility above the pass? There are a lot of roads leading toward Colorado, which do you think we should take?”

She pointedly didn’t look over at me, but I didn’t sense anger from her posture or scent, more confusion. Figuring it was best to let her deal with the emotions on her own and content to leave the awkwardness for another time, I looked down at the map and traced a line with my finger south, then east.

“We should try to avoid large settlements, but we’ll want to resupply if we can. One of these small towns along the highway is sure to have an ammo store and somewhere we can fill up on diesel if we need to.”

“That’s smart,” Ava said, nodding. “And the closer we get, we can set up the radio again and see if we can figure out where to go from there.”

“Mom.” I rested a hand on her shoulder and frowned when she flinched, her expression one of pain but her scent that of desire. She opened her mouth to cut me off again, but I overrode her. “This is important. With everything that’s happened, with all these changes… I need to know… that you don’t think I’m a monster or something.”

“Oh, Court, never!” Her expression changed, melting into one of reassurance and love as she stepped close and almost rested her hand on my cheek before pulling it back as if burned. “This has changed all of us, and no, I’d never think any less of you. Especially not for… I’m sure you two will be very happy together.”

She tried to sound happy, but there was a stiffness to her tone and a sharpness to her scent that was quickly smothered by love, making it impossible to discern.

“Since the shower is set up,” I said, “we should take advantage of it before we head out.”

Mom’s expression grew nervous and her scent as well, but I leaned into the truck and pulled out a long rifle.

“You and Madge wash up while it’s still light out. I’ll go see if I can shoot us some meat to help the food stretch.”

“You’re not a hunter,” Ava said with a frown as I headed for the woods.

“True, but I have one bar of connection and 20% battery left. I should be able to learn what I need to from YouTube.”

She opened her mouth to object to the idiocy of my statement, but I was already moving down the slope and into the dense trees. I had to get away from the sight and scent of her. It was driving the beast within me wild, even after it had just sated itself upon Madge.

I’d never been hunting, but I’d learned plenty from friends and reading, or so I’d thought. The actual work of spotting and downing game turned out to be harder than it had seemed, even with how in touch with my surroundings I suddenly was.

Those first few minutes in the woods were a revelation, as sounds and smells opened my mind to a world far richer and deeper than I’d dreamed. I could hear worms crawling in the dirt and the snap of birds’ wings as they darted above. The smells were even more intoxicating, and I spent long minutes just drawing in deep inhalations and experiencing the world more fully than I ever had before.

I had it in my mind that I would drop a deer or elk, giving us weeks’ worth of meat to smoke or freeze, but there was no sign of larger game in the trails down the mountain’s slope. In the end, I posted up beside a tree near a creek and hunkered down beside the rabbit trail. It took three hours before the first rabbit appeared, but once I dropped it with a near shot to the skull, I was able to kill two more in quick succession.

YouTube proved to be the boon I’d hoped it would be, and after sharpening the knife I’d taken to a razor-sharp edge, I carefully removed the fur and innards, quartering the rabbits up and wrapping the furs.

When I returned, I found Ava and Madge laughing together in the cabin, and my shoulders relaxed. I hadn’t realized how tense I was in anticipation of returning and finding a frosty atmosphere or awkwardness between the two women.

“Look, Ava, CT got some rabbits!” Madge had a careful expression, as if she were walking on eggshells around Ava, and I figured not everything was copacetic.

Mom’s eyes found me, and I saw relief and love fill them, but threaded through her scent was a faint whiff of embarrassment, so I pushed aside what I’d been about to say and held up the meat.

“Think you can do something with this?”

“We’ll make a stew,” Ava said, her smile warm and a touch shy as she took the wrapped bundles from me. “Why don’t you go shower. You’re starting to smell rather ripe, young man.”

She turned away when I stepped close, scrunching her nose at my odoriferous nature, and Madge hopped up, taking my arm.

“We set everything up for you out back.” Madge’s hair smelled of berries, which made my stomach rumble in hunger. “Once you’re clean, we’ll fill this belly of yours.”

She grinned up at me, patting my stomach with a warm hand, her eyes gleaming with amusement. When we stepped out back, she whispered quickly in my ear, her words so quiet I barely heard them.


“She’s going to be yours, but she’s nervous and will vacillate. She just needs time to come to terms with this new reality. You can tell our fertility, yes?”
 Her eyes were tense, as though my answer had more meaning than it seemed.

I was about to shake my head. The idea seemed preposterous, but then her scent registered more fully. Madge’s womanhood had a hint of blood in it, and my cock began hardening when I parsed the smell, realizing it meant Madge was ovulating as we spoke. If I hadn’t already made love with her that day, I might have bent her over right there and taken her. The beast within hungered for her viable womb so powerfully.


“You can!”
 she hissed, eyebrows waggling when she saw my expression change. “Danny told me the most powerful Alphas can…”
 She glanced back over her shoulder inside and bit her bottom lip before going on. “Ava wants you. She might not be ready to admit it, but I know her better than she knows herself and I want her in our pride. Be patient and eventually it will be both of our mouths on that gorgeous cock of yours.”
 A shiver ran down my back as her hot breath tickled my neck, then she pulled back and spoke in a normal voice. “
 Here’s the soap. Just put it back in the bag when you’re all done. And don’t take too long out here. I know what young men do in the shower.”

Madge threw me a wink as she stepped back, letting her eyes trail down my torso and biting her bottom lip in delight when I popped the top of my jeans.

“Madelyn, will you help me with the stew?” Ava called, causing Madge to roll her eyes and throw me another wink before she went in to help.

The shower had no pressure, but the warm water was refreshing. Washing off the grime from the past day felt even better, and I took my time soaping off every bit of it. When I finally felt clean and refreshed, I turned off the spigot and found a towel from the cabin and clean clothes resting on the bench beside the cabin’s door.

I took a couple minutes to enjoy the last of the evening’s warmth as it reached around the mountain from the west. There was an odd peacefulness to the world, and it took me a long minute to realize it was the absence of humanity’s sounds. No airplanes passed by overhead or cars and trucks on the distant highway.

The only thing that reached my ears was the hum of nature, wakening to the fledgling night and the quiet laughter and chatter of Madge and Ava as they worked in the small kitchenette. I shouldn’t have found solace and comfort in this unknown world, but I did, standing there on the mountain’s slope.

Pulling out the map again, I used the last of the sun’s light to chart a course east and south to the Colorado range. I wanted to avoid Bend, and any other major settlements, but needed to make sure we hit at least one pit stop along the way to refuel. My guess was that the reserves we carried in the bed of the truck would see us for a thousand miles, but I wanted to make sure we never ran below half full if we could manage it.

The eastern half of Oregon and Idaho would pose a few challenges, but my biggest concern was crossing over the Grand Tetons and then up into the Rockies. Once we got up into those higher elevations, our choices would begin to narrow almost immediately.

Walking around the trunk, I ruminated on the problem as I noted where the bed could take a camper or covering. Hopping into the bed, I began rearranging things, so they lay flat across the entire bed, instead of lumped up on one side. This would help with weight distribution, and once I had it all laid out, I saw it would make a fine bed once we got something to lay on top of the tarp.












Chapter 14











W
 hen I finally headed in, a fire had been built up, giving the room a warm, cheerful glow. Ava and Madge had their own glow going, as they’d managed to scrounge a pair of wine bottles out of a cupboard and were well into the first by the time I stepped in.

“Grab a cup,” Madge said, indicating a plastic cup waiting for me, “and you better hurry before Ava finishes the rest.”

“Oh, hush,” Ava said with a little laugh, swatting her friend. I was relieved to see her in better spirits as I grabbed a cup and poured myself some red wine.

Poking my head over the bubbling stew, I gave it a sniff, stomach rumbling, but I could see the thick chunks of potatoes were still too firm yet.

“It will be another thirty minutes or so till it’s ready,” Ava said, handing me a package of Hawaiian buns. “Here Madge found these. Will they tide you over?”

“The boy needs meat and protein now,” Madge said when I slipped beside her on the small couch. “Isn’t that right?”

“The buns will hold me over,” I said, taking the package gratefully and digging into the sweet, soft rolls.

“I’ve been thinking about that message we heard, and I’m not sure we can put our trust in it completely,” Ava said, settling back in her chair and sipping her wine. From the droop of her eyelids, it was obvious the alcohol was starting to affect her. “Colorado is a big state and a long way away. I don’t know if we should leave the area and everything we know on that message alone.”

“What other options do we have?” I asked. “I don’t like it any more than you, but it’s the only lead we have to go on. We can wait here for a few more days, I guess… see if we learn anything else or see something interesting happening around Portland. PDX is nearby.”

“Drink up, CT. Ava and I aren’t going to be the only ones with a hangover tomorrow.” Ava shot Madge a warning look, obviously wanting to object to her underage son drinking but realizing how ridiculous that would be given our situation. Madge went right on as if she didn’t notice Ava’s glare.

“What do we know so far?” She ticked things off on her long, slender fingers. “One, the world is basically kaput, or at least North America is, and we have to assume Asia, Europe, South America, Africa… So basically, the entire world. Second.”—she held up a second finger—“the bombs that were dropped emitted a gas that… changed everyone into some kind of rabid monsters. Except”—her eyes locked on Ava with a sparkle of amusement as my stepmom buried her face in her cup—“for those of us lucky enough to be imprinted by a newly formed Alpha. Which leads us to one of our biggest questions. Why is CT different from all the other men in the city? Are there others like him, or us, who survived the apocalypse yesterday?”

Silence reigned after she stopped speaking, and I took a big sip of the wine, almost coughing it out as I inhaled the fumes. I’d had a few sips here and there but never a full glass, let alone this cup, which looked like twelve ounces at least. I contemplated what Madge had said as I sipped the wine, enjoying the flavor more and more as a warmth spread out from my belly, relaxing me.

“We have to assume others survived,” I said into the silence. “Have to assume there will be pockets of resistance as well as those who seek advantage in the new world order. I can’t imagine those bombs and that gas reached everywhere.”

“You’re right,” Ava said with a shiver and a big sip of her wine. “We might find the rural areas more chaotic and dangerous than the cities if that’s the case.”

“Good point.” I nodded, then pulled out the map I’d taken from the truck and spread it open on the narrow coffee table, Ava and Madge crowding in close to see what I pointed out. “I was thinking we could head down this highway, and if worse comes to worst, we can head out on these fire roads or pop down to the freeway. I’d like to avoid Boise if we can, but there aren’t a lot of options that I see. Hopefully, we can pick up more reliable maps as we get closer.”

“I have a phone charger,” Ava said, hopping up and running over to her bag. “Let’s keep our batteries full and download offline maps tonight on the little service we have.”

“Another good thought,” Madge said, slipping an arm in mine and pressing herself close to my side. Her cheeks had a rosy glow in the firelight, and a bleary smile was working its way onto her lips. “Why don’t we head to sleep? It’s getting late and I’m exhausted.”

“Oh,” Ava said when she turned and saw Madge clinging to me, her expression falling, “I thought maybe we could stay up planning and maybe play one of the games you have here?”

“What?” Madge asked, her tone sharper than expected. “Like truth or dare? We aren’t schoolgirls anymore, Ava. We need our rest while it’s dark and safe so we can be off at dawn.”

“You’re right,” Ava said, snatching up the remaining bottle of wine. “Leave your phones out and I’ll… hic… plug them in and clean up… I assume you’ll both be taking the mattress?”

“Yes—”

“You’re free to join us whenever you like,” Madge said, in a tone that signaled she didn’t care one way or the other as she stared up into my eyes, long fingers trailing down my cheek. “But CT here is going to need a lot of… support. A young Alpha like him has powerful… needs.”

A deep growl issued from the back of my throat, the heat of the woman pressed to my side combined with the thick scent of desperate desire hanging about the cabin had my heart pounding. The beast within stirred as I picked Madge up, her delighted squawk putting more steel in my cock as it strained against my jeans.

I was dimly aware of my stepmom standing with the phone charger held numbly in one hand, her phone dangling from the other. Jaw hanging open, she watched us with a hungry, almost tortured expression as Madge slipped out of her clothes and drew the large blanket over us. Oddly, as much as the actress's naked beauty trapped my gaze, it was my stepmom’s scent that filled my head. The air reeked of her aroma like she was a beast in heat.

Earlier, I’d been overcome with lust and need and unable to fully appreciate Madge’s sexy body. Now, under cover of darkness and the blankets, and with the alcohol warming my limbs, I took my time, exploring her every sensitive place. All sense of propriety or shame was gone, replaced by a more powerful and immediate motivator than anything else as I sought to give the wonderful pleasures I’d received.

Kissing my way down her slender neck, I gathered first one large breast, then the other to my lips, kissing and suckling the nipples as Madge mewled in pleasure, her fingers running through my hair and caressing my cock. Massaging and sucking hard on one nipple, I slipped my fingers into her wet entrance and teased her slit.

Madge was breathless with desire as I kissed a trail down her smooth stomach and tasted her womanhood. Her sharp cries of pleasure filled the small cabin, as did her moans of joy as her pleasure peaked. Then I was between her legs, driving deep into her tightness. The warmth from earlier, a hazy memory, was suddenly wrapped around my cock again, transporting me into a world of bliss.

“Oh, baby… yes… yes! Fuck me… take me, CT… make me yours!”

Madge’s and my lips kept finding one another’s, our tongues warring as our loins slapped together. The woman was a wildcat, her nails raking my back and her teeth digging into my bottom lip as she swung one leg over, rolling atop me.

Sitting back, the gorgeous actress whipped her thick hair back over one shoulder, hands pressed together on my chest, squeezing her large breasts together. Biting her bottom lip, the woman rode me, drawing my hands up to cup and massage her boobs as she came on my cock for the second time.

I nearly exploded within her as I watched an object of my young fantasies getting off with my dick deep inside her, but Madge wasn’t about to let me go yet. Purring like a cat, she collapsed atop me. Pulling my lips to one large nipple, she hissed in pleasure, her pussy shivering as aftershocks of her great orgasm swept through her.

Gripping her wide ass, I drove up into her with powerful strokes, feeling my balls tighten as the orgasm built and built until finally, with a powerful grunt, I released my seed deep within Madge’s womb. Her shriek of pleasure as shot after shot of cum flooded her echoed off the walls and was the last thing I remembered as she collapsed atop me, the pair of us passing out from exhaustion and overwhelming pleasure.

Dark dreams receded as I swam up from the vision of jungle and forest into a pastel wonderland of pleasure.

Moaning, my eyes blinked open to see that the pitch black of midnight clung to everything. Unable to make anything out in the darkness, I reached down, the world fading as my focus narrowed on the incredible pleasure radiating out from my cock as warm, wet lips slid up and down it, along with strong fingers.

“Madge.” I gasped. “That’s… oh God that feels so good. Don’t stop.”

Madge paused when I spoke, her shoulders and hands tensing, but when I told her not to stop, she moaned and started sucking me even more intensely. I gasped again when her tongue snaked around the head, her motions more sloppy and drunken than I remembered her being, but at that moment I couldn’t care. Her lips formed a tight ring, teasing beneath the head with her fingers, while her tongue teased the tip and swirled around it as if eager to gather every drop of pre-cum the moment it came out.

Reaching under the blankets, I ran my fingers through her hair and blinked in surprise when I found it pulled back in a loose braid like Ava normally wore to bed. Flicking aside the blanket with my other hand, I gasped in shock when I beheld my stepmother’s gorgeous face, twisted with lust, her chin smeared and cheeks hollowed out as she sucked hard on the tip of my cock.

“Mom?” I asked incredulously.

“MHMmm Imm snnghnny, mhmmmHH!”

She tried to speak, but the room filled with the manly scent of my musk and her eyelids fluttered, rolling back as I watched her hips shaking side to side. The scent of her naked pussy reached me and her eyes bulged as my cock thickened.

“NGGHHFFF!!”

“Oh God, Mom… I’m going to… Drink it down… Yes!”

“MMhhmmMM!!”

Ava moved back so just the tip of my cock rested in the tight circle of her lips and she sucked hard, tongue teasing the tip as I shot again and again into her mouth and throat. The beast within me hungered to complete the deed, to forge the connection and stifle the overwhelming scent of her womanhood, but my stepmom fled the cabin, and I was left gasping in the wake of my orgasm and clutching at the blankets.

I considered chasing after her but knew she needed to be alone, and in moments, dreams stole me under. Dreams that had always been fantasies and were now becoming reality.












Chapter 15











I
 woke to the smell of coffee, but a hint of metallic notes in the scent told me it was instant coffee. Rolling clear of the blankets and pulling on my jeans, I wiped the sleep from my eyes and blinked away the last of my tiredness.

“Morning, sleepyhead,” Madge said as she handed me a cup of black coffee. “It’s about ten years old and instant, but it’s all we have. No cream or sugar, unfortunately.”

“This is perfect,” I said, taking the cup and blowing on the steaming liquid. “Thank you.”

“Ava’s getting some things from the truck to cook for breakfast… She’s been oddly silent this morning. Did anything happen last night after I passed out?”

Madge’s eyes sparkled with amusement when she saw the heat in my cheeks, but at that moment my stepmom stepped into the cabin with a bundle of groceries in her arms. She caught my eyes, and her face turned white, like she’d seen a ghost, and she cut her eyes away from me as she hurried over to the kitchenette.

“Nothing that I can remember,” I said, watching Ava’s shoulders relax visibly.

I could smell the woman’s storm of anxiety, shame, and threading through all of it an overwhelming desire that she struggled to keep in check. Madge frowned, but after glancing at Ava and me, got a circumspect expression and shot me a wink before changing the subject, warning me we weren’t done talking about this, but that she’d wait until we were alone.

“I’ve been thinking, it’s going to be cramped in that cab with the three of us practically sitting on top of each other. If we take turns driving, one of us will practically be in one another’s lap.” Ava turned and shot Madge a frown of disapproval, which only brought a laugh from the gorgeous actress who shifted beside me, throwing her arm around my shoulder and causing Ava to turn back quickly.

“I’ve got an idea about that,” I said. “First we need to find a cover for the bed. Something sturdy enough that it can serve as a defense as well as cover to protect our food and supplies from the weather.” Madge nodded in approval as I spoke and even Ava turned and listened with interest. “Second, we need to find a motorcycle. Preferably one that runs on diesel as that’s the same fuel as the truck. And something that can go off-road.”

“That sounds dangerous, CT,” my stepmom said. “Can you shoot a gun from a motorcycle? You’d be so exposed.”

“I know,” I said, nodding. “There are risks, but a bike would be able to scout ahead and go into places where a truck can’t, and they’re light on fuel. That’s a good point about shooting from the back of a bike. I’m not sure how that would work.”

“Maybe a four-wheeler?” Madge asked, helpfully.

“Perhaps,” I said with a frown. “But that isn’t as nimble as a bike would be.”

Bacon sizzled in the pan, and Madge joined Ava in preparing breakfast and sandwiches for the day. While they cooked, we debated the pros and cons of finding a motorcycle and went back over our route for the day. We didn’t make plans to camp in any one particular place, not knowing where we would end up, but I marked off several spots that looked likely to be secure, including several fire roads that ran along ridgelines where there were cell phone relay towers.

By the time we sat down to eat, all the tension between Ava and I had faded, and we were comfortable and relaxed around one another again. It was as if the night before had been a dream. I could still scent her anxiety and shame, but like the desire, it had been crushed under a swelling tide of love and comfort.

I felt a sense of loss as we packed everything out to the truck. It was a tiny cabin, without many of the amenities I’d call the hallmark of civilization, but it had become an oasis in a world gone mad. I’d almost forgotten about mutants and Alphas, almost.

“I wouldn’t bother locking it up,” I said when Madge took out the key from its hideaway spot. “If anyone does come by, might as well let it be a refuge for them too.”

“I guess you’re right,” the beautiful woman said, resting a hand on the cabin's doorframe fondly. “This will probably be the last time I see her. We’ve had some good memories together.”

Patting the wooden frame, she turned back and climbed into the truck beside Mom, who was crushed awkwardly between us on the bench seat. Glancing back to double-check that everything was tied down, I fired up the engine and started down the mountainside. A distant rumble reached my ears, and I looked out toward the city. A short distance off, I spotted a swarm of mutants, almost like a dense blanket, deep rolling forward through the forest, coming from the direction of Portland.


We left right on time
 , I thought, pushing the pedal down and keeping the observation to myself, not wanting to frighten the women.

Ava flicked on the radio, but every station was static on both AM and FM. When she flicked it off, I started whistling a little tune.

“On the road again…” Mom’s clear soprano rang out, singing along and delighting me. “I just can’t wait to be on the road again!”

“Ava,” Madge said in surprise, “I didn’t know you could sing!”

“I grew up in the church,” Ava said, her cheeks an even deeper shade of red than when she’d first seen me that morning. “I haven’t done it for years… Don’t like to be heard by strangers, but I guess now…”

“Well, we have our entertainment for the trip then,” Madge said, reaching into her backpack between her feet and pulling out a harmonica.

“What the hell is that?” I asked, laughing.

The older beauty flicked her hair back over one shoulder and leaned against the doorframe, putting the harmonica to her lips and breathing through it. My focus had to stay on the narrow, winding road that led down the mountainside, but I almost drove off the track when I first heard Madge play.

“Did you learn that for that musical you did?”

“Yeah,” Madge said with a wide grin. “Actually, I had on my resume that I could play, and that’s why they hired me. Found someone to teach me in three weeks before filming started. Come on, sister, let’s hear you sing something, and I’ll try to keep up.”

“I don’t know…” I didn’t have to smell the embarrassment to know it would be there. I’d known Ava had a beautiful voice for years. Though she never sang around me, I’d caught her singing when she didn’t know I was home. What I hadn’t been prepared for was the scent of unworthiness wrapped around her embarrassment.

“The only living ears who can hear you are loved ones,” I said, “and we’ve got a long drive ahead of us. I’d appreciate a little music.”

I wanted to reach over and rest my hand on her thigh, but her hands were twisted together in her lap and I sensed she wasn’t ready for such familiarity yet. It was enough that our hips, thighs, and shoulders were pressed together.

“Okay, then… let’s see.”

She closed her eyes and composed herself, then began in a high, clear voice that sent my soul soaring with it into heaven.

“Every night in my dreams, I see you, I feeeeel you!”

Madge’s eyes bulged at the daring song choice, and she tried to keep up with her harmonica. The next hour, as we wound our way onto the highway east, I was treated to a mini concert as Ava sang and Madge played, joining in to harmonize now and then.

Their song cut off abruptly in screams of surprise when the first mutant came loping out of a garage across the frontage road and began angling toward us on the highway. It was a simple thing to run the fat man down, careful to make sure he didn’t catch on the under chassis or ruin the alignment as we rolled over him.

“I’d almost begun to forget,” Madge said, her face even whiter than my stepmom’s.

“We aren’t out of the woods yet,” I said, pointing ahead to the bridge spanning a river. “That doesn’t look good at all.”

On the other side of the bridge was a downed semi, its contents spilled across the roadway. It wasn’t blocking the bridge, thank God, but we could clearly see a large group of the creatures milling about behind the truck, near a highway patrol station on the side of the road.

“Madge, you drive. Ava, you post up in the passenger window.” I stopped the truck and grabbed my shotgun and pistols and hopped out of the cab.

“Where are you going?” Ava asked, fear making her throat tight.

“I’ll be up here,” I said, hopping into the bed.












Chapter 16











S
 tanding in the back and leaning against the cab, I could scan the whole perimeter of the truck and keep myself braced. It took a second for the women to slip across one another, and I could smell Madge’s spiked anxiety. Pulling open the small window, I gripped the beautiful woman’s shoulder and offered her a reassuring smile.

“You’re going to do great, Madge. Just keep it steady and no matter what don’t stop. Once we get to the other side of the bridge, try to turn a large circle around the pack there. Keep them on the passenger side so Ava and I have clear shots.”

Madge didn’t respond, but nodded firmly, hands tightening on the steering wheel and tiny beads of sweat breaking out on her upper lip and forehead as nerves and fear set in. I glanced over at my stepmom, and while she offered me a comforting smile, I saw fear in her eyes. Not fear for herself, oddly, but for me.

“I love you, CT,” she breathed, reaching up and gripping my hand before releasing it quickly.

“I love you too,” I said, and then we were moving.

Standing, I drew in a deep breath through my nose and let it out my mouth slowly. Fear only sharpened my senses, and as adrenaline and other battle juices coursed through me, I found myself eager for the coming fight.

Madge screamed in terror when we started across the bridge, and the first mutants spotted us. They were big men, still dressed in their highway patrol uniforms but missing weapons and tool belts. I ordered Madge to punch it when the pair raced toward the bridge, not wanting us to get bottlenecked, and raised my shotgun, dropping both with two slugs to the chest.

Aiming while the truck rattled beneath me was much harder than when on foot, but once again time slowed, and I was able to line up the shotgun’s sights and fire in the moment between heartbeats. My pride faded into worry as near on fifteen more mutants streamed around the downed truck and I was forced to spread my legs and hunker down as Madge cut the wheel hard to the left.

We popped off the road and onto the angled slope beside it in a wide looping turn. I could hear Madge muttering to herself, a dialogue of some kind if I didn’t miss my guess. The woman shocked me with her efficacy at handling the heavy truck on the loose slope, and again when we popped onto the turnout, without fishtailing.

Madge even put the heavy truck into a sort of drift as we circled around. A pistol shot broke me away from admiring Madge’s driving skills as Ava put a bullet into the dirt at the lead mutant’s feet. Raising the shotgun again, I walked the sight back down the line of mutants streaming after us in our wake.

My plan worked better than intended. The faster mutants, those with fully functioning legs, got out front of the line fast making it easy to drop them quickly. After that, it was simple work to pick off the rest as they strung out behind the truck. Most were too stupid to realize we were driving in a circle, but one mutant paused after we’d dropped half of them and cocked its head.

I watched curiously as its haggard face twisted in thought, the effort clearly difficult. After a second of watching our path, it darted on the angled approach to where we were headed, cutting the turn. It was simple enough to blow the mutant’s legs out from under him, then put a slug through its spine, stopping it in place.

The fact that the creature could learn, or think, was troubling, although I couldn’t put my finger on exactly why. They weren’t the mindless beasts they’d first appeared to be, or at least not all of them. We still hadn’t seen many women who’d survived the chaos of that first night, except one or two nearly as large as the surrounding mutants.

When the last gnashing monster fell, I ordered Madge to stop and hopped out of the bed and walked down the line, putting a slug in the heads of any that still moved. Once the grisly business was done, I hopped back in and had her drive up into the sheriff’s parking lot.

“You want one of us to come in with you?” Ava asked as I reloaded my shotgun and pulled a flashlight from my pack.

“No, you stay here. Two sets of eyes on lookout are better than one. If you see anything at all,” I warned, “lay on the horn and I’ll come right out.”

“I don’t like this, CT,” Madge said, her hands twisting on the steering wheel. “Can’t we just drive on?”

“We need more ammo,” I said, “and I might find other useful stuff in here.”

Worrying that if I waited around any longer I might start to have second thoughts, I pushed open one of the glass doors leading into the foyer. The first door I found had a keypad lock, but the power was out in the building so the door pulled open without me having to turn the handle.

A chill passed down my back as the reek of stale sweat, feces, and the iron scent of blood reached me. The smell was almost overwhelming, but the thought of plugging my nostrils was anathema to my being, and I pushed on, ignoring it as best I could. The interior was dark, faint rays of light reaching in from the outer windows and offices, but the inner hallways were pitch black.

Flicking on the flashlight, I began searching the first floor as quickly as I could. It took longer than I would have liked, and I didn’t find anything of note until I reached a cabinet tucked in the back of the building. The cabinet was beside an indoor firing range, and when I yanked open the locked door, I found a dozen boxes of 9mm ammunition.

Running back to a nearby office, I emptied a duffle bag and began filling it with the boxes. I was heading back, my shoulders bowed from the weight of all that metal, when the horn sounded, and I hurried out.

“We were worried sick!” Ava and Madge shouted at the same time.

I was freaking out, looking around for a threat, but they ran forward and threw their arms around me, tears streaming down both of their cheeks as they spoke over one another.

“Don’t ever leave us for that long again!” Madge said while Ava berated me, saying, “Never go off without us like that. I nearly had a heart attack!”

“It’s okay,” I said, trying to reassure both of them and juggle the shotgun, flashlight, and bag all at once. “Hey, calm down… everything’s okay. Why are you both so worked up?”

I didn’t know what to make of their jumbled emotions, having little experience with women, but their fear was palpable and I dropped the bag and flashlight, gripping them close and letting the emotions work their way through them.

“Sorry,” Madge said, wiping a tear off one smooth cheek. “Every second out here was just…”

“Terrifying,” Ava said.

“I’m sure it was,” I said, looking around at the burbling river and bright green trees and blue sky above. The mutant corpses were still scattered all over the road and turnout, but that didn’t seem enough to warrant such a strong reaction. But I kept the thoughts to myself. “Let’s check the garage and see if there’s anything in there. You two can come with me.”

That seemed to relieve both of them greatly, and they kept close to my side as we approached the garage. It was a three-car structure connected to the main station by a covered walkway. The rolling doors were too heavy to open, but a little work with a crowbar got the side door open.

Inside, I found the one thing I’d been hoping to find. Sitting beside a patrol car was a black and white Harley-Davidson motorcycle. I couldn’t help whistling in pleasure when I found the keys sitting in the ignition and a helmet hanging from the handlebars.

“If you’re going to insist on riding that thing,” Ava said with a frown of annoyance at finding the bike here, “then at least wear one of these jackets and a vest.”

“What would the vest protect me from?” I asked as I stepped over to the wall locker and poked through the half dozen or so jackets hanging there.

“We should all take one,” Ava said, pulling out one of the bulletproof vests she’d been gesturing at. “It can’t hurt to have them just in case.”

“Look at these!” Madge spun with a big grin on her face as she flipped a pair of night-vision goggles down over her eyes, then winced and turned away from the door. “Oh shit, that’s bright!”

“Those will be useful,” I said. “Let’s get that duffle bag and grab everything we can.”

In the end, we made off with five sets of night vision goggles, three bulletproof vests, twelve canisters of pepper spray, and four boxes of flash-bang grenades that I’m sure we handled with more caution than was necessary. I found a black leather jacket that fit, and after removing the badge and patches covering it, it didn’t look half bad.

Leveraging the roll-up door was more of a chore than I wanted, but the three of us got it up without much issue and I rolled the bike out into the parking lot feeling giddy with excitement.

“You ever ride a motorcycle before?” Madge asked.

“Dirt bikes when I was a kid,” I said, swinging my leg over it. “Nothing this heavy, or with this many CCs.”

“I still don’t like it,” Ava said.

“Relax, Ava,” Madge said, pulling her over to the truck. “The boy needs a little space, and this way he’ll always be in sight. We can try it out for an afternoon, and if it doesn’t work, force him back into the truck with us.”












Chapter 17











I
 gnoring my stepmom’s continuing frown of disapproval, I inspected the bike. It was more complicated than the dirt bikes I’d ridden at my friend’s farm, but basically the same. There were pegs way out on the front spokes, and I wasn’t sure what they were for, but the clamp on the rear shocks looked like it fit a weapon.

After trying unsuccessfully to fit my gun in it, I spotted two short stockless pump-action shotguns locked behind a bar in the garage. Another two minutes with the crowbar saw the weapons free. I stashed one in the truck along with my own shotgun and stowed the other one on the bike.

We’d spent longer than I’d wanted to in the place, but we were leaving richer than we’d arrived. Madge stayed behind the wheel, and Ava propped her rifle out the passenger window as we pulled back out onto the highway with me leading the way.

As I pulled out of the parking lot, the throb of the engine between my legs felt… right.

When I threw the throttle open and felt the rear tire spin out behind me, I surprised myself with my lack of fear as I took off, in total control of the heavy bike beneath me. As we picked up speed and the highway wound around cliffs and bluffs, I felt like a fish in water, turning around the tight corners.

We couldn’t risk running into a wreck on the highway, so I had to slow down in places, but when we hit a straightaway, I would throw the throttle open and take off at exhilarating speeds. The scenery flew past me, awakening the juices I’d felt in battle.

I could tell Ava didn’t approve, but when I pulled over at a scenic location to have lunch, she only stared at me resting against the bike, my leather jacket thrown over one shoulder, and the objections dried on her lips.

“Why don’t we stop and have a real meal of it?” I offered, pointing to the picnic tables set up at the scenic overlook.

“Sounds perfect.” Ava grinned, then her expression screwed up in confusion and she pointed toward the other side of the parking lot. “What’s that over there?”

I hadn’t noticed from my lower vantage point, but when I walked over, I saw a grizzled scene stretched across the pavement and over to the wooden fencing, where a section had been broken out. The first body I passed had bullet wounds stitched across its chest, ghastly wounds filled with drying blood.

The second was missing a skull, I thought, until I spotted bits of bone and gray brain matter scattered around it in a radius. I wasn’t sure what weapon had nearly disintegrated the dude’s head, but I wanted to get my hands on one.

It only took a moment to see that all the people killed had been tourists. Their large floppy hats and the glossy maps poking out of their pockets gave them away. One was even wearing a shirt that said “Apple Blossom Tours” on it. Seven people were dead, men and women, but it didn’t make sense until I stood at the edge of the steep slope and stared through the broken fence, down at the burned up remains of a short tour bus.

The driver’s door was open, and I could spot tracks through the scree-covered slope heading down into the river canyon. I couldn’t be sure if it was one or multiple sets of tracks leading down, but it looked like just one set. Though why they’d continued to flee when all the mutants up here were dead, I couldn’t say.

“CT, come grab a sandwich quick. I don’t think we should stay.” Ava rested a hand on my shoulder as she peered down at the vehicle and shook her head sadly. “I hope they escaped, whoever they are.”

“Me too,” I said, turning and accepting a plastic-wrapped sandwich from her. “It’s good to know other people survived, though. That answers one question.”

“Do you think it’s another man… like you?” There was a strange hesitancy in her eyes and scent, and the beast within stirred, feeling his claim threatened, and I turned out of her grip on my shoulder sharper than I intended.

“Probably,” I said. “The more I think about it, the more uneasy I become. If these bombs went off everywhere, and the only people who were sane were Alphas… This could become a really screwed up world.”

“You’re worried they’ll try to take us,” Ava breathed as she stepped up behind me, the scent of her heat filling my head and the warmth of her large breasts tantalizing against my back. “Don’t be, CT. I know Madelyn, and she’s head over heels for you, and I…”

“Yes?” I asked, turning and forcing her to stop short or crush her massive bust against my chest. “And what about you?”

“Please…” her words begged, but her eyes and scent were filled with a weakness I’d come to recognize as the need to be claimed. “We can’t… it would be so wrong.”

“Last night.” Her eyes widened, and I felt her stiffen as I stepped closer, the world fading as the beast growled in desire, my hardness pressing against her belly.

“Was a mistake, never to be spoken of. Please, CT, if Madelyn knew…”

“Forget Madge, I only care what you—”

HONK! HONK!

“Mutants coming!”

HONK!

We were already running as the third honk sounded, but not before I caught a brief look of annoyance flash across my stepmom’s beautiful face. Heart singing with joy that it hadn’t been relief or worse, I matched my pace to hers as we ran over the sloping parking lot back to the truck.

I was prepared to fight the moment we got back, but the mutants were more than a half-mile away, down the highway. It looked like a large truck stop had emptied out a good portion of its clientele into a bumbling race up the steep grade to the vista point. The sight was so comical I might have laughed if I hadn’t scented the terror rolling off the beautiful actress.

“I’m sorry! When I saw them I just honked. I didn’t know if they might get to me before you both got back!”

“We need to teach you how to shoot that gun of yours,” I said, opening the driver’s door and motioning Madge to step out.

“What are you doing?” she asked, her throat tightening and the last word coming out as a squeak.

“I’m teaching you how to kill mutants. Don’t worry, I’m not going to throw you in the deep end. Ava will drive and we’ll get in the back.” I turned and hooked a thumb at the grunting monsters whose features we could now make out. The bloody bits hanging from cheekbones and the rictus smiles of some, where lips had been torn or chewed off, had Madge scrambling into the back like a squirrel.

“Okay, let’s go… let’s go!”

Ava threw me a smirk as she holstered her pistol and hopped behind the wheel while I climbed up behind Madge. The woman was an actress and a brilliant one, but she’d never played an action star, although she held her gun with familiarity, which was reassuring.

“I should have thought about this when we were back at the cabin, but trial by fire is better than shooting at bottles anyway.” I had to shout over the roar of the engine, but my smile seemed to give Madge heart as I pressed myself behind her and reached my hands up her arms, positioning them so the pistol was braced in one hand with the palm of the other supporting it.

I couldn’t help the swelling in my crotch as it pressed against her wide ass, but I tried my best to ignore it. Supporting her only slightly, I helped the woman line her first shot up, hands trembling on the gun.

“Control your breathing,” I warned as she began to breathe rapidly, the fear growing as the mutants grew closer. “Steady… Steady… Now when you’ve sighted, pull the trigger in the space between breaths, when your body is the most still.”

“Okay,” Madge said, her face hardening as she squeezed off her first round.

She shut her eyes the moment the gun went off, the round skipping off the pavement a few feet before the monster, and I pushed her arms up a little.

“Try it again. You’re doing great. This time, though, I want you to keep your eyes open when you pull the trigger. Keep it on the target right up till the end.”

“They’re getting too close!”

“Madelyn!” Hearing her name barked at her snapped the woman out of her fear, and she gave a little shiver, pressing her ass against my crotch as she raised the pistol again, face set and determined as she sighted.

Her finger squeezed the trigger, and I was pleased to see the round hit the lead mutant in the leg, causing it to stumble less than thirty meters away. Madge shot me an elated grin, then raised the pistol a bit higher and fired again, then again and again.

Ava started down the highway slowly as Madge fired off round after round from above the cab. She didn’t hit with every round she fired, but she hit more than she missed, I was happy to see. Her confidence grew and so did her accuracy, until the last round left her magazine, and I went to hand her another loaded pistol.

“Can I try the shotgun?” she asked, eyes dancing with excitement, and I laughed, amused to see how quickly she’d changed her tune.

“Here,” I said, swinging it up into her arms. “But take care, it has an awful kick if it’s not seated properly in your shoulder.”

“Show me?”

In that moment, with the screams and gasps of mutants filling the air and the scent of gun smoke hovering about us, I realized why Madelyn Heatherton had made it in Hollywood. When she wanted to, the woman could put more heat and flirtation into a single glance than another woman could fit into a whole conversation.

Unable to gainsay her, I nodded and pressed myself even more firmly against her back as I helped her lift the shotgun into position. Making sure it was in place, I helped her sight in on the nearest mutant and with my fingers over hers squeezed the trigger.

BLAM!

“Oh, wow!” Madge said in excitement when the shotgun blew a fist-sized hole through the lead mutant’s belly. “Again!”

From scared and nervous to laughing and confident in the span of a minute, I could only watch and marvel at Madelyn’s ability to pick things up quickly. I kept close to her, resting my hands on her hips to help hold her in place as she took delight in blasting mutants into piles of wet goo.

“Okay, that’s the last of them.” I laughed. “You can set it down now.”

“But I want to shoot more things! This is fun!”

“You did great, Maddy!” Ava called up from the driver's seat, glancing back through the rear window and holding up a fist in encouragement.

“It’s all thanks to you.” Suddenly the woman spun in my arms, her hair whipping around my face as she pressed her thick lips to mine. “Mhmmm!”

I wasn’t ready for the kiss and nearly dropped the gun as I felt her tongue snake its way into my mouth. The world faded around me for a time as I held this gorgeous woman close, my hands running up and down her sides, cupping her ass and breasts as we made out like school kids.

“Ehem!”

My stepmom’s sharp cough brought me back to myself, and I pulled away from Madge with difficulty. We were back at the top of the hill beside my bike and I hopped down and climbed on as the beautiful actress pulled her hair back and slipped off the bed of the truck. I couldn’t keep my eyes off her, though, as she slipped behind the wheel, taking over for Mom, and grinned when she threw me a wink.

“Find us a place to camp. It’s starting to get dark out, and I could use some… rest.”

“Will do,” I said, starting the bike and popping up the kickstand.

I couldn’t make out my stepmom’s expression as I pulled in front of the truck, leading the way, but I put her out of my mind, intent on finding a safe place for us to bed down for the night. Camping near civilization was out of the question. I didn’t want to run the risk of mutants coming for us in the middle of the night.
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T
 wenty minutes later, I saw a spot way up on a ridgeline. It took an hour to find where the road entered the highway, but I was happy to find it paved most of the way up. The bike wouldn’t make the last half mile up the gravel and dirt, but I parked it and hopped in the back as Madelyn crested the ridgeline and found the place I’d seen.

“The wind’s going to be an issue,” I said, having to yell over the cold wind tearing over the ridgeline, making me grateful I had the leather coat. “But we should be far enough away from civilization and able to see anything approaching if the sky stays clear tonight.”

There were fifty meters of rough lands at the top of the ridgeline before it swept down a windswept slope to thick vegetation below. The hills were broken here, dense with trees and underbrush, and I couldn’t see anything passing through that side easily.

On the slope leading down to the road, there were steep, almost cliff-like embankments covered in chain-link fencing to keep boulders and rocks from tumbling onto the road. The fire road ended at a wide squad cell phone tower.

Ava and Madge were thick as thieves while we set up the large tent and air mattresses. I caught them whispering to one another and shooting me secretive glances at several points, and I might have been concerned but for their scents. Madge smelled of satisfaction and excitement, while my stepmom was a tightly wound ball of hungry need that set the beast within me purring.

“Why don’t you set up your radio?” Ava said, pointing at the cell tower. “There should be power, and we can finish setting up camp and start on some dinner.”

“What are you two cooking up between you?” I asked, my suspicions piqued.

“Don’t go ruining the surprise,” Madge said, shooing me away with a wink. “Go on then and let us ladies have some peace from those brooding stares and bulging muscles.”

“I’m not brooding,” I said with a frown, then glanced down and was surprised to see my arms, chest, and legs were more corded with muscle than they had ever been in my life.

I wasn’t bulky like Thor, nor had it been a dramatic shift, but sometime over the past two days, my body had begun to change. Muscles that had been vaguely visible before now had definition. I was far from being cut like a model, but I looked better and felt stronger than I ever had before.

Taking their hint, I grabbed the radio and a snack of jerky and trudged the hundred meters or so to the cell tower. When I drew close, I saw it wasn’t a building, as I’d first guessed, but a thick metal framework festooned with several dozen devices that must have been used to relay signals.

To my annoyance, I found an external outlet that fit the radio’s three-prong plug, but the tower didn’t have power. The sun was nearly touching the hilltops on the western horizon when I found an access hatch with a tool kit. Digging through the kit, I found a small battery for running the tower in an emergency situation.

The setup weighed a good fifty pounds, but with it, we’d be able to power the radio for days, if not weeks, when fully charged. I couldn’t be sure how much juice the battery had, but if we could hook it up to the truck’s generator, we could charge it when we drove. Then we’d be able to keep it powered indefinitely.


I could even charge my phone.


The thought shouldn’t have filled me with as much relief as it did, but I’d never been more than six hours without my phone before the world went to shit. There were two outlets on the battery, but instead of going back to the truck and getting my dead phone, I plugged in the radio and flicked it on. I found a nice little spot to sit with my back against the tower's frame, sheltered from the wind by the thick steel beam as I stared out at the darkening eastern horizon.

The map showed that the nearest town was a small place called Landmark, more than thirty miles distant. We hadn’t covered as much ground on our first day as I’d hoped, but we’d managed to get some much-needed supplies so I couldn’t complain too much.

The static on the radio faded out after twenty minutes and the same message as before played out. I double-checked the time and saw it must be repeating nightly because it was around the same time as we’d heard it the night before. I gave it another thirty minutes, hoping to hear something else, but nothing came through and I was beginning to worry about wearing the battery down. If we could recharge it during the day while driving, I planned to leave it on all night and see if anything else came through.

As I was unplugging the radio, a familiar scent reached me, and the hairs on the back of my neck and arms rose. Death was approaching, but with the wind whipping around me I couldn’t be sure where it approached from.

Grabbing everything, I hurried back toward the truck, calling out ahead of me.

“Mutants are coming! Get your guns!”

Ava and Madge popped their heads out of the tent, faces registering surprise and shock, and I did a double take when I saw they were both wearing tiny white T-shirts with no bra beneath and mini jean shorts.

“I thought we’d be safe up here?” Madge shouted, fear making her voice tight as she scrambled for where she’d lain her pistol on the truck’s tailgate.

“Me too,” I grunted as I dropped the battery and radio into the bed and snatched up a long rifle from the footlocker. Checking my pistol and grabbing my shotgun, I propped the shotgun against the wheel well as I began loading the rifle with what little 5.56 ammo we had.

“I don’t see anything, CT,” my stepmom said, climbing atop the truck and peering down the steep slope and the road leading down behind and ahead of us. “Maybe it’s just a trick of the wind.”

“They’re coming,” I growled, my head filled with the awful stench of them, and I knew deep down from the strength of it there must be a massive horde incoming.

Instead of fear, I felt exhilaration until I glanced around and saw the frightened look on Madge’s face. She was doing a good job of keeping her terror in check, because from her scent she should have been running around and screaming like a madwoman. I glanced up at Ava but she was a rock, frightened true, but when she gazed upon me, I could smell her confidence swell.

“Madge, I want you reloading.” I hopped up into the bed and ripped out the boxes of ammo, laying out pistol magazines and the two remaining shotguns with the last of our shells. “If Ava or I call, hand us a loaded gun, but other than that I want you to keep your head down and focus on refilling the guns.”

“I can do that,” the beautiful actress said, nodding shakily. She glanced up at my stepmom who swallowed hard and gripped her gun tighter. “Ava, you’re going to be okay?”

“She has this,” I said, stepping over and gripping my mom’s hand that held her gun and staring deep into her eyes. “You’re the strongest person I know. You’ve got this.”

“If you’re here, then I do.”

TING!

The sound of metal snapping drew our attention down the steep slope on the highway’s side, but before I could look down, a fist grabbed my shirt and pulled me down into a fierce kiss. The butterflies appeared and burst into a cloud in my guts, all within a heartbeat.

As quick as it began, Ava broke the kiss off, gasping as she pulled back, eyes wide and lips quirked into a half grin until another sound brought our eyes down the slope.

“Shit.”
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T
 here was movement down the chain-link fence and more in the trees rimming the fire road. A moment later, the first wave streamed into sight, a half dozen ragged, slathering mutants. From the look of their feet, most had run their legs down to bloody stumps, those in the front ranks the worst off.

I should have been afraid, but the battle juices rushed through me and the primal beast within awoke, growling in anger. Nothing was going to take these women from me. Not other men. And certainly not mindless monsters.

“CT, get down from there—”

My stepmom’s warning tone barely registered as I leaped atop the hood of the truck and raised my face to the moon hanging in the eastern sky. The howl of primal rage rose from my breast and filled the night sky, silencing insects, night birds, and even the wind.

I hung frozen for a second as the world recognized my claim toward mastery.

Guttural screams of rage rose to greet my howl a moment later. First those with the brightest anger or spark of life reacted. Then a growing cacophony rose up, filling the night with a horrible sound that didn’t end as the first waves of mutants drew within range of my rifle.

I couldn’t make out their faces in the night enough to see the open-mouthed screams of fury as they charged us. Not that first rank. Nor the second. Not even the third, which I dropped with the last of the rifle’s fifteen shots. But as the fourth rank raced up the fire road, I could clearly make out the bits of torn flesh hanging from rictus smiles and those horrible pain and rage-filled eyes.

BLAM! BLAM! BLAM!

Ava stood just behind me, firing down at the mutants scaling the chain-link fencing, and though she didn’t hit with every shot, she hit with more than she missed. I dropped the rifle into the bed, and Madge took it up, her hands shaking but moving as she fit long rounds into the chamber.

There was no time to judge the woman’s speed as I sighted on the next stumbling horror, blowing out one leg and putting a slug through its chest. The wave seemed never-ending as they rushed out of the tree line with ever greater frequency. Every second that passed, the waves drew closer, and then my shotgun jammed.

“Motherfucker!”

I threw the weapon down and drew the pistol at my side and the one I’d stuffed into the waistband of my pants and sighted on the nearest pair’s heads. The big 45 blasted in my fist, then the 9mm, and I used the recoil to walk myself down the line, alternating fire.

Pop! Boom! Pop! Pop! Boom!

Putting two rounds into a tough bastard nearly seven feet tall, I took a quick second to scan the battlefield. The hairs on the back of my neck stood up when I saw how close the wave was getting to the cliff’s fencing. My stepmom was on her second pistol, and I could see the stress, exhaustion, and just the weight of the gun was getting to her.

“Run to the cell tower! Both of you!”

Madge looked up at me in shock, but Mom, bless her heart, grabbed the woman’s collar, almost tearing her thin white shirt as she dragged her off the back of the truck. I hopped atop the cab and picked off another ten in quick succession, but I saw something odd. The mutants on the fencing and the road angled to follow Ava and Madge. All but those closest ignoring me.

Flipping the heavy Colt up, I grabbed it by the barrel, wincing as my skin sizzled, and struck the two charging me in the head, splintering bone but losing the gun in the last, not wanting to waste the time to tear it free.

Snatching up one of the shotguns Madge had loaded, I leaped into the bed, sighting and firing as I danced across the tied down supplies. I saw immediately that I wasn’t going to make it in time to save my stepmother as an arm, sporting a shard of bone poking out the side of it, reached up to grab at her ankle.

The scent of her, more familiar to me than my own, filled my head and blood flooded my legs. Steel screeched, crumpled, and the world flashed past in a rush. Then I was tearing the mutant’s arm off its body, flinging the beast wide as I spun into the rushing horde.

Blood pumped through my heart with a dull whooshing, and the world shrank down to pinprick focus. The only thing that mattered was destroying the thing in front of me and keeping what I loved at my back, safe.

I punched, kicked, and tore. I threw men and even a few women off the edge of the cliff and broke more. Injuries came, but in my focused frenzy, pain was a distant thing. The only other thought that kept pushing into my brain was how hot and humid it was, until finally I broke through the stifling heat and into a chill wind, staggering as the energy left my limbs.

Turning, I scanned the ridgetop and saw small piles of corpses heaped near the base of the tower and reaching down the road a few dozen meters. Then the pain registered and limbs once slack with exhaustion seized up, curling inward.

I wanted to lick my wounds and curl up to sleep for a week, but there was no guarantee the threat was over.

“I have to make sure… Make sure…”

“CT?” Madge’s concerned voice reached through the closing in fog.

“CT!” And Ava’s shocked me out of it before I fell forward onto my head.

Shaking myself, I stood slowly, stretching my arms and legs and inspecting myself.

“I’m okay… ouch.” Twisting my shoulders, I reached back to examine something sharp, digging into my lower back and found the bloody stump of a finger sticking out of me. Flinging it away in revulsion, I shivered and pressed a hand to the oozing wound. There were other cuts and scratches, some deeper than others. “Maybe not so okay.”

“That was the stupidest and bravest thing I’ve ever seen, and don’t you ever, ever, ever do anything like that again, do you hear me?”

My stepmom and Madge climbed down from the low perch they’d clung to and rushed over to me. Ava’s angry words and tone were at odds with the concern in her eyes and scent and the gentleness of her hands as she began probing at my wounds and helping me back to the truck.

“CT…” The look of awe in Madge’s light green eyes and just the way she looked at me, as if with fresh eyes, told me more than her words ever could about what she was feeling and thinking.

But I knew the truth.

For a few moments there, when the heat had been thick around me and the taste of blood hot on my lips, the battle raging around me… I hadn’t been fighting to protect them. I hadn’t even remembered they existed. I’d killed because it was what I was made for.

A predator surrounded by chattel.

Letting Madge slip under my arm and help me back to the truck with my mom, I thought about why they’d been so focused on going after the women, and Ava in particular. It was another worry and question added to the growing pile.

“We should break down camp and get away from here,” I said.

“Not tonight,” Ava said firmly. “You’re going to need tending to, and we shouldn’t be driving down this mountain in the night.”

“Besides,” Madge said, putting on a brave face, “I think that’s the last we’ll see for the night.”

“We’re safer moving,” I said, feeling woozy but pushing down the spinny sensation and drawing in slow breaths through my nose and letting them out my mouth to get control again. “Stopping here was a mistake. We should try to keep moving, trade off driving. If another wave comes, a bigger one…”

“Sit.” My stepmom pushed me down onto a boulder, pushing Madge’s hand against the wound in my side. “I’ll get the first aid kit. Then we’ll see what to do about the rest of tonight.”

I wanted to object, but exhaustion and the blood leaking down my side told me she was wiser than I.

“NGGHHNNN…”

“Oh God!” Madge grabbed me, forcing a grunt of pain from me, then released me just as quickly. “Sorry!”

“You have to go finish them off,” I said, pointing to the empty shotgun I’d dropped during the fight. “Always a few stragglers. Madge—” Reaching out, I took her arm, staring into her fear-filled eyes and holding her gaze for a long second, willing my calmness into her. To my surprise, the fear left her scent slowly, and she drew in a deep breath. “Go get ’em, gunslinger girl.”

“Gunslinger girl?” She raised an eyebrow as she stood, not quite her old confident self, but closer. “I like that.”

There was a little hitch in her step as she sauntered over and got the weapon. I was pleased to see that she loaded it with quick, certain motions, but she lost some of her confidence as she approached the first corpses. Poking at them with a long barrel, she flinched back, then moved onto the next muttering quietly to herself. Dialogue if I didn’t miss my guess.

“This is going to sting.”

“What ahh SSSHH SHIT!”

“Stay still,” Ava said in a hushed tone, “and quiet down… I did warn you. Off with that shirt, I have to clean out these wounds. Who knows what kind of infections you might get. We really need to find antibiotics in the next town. I couldn’t find anything in the kit.”

“You could have waited a second,” I said, trying not to flinch as she helped me pull my shirt over my head.

“Are you still complaining about that?” she said, and I could almost hear the smile on her lips. “Like complaining over spoiled milk.”

“It’s ‘crying over spilt milk,’ and you remember who spoiled the milk every night when we first moved into that studio apartment.”

“Oh, I do?” she asked, the amusement evident in her tone but a heat entering her scent that caused my blood to heat. “I seem to remember a certain young man who drank it by the gallon and had a fixation with getting up in the middle of the night and… Well, what was it you were doing at that age by yourself all night?”

“Not spoiling the milk,” I said, my cheeks heating. “And besides, it’s not like I could help it.”

“What couldn’t you help?”

The purr in her voice awoke every nerve ending along my neck and back, and I almost shivered, my head filling with the scent of her. With the scent of her overwhelming desire.

BLAM! BLAM! BLAM! BLAM!

“I got one! I got it! It’s fucking dead, man. You’re fucking dead! Whoo-hoo!”

“Jesus Christ,” Ava whispered as she pressed a thick bandage to my side. “What have you created?”

“A gorgeous woman who's more empowered than ever,” I said, watching the beautiful actress and mutant killer poke at corpses, her bright smile shining in the darkness, along with the locks of blonde highlights framing her face.

“She’s a lucky woman.” Ava looked up, her pale blue eyes meeting mine, and the moment was absolutely perfect until…

BLAM! BLAM!

We started laughing at the same time, only I winced in pain a second later, which only made Ava laugh all the harder, snorting as she tried to apologize, which only made me laugh, then wince, repeating the whole process all over.

BLAM!

“Die, fucker!”
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A
 n hour later I was turning the truck around, our camp packed back up and the weapons reloaded. The heavy tread rolled right over the piles of mutant corpses as we trundled down the fire road.

“Are you still going to ride that bike?” The disapproval in my stepmom’s tone was clear, but I’d already made up my mind on it.

“Tonight’s made me more certain we need another vehicle with us,” I said. “What do we do if the truck’s engine breaks down? Or we get a bad flat? Having another means of getting around will be invaluable then.”

“I don’t like the idea of you out there all alone,” Ava said. “And without any sleep.”

“Ava, if any man can survive in the dark, surrounded by deadly mutant monsters, it’s CT,” Madge reassured her. “And we can trade off if he needs to sleep.”

In the end, Ava wasn’t happy with the decision, but she saw the wisdom in it. We found the bike right where I’d left it. The gas tank had been scratched up by a fallen branch and what looked like the nails of one or several mutants, but it was only cosmetic damage. It looked kind of cool with the white and black police colors scratched off and only black and slate gray steel showing now.

Pulling on my leather coat and the helmet, I double-checked that my guns were seated and loaded before firing up the heavy engine and leading the way back down to the highway. We took our time once back on the highway, not wanting to come upon a wreck too quickly, but I breathed a major sigh of relief once we were moving again.

Hours later, the sky began to lighten with morning light as we dropped down into a river valley. The mountains receded into darkness to the north but hugged the road tight on the south, the fir trees growing right up to the pavement. To the north a field stretched out into the darkness, a light mist beginning to gather, reflecting back the headlight of my bike. Ahead I could make out another one of the tiny towns we’d passed all throughout eastern Oregon, rising out of the fog.

A sound reached me as we neared the town, like chattering teeth or clicking nails. It raised the hair on the back of my neck, and I pulled over on the outskirts and signaled for Madge to do the same. Ava poked her head out the window to ask what was going on. But I held up a hand, the fear growing in me as I felt the ground tremble beneath my feet.

“Is that… CT, what is that?”

For the first time, Madge’s growing fears couldn’t match my own terror as I tried to contemplate how many mutants charging in a mob it would take to cause the ground to tremble and the trees to rattle down to their roots.

“We need to get moving, fast!”

I was throwing open the throttle of my bike, the rear tire spinning out as I turned toward the town when a single red flare shot up from the center of town. The road carried us straight past a brick church tucked back between two large buildings.

Standing in the shadows of the church was a short figure standing next to a bulky object with one hip cocked to the side in a jaunty way. A narrow little racing bike sat tucked in front of the church and two large duffle bags sat at the figure’s feet.

Reaching down, I flicked off the lock of the bike’s shotgun and swung it up, laying it across my lap as I pulled over, angled so it covered the young woman. That she was a woman I could see now that I was close, and a stunning one if her figure was any indication. I could make out her clothing and gear, and what I saw impressed me, but her face was hidden in shadows.

Platinum blonde hair, almost silver in the morning light, was pulled back in a tight ponytail except for a thick strand of bangs that hung over part of her face. She wore black leathers covered in straps and buckles that held magazines, quick-release knives, and even a curved short sword on one hip. On her back was a matching blade, longer and curved, with a black utilitarian, leather-wrapped handle poking above one shoulder. On both hips, she wore large pistols with long magazines sticking out the grips, and if I remembered my John Wick movie lore, they were automatic weapons and brutally efficient.

“Get your vehicles closer to the church. Out front, unless you want them turned into scraps. The swarm of Beta-Wilds you dragged halfway across the state will be here any minute.” Her voice was rich and full, triggering odd emotions within me, especially for the shortness of her command.

“Who are you?” I asked, more than a touch of wariness in my tone as I kept the barrel of my shotgun trained on her. Madge had pulled the truck to a stop behind me, and one of them was opening the door to step out, but the girl swung on them.

“I don’t know how a Normie survived the Enkyos gas. You got two in there? Shit boy, you haven’t bred either of them?”

“What are you talking about?” I asked, my head spinning with the inundation of terms I didn’t know.

“We got about three minutes before the mob gets here, and they’ve been gathering from Eugene, Bend, even managed to pull a few of the stragglers out of Portland the Hegemony fuckers didn’t round up.” She flicked the thick bangs back, and I saw her face for the first time, and almost fell over, bike and all. “There is about fifty pounds of C4 and mini-det explosives buried around this church. I’m hitting the trigger whether you three are in here or not.”

I turned to give my stepmom and Madge an order, but they were already pulling the truck in. Ava met my eyes, and I saw fear and wariness in her expression, but also the same intrigue I was feeling. My bike rolled right up beside the woman’s bike, which I saw was festooned with more weapons than I could count and a sleek black design.

I wanted to ask the young woman who she was, but the chattering sound had morphed into a loud rattling and pounding. The sound of raw bones pounding across concrete, rocks, and turf.

The heavy thunk
 drew my attention to what she was doing with the bulky object. Pulling a pin on the side, she released a heavy spinning barrel that fell forward, kicking two legs out to the rear that hit the concrete with a solid tink
 .

I should have been paying attention to how she loaded the heavy machine gun from a strap of long ammunition in a box, but I couldn’t seem to tear my eyes away from her flawless features. The epicanthic folds of her eyes were faint, a mere hint of Japanese ancestry beneath a patrician beauty that looked straight out of a storybook.

In all my life, I’d never seen a more perfect specimen of femininity, and it wasn’t just her flawless features or figure that so enraptured me. No, it was the young woman’s scent. It was flawless and clean, her emotions pure and determined, and beneath it all a hungry power that I recognized as the primal beast within me stirred, unsure whether to be wary or interested.

“Better get behind me, ladies… or lady, I should say, lady.” She stood up straight when Madge and Ava drew near and pointed a finger at my stepmom. “Only one of you is in heat.”

“I’m not… in heat!” my stepmom said indignantly, but her words were lost in the growing roar.

My hackles were already standing on end and every nerve ending in my body screamed at me to flee. To snatch Ava and Madge and flee this insane angel and leave her to die facing these mutants all alone. But I pushed the cowering beast down, marshaling my fears and willing myself into stillness.

“Cover your ears!”
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T
 he church was set back from the road, our sightlines down either road cut off. The large buildings to either side, warehouses of some kind, acted as a funnel of sorts, channeling the swarm of mutants into a thick choke point.

I barely had time to slap hands to either side of my head before the sawlike sound erupted, bright white fire exploding from the tip of the heavy machine gun as the barrel spun, releasing a steady stream of heavy caliber ammunition.

The mutants who burst from the western side of the street turned into a wall of death. Bodies already pulverized from racing across dozens of miles were torn to shredded bits. The sight shouldn’t have sent the blood coursing through my body, but I grew excited by the sudden and terrible destruction until a warning sense pulled my head to the right and I saw the first wave sweeping in between the church and the warehouse beside it.

I opened my mouth to shout a warning, but the young woman had turned at the same time I did. Raising one hand she gripped something small, then a massive explosion threw dirt and bodies into the air and sent the ground rolling beneath us, leaving an empty crater where a moment before two dozen mutants had been streaming in.

Offering a wink, the angel tossed the small device to me.

In the wind and smoke of the machine gun’s fire, her hair wafted artfully and the morning light reflected haunting pale yellow eyes. She looked straight out of a painting or dream, and it took a long second for my stupid head to remember the monsters about to charge down on us.

It took only a second to figure out how to operate the little black box, but that was enough to see us almost overrun as the next wave swept into the gap. Ava and Madge clung to my back, pressed close as the machine gun roared on one side and explosions rocked us on the other.

I couldn’t say how long we huddled there, but soon the smoke thickened and the many detonations rattled our heads until the girl and I were firing at even the slightest movement. Her two duffle bags were filled with bands of ammunition, but even they began to get low before the gnashing and moaning sounds of the mutants quieted to a dull murmur.

We stayed huddled there, shaken and not daring to speak for a good ten minutes, until a light breeze pulled the smoke clear and we could see nothing moving on the heaped piles of dead. The sound of retching was matched by a second, and I stepped away from the splashing puddle of sick, finding I had to pry my fingers off from where they gripped the little black box.

“Thank God you came east, instead of north or south,” the young woman said, her voice once against triggering odd sensations within me, and I found myself staring into her yellow eyes, happy to look anywhere besides the horror surrounding us. “I couldn’t have made it there in time, and you’d have never survived the horde.”

I didn’t say anything, just raised an eyebrow and kept our eyes locked on one another. Her lips, so perfectly sculpted and the palest pink, quirked into a half-grin and she nodded her head to the side, away from where the women were still retching.

“You changed when the bombs dropped?” she asked me, stepping closer and filling my head with her unique aroma once more.

“Everything changed when the bombs dropped,” I said, earning me another smile. “And yes… When I inhaled that gas, I began to get strange symptoms.”

“Hm.” She nodded. “And the women? Why haven’t you bred the busty one?”

Her frank words were surprising, but the first emotion to fill me was indignation and a touch of anger.

“Thank you for saving our lives. I don’t know how you knew to do it, but we owe you. I don’t think that gives you the right to—”

The young woman stood half a foot shorter than me, but she seemed to loom over me as she stepped close and whispered in a tight voice.


“Listen, boy, I know this all must be hard for you to grasp, but the world’s changed. The Beta-Wilds will sniff out and rape to death any woman without the scent of an Alpha on her, and if she’s in heat… like your pretty lady over there… we’ll have every surviving thing in the Pacific Northwest on us by tomorrow if you don’t take care of this. Or if you won’t, then put her out of her misery, because I’ve seen what they do to women like her, and it ain’t pretty.”


“Who are you?”

“I’m Donatella Williams, but people just call me Dee.” I opened my mouth to ask more, but she preempted me. “If you’re going to be of use to me, then I need to know you can do what needs doing. You take care of that”—she pointed to my stepmom who was wiping her sick smeared mouth clean and passing the dirty rag to Madge—“and I’ll tell you why I need your help to break into Alpha Command.”

“She’s my stepmom,” I said, but Dee only snorted and offered me a wink, her grin returning.

“If she was your real mom, they wouldn’t be coming after her. A few years living in the same house doesn’t protect her. Look, if you can’t—”

It was my turn to stop her short. The beast within me could stomach only so much derision before it peaked its head out to warn the woman. Instead of upsetting her as I’d feared, her smile grew full for the first time, and it was like the sun poked through the clouds. Her scent deepened as well, growing far too complex for me to discern what she was feeling or thinking, which felt disconcerting.

I turned to regard my stepmom and frowned when I saw her wide eyes staring at me and the heavy rise and fall of her chest. Once again, the scent of her filled my head, and I had to push down the urges that clawed at my insides, tempting me to do the deed right here and now.

“There’s a large farmhouse on the outskirts of town. We’ll pass it on our way to NORAD, that’s as good a place to clean up and take care of any… business that needs doing.”

Ava and Madge glanced at Dee, a bit surprised at the calm command filling her tone. But I wasn’t. Dee wasn’t fazed by the piled-up corpses as we picked our way back to the vehicles. After five minutes of digging the tires out and pushing a mess of body parts and worse off my bike, we started the engines and followed the confident young woman as she zipped through the wreckage.

I took up the rear, letting Ava and Madge follow the black-clad ass as it led the way back onto the highway and east. In my head, I was mulling over the clues she’d let drop and found myself less sure than I ever had been about what was going on.

We didn’t have far to go before Dee turned her small bike off the road and onto a wide paved driveway. The road was lined with old weeping willows, and to either side stretched green vineyards out to the river’s edge. Coming over a small rise, I saw a picturesque white farmhouse sitting in the middle of a grass field. There was a long horse barn along one side, but the only vehicle I could see was a small two-wheel trailer that looked like it fit to Dee’s bike.

The woman parked next to the trailer and swung off her bike, hooking a thumb inside and not waiting for us to park before running up the steps. I climbed off my bike and motioned for the women to bring their guns with them.

“You don’t trust her?” Madge asked, her whispered words and scent filled with more excitement than fear.

“It’s not that I don’t trust her, it’s that we have no idea what to expect. There could be anyone hiding in there or at the next stop, if there is one.” I looked into each of their eyes until they nodded to show they understood how serious I was.

“What she said earlier…” Ava’s eyes were wide as saucers and red spots bloomed in her cheeks. “CT…”

“I don’t know,” I said, avoiding her gaze and turning to the steps, “but she’s going to answer more of my questions before… Before anything.”

I couldn’t see the glance the women shared, but it was almost like I could feel it as I took the steps two at a time. The front door had been kicked open, the frame inside shattered, which gave me pause.

I’d taken a good look at Donatella when she’d walked up the stairs in the full morning light, and though my focus had been on other places, it had been clear she was far too delicate to have broken the frame like this. Pulling out my pistol, I proceeded with more caution, testing the air experimentally but only scenting the young woman’s complex aroma.
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“P
 ut the gun away, slim. I ain’t your enemy.”

Dee poked her head out of a doorway, motioning us through, but I didn’t holster my pistol and kept my head on a swivel as we walked into a beautifully decorated kitchen. Dee walked over to a tea kettle and brought it over to the sink, filling it.

“Shower’s down the hall. Aunt Gwen keeps her towels under the sink. Help yourself.”

“We’re not going anywhere until you explain a few things first,” I said, hating that I felt like a boy suddenly, despite standing in front of a woman only a couple years my senior and half a foot shorter.

“If you’re too shy or nervous to get it on with her, then I will, kid. We don’t have a lot of time. The next wave could be here any minute, and I only got so much ammunition. If you can’t be of use to me, then I’ll find another rube to get me in.”

“Get you in where? Why should we even trust you?”

“You can trust me because I’m not telling you pretty little lies about how you’re the chosen one destined to save the world and all.” She spoke calmly as she pulled down a box of tea bags and four cups, calmly lining them up.

“But”—she gave a short sigh and glanced up, frowning slightly, which made her small nose turn up in the most adorable way—“I suppose I can understand your concerns. Even sympathize. So, ask away, but be fast about it. It’s not that I don’t want to mark her, but I’m… saving myself.”

“Who caused the apocalypse, what are Beta-Wilds, why the hell does everything feel so wrong and so right
 at the same time.” The words left me in a rush. Not quite a question, but Dee was nodding as if she understood and took a moment before speaking.

“It would take too long to tell you everything, but I promise that if you agree to help me in my quest, I will. What you need to know now is that there has been a secret cabal of… special men who have been steering things behind the scenes for almost a century. My grandfather was one of them, the first actually.” Her pale yellow eyes darted over to Madge when the woman made a sound, and I saw the pupils swell and contract with a rapidity that was hypnotic.

“You look familiar… Are you Madelyn Heatherton, the wife of Daniel?”

“The widow… you knew Daniel?” She was a little confused to have it be her husband who was recognized, as she’d been about to demure as she did when recognized from her work on screen.

“Only by reputation,” Dee said. “He was a good man from what my grandfather said. Dealt with the athletics wing through Nike.”

“That’s right.” I watched Madge’s expression as it dawned on her who the girl was. “Your grandfather was Dean Williams?”

“He was… or is…” The young woman showed her first sign of distress or unease, pressing her lips in a grimace. “That doesn’t matter now. You already know something about Alphas?”

“A little,” I admitted, “just what Madge has told me.”

“The basics are all that matter. You see, the Council who made all the decisions had a strict rule of nonintervention in most affairs. Only trying to add value and benefit to the human condition. To make the world a better place. To do no evil.” She shook her head and grimaced again. “But there were some who wanted to take more direct control. Who viewed Normies as nothing more than chattel to be used for whatever purpose they saw fit.

“Four nights ago, they stopped being discordant voices upon the Council and took matters into their own hands. Calling themselves the Hegemony, they’ve allied with others around the world. Maybe in China, Russia, or Germany, I don’t know. They were able to do in twenty-four hours what my grandfather spent his entire life trying to stop from happening. They’ve released the Enkyos Serum across the whole world. Triggering the Change in everyone.

“You’ve seen what it does to people. I don’t know how you survived the first night, ma’am. Or why you haven’t changed since, but either a person dies instantly, and that’s what happens to most women and children when they’re hit with Enkyos, or they’re mutated into, well… you all know what they mutate into.”

“Okay,” I said, my mind sifting through everything, “so what is it you need me for? What’s at NORAD?”

“That’s where the Alpha Command is. Four nights ago, when they triggered Armageddon, my father, my brothers, and all of my uncles—” A tiny quaver entered her voice but other than that her features were smooth, but in the complex jumble of her emotions, I scented a deep well of sadness. “They were all assassinated and my sisters kidnapped. I need to rescue them.”

“Why weren’t you taken?” I asked, knowing I was pushing her but doing it anyway.

“That doesn’t matter.”

“It all matters,” I said, my voice even harder than hers, earning me a second look of interest and filling my belly with butterflies. “Where were you?”

“I was in a secret location, where I’ve been for the past twenty-four years.”

“Wait… you’ve spent your whole life in a secret location?”

“Not my whole life,” she said, a touch of defensiveness in her voice. “I was brought there when I was three.”

I chose not to press the point, but some things made sense now. Like her odd accent, not strong but definitely noticeable. It had hints of the British aristocracy in it as well as a southern drawl; combined with her partially Asiatic beauty, it was… intoxicating.

“You need me to pose as your Alpha so you can get into this Alpha Command,” I said, and her eyes sharpened further, and she nodded for me to go on. “Then find out where they’re keeping your sisters and I presume break them out?”

“Save my sisters, then find a way to end their tyranny and save the world.”

“Didn’t you just say I should trust you because you weren’t telling me I was going to save the world?”

“I’m not,” the gorgeous, yellow-eyed beauty said. “And you won’t be. I will.”

There was no humor or pride in her eyes, and oddly I found myself believing she just might be capable of it.

“And in order for us to do that…”

“Your stepmom needs to be marked by an Alpha, or else those mutants are going to keep coming and coming and coming.”

“Ha!” The sharp bark of laughter pulled my head around, and I found Madge blushing furiously and covering her mouth. “Sorry, that’s just… come on… cumming and cumming, that’s funny!”

“Were you in Earnest Goes to the Retirement Home
 ? Yeah, you were! You were the nurse, with the—” Dee held her hands out in front of her chest, indicating big breasts, and only realized what she was doing a moment later. “Oh sorry, that was rude.”

“No, it’s not!” Madge said, beaming and her grin growing wider as she came around the island in the kitchen. “Honey, if you tell an actress you recognize her from a yeast infection commercial because of her tits, she’ll be over the moon! Well, most will, in their hearts anyway.”

The woman shot me a pointed look as she engaged the leather-clad blonde. I’ve never met someone who can turn the charm on like Madelyn Heatherton when she wants to. And Dee was dazzled by her bright smile.

“Follow me,” I said, plucking at my stepmom’s grime-covered shirt.

Ava’s eyes went wide, the pale blue almost disappearing as the pupils dilated, and deep spots of red bloomed in her cheeks as she took my hand in both of hers and followed me from the room.

Neither of us spoke as we walked down the short, sunlit hallway, and even our breaths froze for a long moment as I held open the door. Nothing could draw a sound from the gorgeous woman until she stepped into the bathroom.

“Oh, my this is so beautiful…” Drawing the door closed behind me, my mind wasn’t in a place to process our surroundings.

Unable to wait another moment, the beast within tearing at my willpower, I spun the object of my desire in my arms and gazed down into her eyes, filling myself with all of her as I breathed in deep. I saw the words welling up in her, protestations about her age, looks, or the tabooness of our situation, but they faded even as they formed, and a hungry grin stole across my lips as I relaxed my willpower a little more.

Our twin gasps of pleasure were lost as our lips met again. Only this time there would be no stolen kiss, no hesitation or backtracking. As her soft pink lips played across mine and our tongues slipped along one another’s, my soul leapt, seeking to finally forge the connection that had been tempting me for days now.

A gorgeous shower paneled in glass and sprouting three different heads at various heights was outfitted with the finest soaps and sponges. While we were covered in two days’ worth of mutant grime everywhere our clothes didn’t cover, and even parts beneath, none of that mattered.

All that mattered was us finally joining as one. Our kisses grew fiercer and our hands wandered beneath shirts and fumbled at belts. We were giggling like kids when I nearly tripped on my pants. Then her panties and shorts were gone, and I held her against the wall, strong hands easily holding her up.

Pausing there, savoring the moment, we stared into one another’s eyes, our breaths in sync, and then we were gasping in sharp breaths as she thrust forward, her wetness swallowing almost half my cock in one go. The heat and grip of her were nearly too much, and I swam in bliss for a moment, then taking ahold of myself, I sank fingers into the soft flesh of her ass and thrust in to the hilt, drawing a gasping scream from my mom.

“Ohh, yes!” Her lips found mine, her cries of pleasure continuing and her fingers trembling as they cupped my cheeks. “Oh Court… oh baby, I love you so much, I… I’m cumming, CT… OH FUCK!”

Teeth sank into my shoulder, but instead of being painful, they only spurred me on all the harder. Ava’s lips found my neck and broke through my willpower, and it was my turn to grunt and cry out.

“Ohhhh Goddd damn.” My legs were trembling as the pleasure raced from my toes and fingers, down my spine, and through my cock.

Ava’s elbows dug into my chest as she arched her back, head pressed against the wall as her pussy walls fluttered around my cock. Then as suddenly as if her strings had been cut, she slumped against me and I set her down slowly. My cock was still hard and throbbing as it slipped from her tightness, and I drew in a deep breath trying to get control of myself as I pushed it aside.

“Mhmm, where are you going with that thing?” Ava asked, her eyes looking up at me with a lazy seduction I’d never seen in them before as she pushed off the wall and pressed herself against me, biting my bottom lip lightly and sliding her massive, shirt-covered breasts down my chest. “Madge! Get in here. It’s time to shower!”

“We only had to…”

My words trailed off as Madelyn swung the door open as if she’d been standing just outside the door.

“Since the deed is done, as it were,” the gorgeous actress said, reaching up and pulling free her bun, and letting her hair cascade down one shoulder, “Dee said she’s going to scout the area for a couple hours… Give us a chance to rest and relax. Can you think of anything you’d like to do for… relaxation, CT?”

“I can think of some things,” my stepmom said, shocking me as she pulled Madelyn close and pressed a passionate kiss to the actress’s wide mouth.

I watched absolutely spellbound as the women kissed. A second later, I saw that the embrace wasn’t for my amusement as their passion increased and Madge gave a low growl of desire. Their scents were a match for one another in desire, and it only increased when both reached out, dragging me with them as they began shedding clothes and stumbling over to the large shower.












Chapter 23











I
 stood before the massive shower and felt my throat go dry as I gazed upon the heavenly figures of my stepmom and her best friend. This was my first chance to take Ava in from head to toe, and what I saw put extra steel in my already hard cock.

Her nipples were large and inverted as I’d noticed before, with pale areolae lighter than the surrounding flesh. They were heavy but still retained their shape, hanging down almost to her navel. Their massive size mesmerized me, pendulous and swinging when she raised an arm beckoning me to join them, and I stayed in place, enjoying the sight for another long second.

Madge slid a hand up Ava’s smooth belly and cupped one massive breast, drawing an ooooh
 of pleasure from my mom, before pinching and rolling the large nipple between her fingers, causing it to harden. The gorgeous actress threw me a wink, her long dark lashes fluttering as she slipped behind Ava and turned on the shower’s three faucets.

Stepping in, I let the women soap up fluffy body scrubs with herbal smelling wash. Then I stood in the center of the steaming spray as both took their time, running their hands across my body, soaping me as I in turn massaged the suds into their naked flesh.

It only took moments for us to lose ourselves in the lust of the moment as I pulled Madge close and kissed her. Then I felt Ava’s hot hand slip around my cock. Madge nipped my lips as she dropped beside my mother, sharing wicked grins before gazing up at me.

“This is a dream come true,” I breathed, caressing both of their cheeks, water splashing against my back.

“This is just the beginning, big boy,” Madge purred, planting a gentle kiss on the head of my cock before sucking me into her mouth as Ava ran a hand down the now striated muscles of my abs.

“I’ve wanted to give you this for so long, baby… give you everything you deserve. I love you so much, C… Mhmm, does Madelyn’s mouth feel good, baby?”

“Ngnn,” I moaned in reply. “It feels like I’m… melting.”

“Good,” Ava purred, standing quickly and pulling me into a passionate kiss. “We are yours, C, forever yours… NNggHH!”

I slipped my hand from Ava’s large firm ass down between her thighs and ran my fingers around the firm nubbin of her clit. It only took a couple light circles for her to shudder in orgasm, her juices coating my fingers, and then she slipped back down, a hungry grin on her face as she pressed in close to Madge.

“Oh God,” I moaned.

“Mhmm, come join me, gorgeous,” Madge purred to my mom, sliding her lips to the side of the fat crown of my cock as Ava pressed her lips to it.

I nearly came as my stepmom moaned in delirious pleasure, her breath hot and quick as she sucked me into her mouth. Her eyes were closed, and I watched her large inverted nipples harden as she sucked hard, cheeks hollowing, and worked me deeper into her mouth until I felt her tonsils nestle my cock.

“Oh fuck,” I breathed, my eyes widening and toes curling as Madge suckled at my balls, “Oh God… I’m going to cum.”

“On our faces,” Madge purred, and Ava moaned in approval, sliding back up off my cock, her eyes flashing open.

Their hands worked the long, thick shaft of my cock as one, stroking me with their combined saliva as lube. I stared down at my dark-haired stepmom, her eyes shining with joy, mouth wide and cheeks pressed to the gorgeous Madelyn Heatherton, the object of countless male fantasies.

“Give it to us!” Ava cried out as my cum shot forth.

Then the wave of pleasure hit me as my balls tightened and thick jets of pearlescent cum shot out across their beautiful faces, curling my toes and leaving me swooning.

Lightheaded, I had to hold myself up against the wall as Ava and Madge turned toward one another. I watched in awe as they made out, making sure not to waste a drop of my cum. Their hands gripped one another, slipping down wet bodies to caress and pinch asses and paw at breasts.

My cock was hard again in moments, and I pulled them to their feet. Slipping my hands around Madge’s slender waist, I pulled her ass against me. I bent the gorgeous actress over and pressed my cock into her tightness, and she arched her back, turning to grin at me with lust as she pushed her ass back against me.

My cock disappeared into her, and we both hissed in pleasure. Madge hissing again when Ava kissed her neck, fingers slipping down to tease her lips and my cock.

My fingers slipped into the hollow of Madelyn’s hips, and I watched her wide ass roll before me as I fucked her with long, hard strokes. The feeling of her pussy fluttering as her muscles clenched and unclenched around my cock, its warmth and softness a perfect glove, was heaven and it only took a few minutes of hard, passionate fucking for me to flood her depths with my cum.

Madge slipped to the shower's floor then, her legs too weak to keep her upright, a look of absolute bliss on her face as she bit her bottom lip, gazing up at me.

Ava wasn’t done yet, as her hoovering mouth swallowing my cock a second later proved. I hissed as the tip burned with sensation, but the woman wouldn’t relent, purring in pleasure as she sucked her friend's juices off me.

“I want to see you ride me,” I said, my eyes fixated on her massive breasts as they swayed back and forth.

“Mhmm,” Ava said, nodding quickly as she pulled off my cock.

There wasn’t much room in the shower, but the walls were angled at the bottom, making it more comfortable than I thought it would be. Madge was pressed close to me as Ava slipped a thigh over my hips and angled my cock back and sank down on it with a great sigh.

“Ohhh… mhmm.” Eyes closed, she shivered as she settled into place then raised her lids slowly and gazed down at me through her thick, dark lashes, a touch of shyness in her scent as she asked, “Do you like them?”

Cupping one massive breast she raised it, pinching the nipple as she rocked her hips forward, grinding her clit on my pubis and sliding her tight pussy lips along the thick shaft.

“They’re gorgeous… You’re gorgeous… I love them.” My hands slipped up her hips to cup both breasts together and then I pulled her down, kissing her and whispering against her lips, “I love you.”

“You two are so beautiful,” Madge said, her fingers sinking into Ava’s ass cheek as she pulled my stepmom up and down my cock. “Ride that beast, baby, make those giant boobies bounce for our man.”

“Ngghh!”

Ava’s thighs slapped down against mine, and I watched in awe as her massive breasts shook and slapped against her belly, their large nipples hard as rocks as I felt her pussy tightening around my cock. She lost her rhythm, grunting and I gripped her ass, driving my cock up into her with hard, fast thrusts that sent her screaming over the edge.

A wave of pride and pleasure flooded me as her nails dug into my back and she whispered in my ear over and over again.

“Thank you! Oh God, thank you!”

Then a hot tongue snaked around my balls and I gasped. Soft breasts pressed around my face, as Ava began to rock again, her moans of pleasure quieter as she worked my entire body with hers. Slippery flesh slid up and down me, as her tight pussy gripped my cock and Madge lapped at my balls.

Wrapping my lips around one large nipple I gazed up through the light spray to see Ava’s head thrown back, her long slender neck stretched out, and her mouth open in an “O” of pleasure as her second and larger orgasm rushed through her. Her pussy milked me, and I was soon lost in a world of bliss as well as I flooded her womb.



Hours later we lay in a king-size bed on pristine white sheets. We cuddled together, Ava and I. Not speaking, but gently tracing skin with fingertips as we stared into each other’s eyes, amazed and still shocked at where we were. We kept waiting for the dream to end, but dream or nightmare, this was our new reality.

Ava’s lips quirked up into a little grin when my cock twitched in her fingers, and she bit her lip and wiggled beneath the sheets. Pressing a finger to my lips, urging me not to say anything that would warn the actress sleeping beside her, she ran her hot tongue up the side of my cock slowly, never breaking eye contact the entire time.

Soon, we’d have to infiltrate a den of Alpha assholes, if Donatella could be trusted. The world was a crazy and chaotic place, and death lay in wait around almost every corner it seemed. But for the moment, all was perfect as I now had one small measure of the perfect life I’d always wanted, and I’d found it in the love of two beautiful women.












Chapter 24











I
 n dark dreams, I sat hunkered down, silent and watchful. My prey would make its way to me; of this I was certain, I had only to be patient.

Loud trills of a morning bird drew my attention, tugging at me insistently until I surfaced from the comforting dream to find dawn’s light reaching through the picture windows of the bedroom I found myself in. White linens hung in place of curtains, doing little to block the view. Two figures stirred beside me, and for a second I hesitated as I rose, the beast within me hungering to taste their flesh once more. Last night, I’d indulged my young lusts, though from my body’s reaction, not nearly enough.

The women would wait. The forest called to me.

It began just outside the windows, where a gentle green slope dropped into a stand of ancient oaks and short dark bushes. The window swung outward at a touch, and I leaped clear of the house to land with bare feet upon the soft earth.

When my toes sank in, the scent of rich black earth filled the air, and I sank down onto my haunches, breathing it in deep. Rising, I walked forward with eyes closed, my nose guiding the way.

A stupid smile worked its way onto my face as I parsed through the scents of earth, rock, grass, brush, and tree branch, but I didn’t care. There was too much pleasure in the experience for me to care about my expression or the fact that I stood naked in the middle of a strange forest.

The world was a thousand times more complex than I’d ever imagined. My nose scented more than I could ever remember noticing. The feel of cold earth and sharp leaves beneath my feet etched itself upon my soles in more detail than I could see with the naked eye.

I could feel small patches of lichen and moss that had grown on a boulder when my toes brushed it. Pausing, I dropped to my haunches again and opened my eyes, staring in wonder at the tiny little filaments of life growing from the moss, watching as they slowly tilted toward the morning light from evening resting positions.

Turning my face up, I caught a beam full-on and sat there for long seconds. Time seemed to slow around me, the sound of blood rushing past my ears slowing to a low rush, and I almost felt like I could feel the beams of light themselves bouncing off my flesh.

A branch shifting pulled my attention back down, and I found a slender doe peeking her head around a tree, curiously testing a small bunch of grass growing from beneath a bush.

Drawing in a deep, slow breath, I scented her. The doe’s concentration was wholly absorbed on the tasty meal, but I froze, just in time, as her head darted up, the scent reaching me delayed. Making sure she was safe, the doe dropped back down to munch.

Heart thudding in my chest, I darted forward on light toes, moving at an angle so her body and the trees between us would cut off the sight of me in her peripheral. I hadn’t made it twenty meters before my arm brushed an oak branch and the deer’s head came back up.

I don’t know if she saw me somehow, or if it was my scent or something else, but she took off and in two quick bounds was gone, branches breaking as the she disappeared into the woods.

“You move like a baboon.”

The voice sent a bucket of cold water down my spine, and I flinched, losing my focus on the world around me as I glanced up to find Dee perched on a thick branch twenty meters in the air.

She wore camouflaged pants and shirt, helping her blend in with the surrounding foliage, and a long rifle with a scope rested in the crook of one elbow. The young woman’s silvery locks were tied back in a ponytail, and her expression was amused.

“You have good instincts and more self-control than I would have guessed, but you’re trying to run before you can even walk.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, trying to ignore my nakedness.

When Dee stepped off the high branch and plummeted to the ground, I choked on a cry of shock. The drop was enough to shatter a person’s legs, but she landed in an easy crouch, the ground shaking with the force of her impact, and strode over to me easily.

The young woman’s eyes strayed down my naked physique, but she didn’t register shock or appear impressed, much to my chagrin.

“You need another week before your body’s done adjusting to your new genetics, only then can you hope to reach your full potential. That’s why you’ve been so hungry for protein and carbs.” Passing me, the girl headed back toward the house, resting the rifle on her shoulder. “While that’s happening, you’re going to need to adjust to your heightened senses. There’s more to being an Alpha than just banging hot chicks and being cool.”

Her frank speech shocked me, but Dee didn’t seem to follow the same rules of polite society that I’d always known. Her scent intrigued me, but being unable to discern her emotions and feelings through the complex aroma was disconcerting.

“The rest of the world thinks it ends there, but it doesn’t,” Dee said, her tone soft and thoughtful. “That’s one of the great tragedies of what those fools did. Beyond the incalculable loss of life, they don’t even fully understand what they are. What they’ve unleashed upon the world. If one of them discovers it before I can stop them…”

“Before we can stop them,” I said, and Dee blinked, looking over at me as if she’d forgotten I was there.

“You’ll help me get into their facility,” Dee said with a frown that made my heart drop, “but you aren’t trained or prepared for what we’re heading into. It would be best if you and those ladies kept your heads down and let me do my thing. It will be dangerous enough without me having to look out for you three.”

“Right,” I said, “then what can we expect to find?”

“I don’t know yet,” Dee said. “I am waiting for word about that now.”

I gave the woman space, but she didn’t elaborate, clearly unwilling to divulge too much information.

“We’ll be here the rest of the day at least,” Dee said, pulling open the sliding glass door and stepping inside. “I don’t know how you’re controlling those urges, but you better get it out of your system before we head out. I know how fledgling Alphas and their prides can be, and I don’t plan on putting up with that
 nonsense all the way to Command. You dig?”

“I can control myself,” I said, stepping in front of the kitchen’s island to finally hide my naked package. I shouldn’t have felt disappointed that Dee had never given me a second look, but the pain of it was sharp and caused me to get stiff and defensive even though I knew it was illogical.

“It seems you can,” Dee said, nodding and poking through cabinets until she found the pantry. “You’ve definitely got potential, CT, and if we could afford it, I’d take you somewhere where you could learn what your true capabilities are, but we don’t have time to spare. Not right now, and I need you young, dumb and, pardon the expression, but full of… you know.”

“I really don’t,” I said shaking my head, and Dee gave a bark of laughter and tossed me a stick of beef jerky from the bin she’d pulled out.

“There are some things I can show you before we get to Colorado, but only if you promise me one thing.”

“Anything,” I said without hesitation, causing Dee to raise an eyebrow.

“A girl could have fun with a promise like that.” She flashed a grin before chomping into a thick stick of jerky and speaking around the mouthful, an oddly unsightly sight from the gorgeous young woman. “What I have to ask is for your protection where we’re going. If they suspect you’re capable of ascending, they’ll place enhanced security around us, and I’ll never slip away. Promise me you won’t try to figure out my scent or read my emotions. Ever.”

Feeling like I’d been slapped across the face, I blinked rapidly then nodded, chagrined.

“The actress is waking up,” Dee said, her voice softening slightly, easing the tension. “Go make sure she has a good morning. I’ll go back on lookout.”

“You weren’t born and raised in America, were you?”

“I was, just not any America you’ve ever known.” Dee winked one perfect golden eye at me as she walked back outside, stuffing jerky and packets of string cheese into the cargo pockets of her pants.

Even in the baggy camo, the young woman couldn’t hide her almost inhuman beauty. Her steps were quick and silent, and in seconds, she’d disappeared down the gentle slope and into the forest, like a ghost.
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“C
 ? You there?”

Putting the odd young woman out of my mind, I headed back to the bedroom with growing eagerness. I found the older beauty sitting up on one elbow, pure white sheets falling away from her torso as she wiped the sleep from one eye.

“When I woke, and you weren’t here, I worried.” The woman’s eyes traveled the lines of my body, and I watched her pupils dilate, scent changing, and felt a flush of pleasure at finally getting the response I’d wanted earlier. “CT… you look so gorgeous in the morning light. Mhmm, come here, baby.”

I didn’t go to her, though, instead, I stood there, drinking in her beauty. Madelyn had been not just the object of my affections as a boy, but also those of a legion of other men. Starring in many movies and for years on a daytime soap, Madge was a world-class actress and beauty who’d only ripened with age.

Her dark roots showed through, only heightening the contrast of her silken hair as it cascaded over one shoulder. As I stared, the woman released the sheet covering her breasts, letting it slide down to reveal her large areolae and nipples. Biting her bottom lip, she set my blood boiling with the subtle motion of her nails dragging along the underside of one large breast.

The beast within growled, and I could no longer hold it at bay. Pouncing on the bed, Madge gave a cry of surprise and giggled as I flicked the sheet away from her nakedness. A figure stirred beneath the blankets beside us, but I focused on the woman beneath me, intent on devouring her soft curves before I moved on to my next prey.

“Yes, baby, just take me!”

Take her I did. Flipping the busty MILF over and pulling her hips back into mine, I growled against the back of her neck as I dug my cock into her slickness. Like animals in heat, I held the former actress’s upper torso down, her screams and cries of pleasure muffled by the pillows as she gripped them tight.

One hand reached down beneath Madge, seeking her sex, and she cried out in shock, head flying back and hair whipping past my face as I found her little nubbin of pleasure. Her fists reached out, gripping the sheet as she pushed back against me, her large soft breasts swaying wildly with my powerful thrusts.

“Huh, huh, oh, huh, God, huh, never, huh, huh, fucked, huh, huh, so, huh, good!”

The sheets flicked back, and I glanced over, blonde hair flying around my face as the slaps of ass on hips and the wet sounds of our sexes crashing together filled the room. Ava lay on her side, watching us with a wide-eyed fixed gaze. She bit her bottom lip and gripped one breast, fingers sinking into the firm flesh.

Our eyes met, and she seized with shame and desire, thighs pressing tight around the hand pressed to her sex, but she didn’t look away. Madge’s cries of pleasure grew into shrieks in seconds as her sex shivered around me. Losing focus on my stepmom, my fingers slipped up, cupping one of Madelyn’s perfect breasts as I lost my rhythm, cock exploding within the woman’s depths.

The beast within purred in contentment as I dug deep, shooting into the woman’s womb. Madge purred in pleasure, mumbling incoherently as she gripped and kissed my arm, twisting beneath me until her lips met mine.

Sweaty and sated, I lost myself in the kiss for long seconds, our tongues warring until I broke off with a gasp and stared down. Guilty eyes glanced up at me, then back down as Ava moaned softly, her lips wrapped around my manhood as she knelt beside her best friend and me.

“Lay back, lover,” Madge purred in my ear, slowly kissing her way down my chest and stomach, “and you, move over.”

“Mnnnn.” Ava frowned, the corners of her lips turning down as she pulled up off my stiff cock. “You can help, darling, but this one’s mine.”

“Don’t be greedy,” Madge said, winking up at me. “There’s more than enough to go around if he’s this hard already.”

“I never got soft,” I said, reaching down and running my fingers through the actress’s silky hair as she sucked me deep.

Instead of registering jealousy, Ava’s eyes sparked with desire, and she leaned forward on her knees, drawing me into a kiss as we watched her friend sucking me. For long seconds, our lips caressed gently, my fingers tracing patterns on her back as Madelyn’s tongue played up and down my cock.

Ava could only watch for so long before she threw her thigh over mine. As I slid my hands up and gripped her waist, we stared deep into one another’s eyes as she sank down slowly, her velvety softness slowly encasing the length of me. Adding to the intense pleasure of her sex was the feel of a fiery tongue sliding down my shaft to lap at my balls.

Growling, I thrust up into Ava, bottoming out within her sex as my fingers sank into her hips. We both groaned in pleasure as she ground her sex against me, then my stepmom fell forward, her lips finding mine once again as she ground against my cock and I fucked up into her with short, hard thrusts.

We lost ourselves in the mad need for one another. My hands were all over her, eyes drinking in her beauty in the morning light, all while her dark hair cascaded around us and her cries of pleasure filled the open bedroom. The first orgasm I felt rip through her body only made her grip and grind against me all the harder, beginning a long string of small orgasms as I gripped her ass, grinding her clit against my pubis.

The beast within me purred as my orgasm rushed through me, and Ava’s hand found mine, fingers locking together as she screamed her pleasure into the mattress beside my head. My hot seed flooded her womb, triggering her biggest orgasm yet, and then we collapsed on the bed. We held one another in a hot sticky embrace, Madge crawling up to kiss my stepmom then me.

When the women began kissing again, Madge pressing Ava down beneath her, realization registered in my stepmom’s scent as shock passed through her. A brief hesitation, then she gave in to the pleasure as her hands reached up to caress Madelyn’s sides, then down to give the woman’s wide ass a firm slap.


Slap
 !

Seeing the former actress arch her back and purr like a cat, her pale ass shivering from the blow, put new steel in my cock, and I rose. Gripping both women’s hips, I pulled them to the edge of the bed. Both gave a yelp of surprise but smiled in pleasure when I told them not to stop.

Slipping Madelyn’s legs to the inside and rolling Ava’s back, I pressed the two woman’s pussies together. A hiss of shock from both shifted to moans of pleasure when my massive cock slipped between their lips.

With both pressed together and wet from our lovemaking, I was able to fuck back and forth between them. Sliding into one who would give a pleasing little shocked gasp, then out and into the other, before sliding it between their pressed outer lips and grinding against their clits.

All the while, I watched the friends exploring one another. Their kisses and caresses were broken up now and then by a few hard thrusts as they lost themselves in the pleasure of my thrusts. The other’s lips kissing her neck, or even in Madelyn’s case, drawing one of Ava’s nipples to her lips and suckling to a firm nubbin and sucking hard, even twisting and pulling it.

I drew out our pleasure as long as I could, enjoying the sight and the feel of them. It could have been hours, for all I knew, before I blew my load between their pressed sexes. Afterward, we all piled into the bath for an hour before wandering out to the kitchen in search of food.

“CT, put some pants on,” Ava said as she wrapped a robe she’d taken from a closet about herself, and I realized I was about to walk out unclothed again.

“I think he wants to show off his package to you know who,” Madge said with a wink.

“She could care less about me,” I said, grabbing my pants and pulling them on.

“Her loss then,” Madge said.

Ava frowned when I walked out to the kitchen and gave me that look that without pressing too hard said, “Do you want to talk about it?” But I shook my head. I wasn’t ready to deal with the problem of Donatella. Not after the incredible morning I’d just shared with these two incredible women.

“What do you want to eat?” Madge asked. “There’s mac and cheese or mac and cheese.”

“That sounds amazing, actually. Do we have the butter and everything?” my stepmom asked.

“Powdered, I’m afraid, but there’s enough here to feed an army.” She pushed open the pantry door and showed a shelf full of dozens of the blue boxes.

“We should go through the entire house and see what we could use,” I said. “I don’t think Dee’s aunt is going be needing this stuff anytime soon.”

“True,” Ava said.

As Madelyn cooked a large pot of noodles, Ava and I searched through the rest of the kitchen. We scrounged a few bottles of spices, including a large bin of peppercorns and salt which would always come in handy, as well as a set of pots and pans.

I felt guilty about taking the cookware, especially when it was clearly so expensive and well maintained, but we could check with Dee before leaving to make sure it wasn’t a problem. Having inspected the truck’s supplies, I knew an iron skillet and a gas grill would only get us so far.

Pulling out the canister of beef jerky, I munched away while Madge finished cooking the meal. When it came time to eat, I’d consumed the entire canister of jerky and had room for three helpings of pasta and cheese sauce.

I was contemplating getting a fourth helping when Dee walked in, her rifle missing and a cell phone in her hand that she referenced.

“We leave tomorrow morning, first light. Make sure you have everything packed and the vehicles fueled.”

“Should we plot a route?” I asked.

“I have. I’ve been working on one that should keep us to back roads and minor highways. Away from any major metropolitan areas. Do you each have a cell phone? I’ll share the map so we’re on the same page.”

“I’ve been thinking we should download a walkie-talkie app if we can access any servers,” I said. “Our cell batteries should last all day, and as long as we’re within range, we can use some of them without cell service.”

“Good thinking.” Dee nodded.

“How long is it going to take?” Madge asked.

“I can’t say, three days, maybe a week or more. Depends how much we have to backtrack or go around. Not every place was hit by the gas, and there are pockets of humanity that survived. The news is scattered and hard to make sense of, but it sounds like there are some horror shows going on in places.”

The news put a damper on our mood the rest of the afternoon as we packed and prepared to leave in the morning. When the truck and bikes were fueled, Dee took me by the elbow and led me off into the woods.












Chapter 26











I
 had to force myself not to stare at the young woman’s delicate features. I’d never seen such flawless beauty, and the shape of her lips, or the curve of her upturned nose, could catch my eye and trap my attention like a spell.

She came to a stop atop a small knoll with a breathtaking view through two mountains and a stand of tall pine trees. Far in the distance, I could make out the purple shapes of mountains and a small town at their base. The town looked like little more than a dash of red and yellow against the dark and light green of the landscape, so far away I couldn’t make out any details.

“You haven’t finished the Change, so ascension isn’t possible, but you can still harness the senses.” At my puzzled frown, she lifted her hand and ticked off four fingers. “Sight, hearing, smell, and strength. You also have access to the instinctual faculties, but we’ll leave them for another time.”

Instantly I had a million questions, but I could tell this was the wrong time to ask them, instead I listened attentively, letting the musical quality of her voice wash over me and trying my hardest not to parse the intoxicating aroma of her scent, to know what she was thinking and feeling.

“The senses can be enhanced through focus, hunger, and need.” Dee held up the first finger. “Sight when used to the exclusion of all other senses, can be enhanced to degrees most Alphas never realize. It’s the safest and easiest to learn, so we’ll start there. You’re going to focus on a target, in this case, that gas station on the west side of that town.”

“What gas station?” I asked, squinting but still only seeing a dim blur.

“Don’t squint, that tightens everything you should be loosening. Just stare at the base of the mountain. You see different colors where the town is?” I nodded, and she went on. “Okay, relax your eyes, and let the image come to you. Don’t think about it. It will make sense in a moment. It’s almost like you’re welcoming in the image, letting sounds dim and the world around you fade away. If you start to tense up, remember that feeling a few hours ago when you were in bed with your pride.”

I blinked at her, but she nodded her chin back at the distant mountain.

“Focus. Forget the rest of the world, unless you’re brought back into it, then let warm memories untether you. Yes?”

“I’ll try,” I said.

“Do, there is no try.”

“Okay, Yoda.” I rolled my eyes, but the young woman just frowned at me.

“My name is Donatella. I’ve told you this. Did you hit your head yesterday?”

“You’ve never seen Star Wars
 ?” I asked, incredulous.

“Oh,” she said, blushing prettily, “I didn’t realize it was a pop culture reference. I didn’t get much access where I grew up. Back to your practice, before we lose the light.”

The snap in her voice pulled my eyes back to the distant mountain. Her words didn’t make sense, but I tried to relax my eyes, letting the distant image come to me. All I got was watery eyes and a mild headache from trying to focus on not focusing too hard while the gorgeous creature’s scent clouded my head.

Finally, we called it for the night, Dee telling me not to be discouraged that I hadn’t gotten it on the first try.

“Nothing about this is intuitive until it is, and that won’t make sense until it does.”

She gave me a wink before grabbing a bowl of mac and cheese and sitting on the couch with her phone. Ava and Madge opened up another bottle of wine, and I tried to ignore Madge's none-too-sly winks and my stepmom’s questioning looks.

“There’s still a half hour before full dark,” I said, handing each a pistol and one of the boxes of ammo we had the largest supply of. “Let’s get some practice in while we can.”

“Only if you promise we’re going to bed right after, tiger,” Madelyn said. “I plan to get my fill before we’re muddy and bloody again.”

There was no way I’d argue with her about that. We didn’t make it back to bed before hands began to wander and clothes fell. I took both in the forest, bent over against a tree while the other kept lookout.

I think they got off on the fact that we could be snuck up on by a pack of mutants at any moment. I know Madge was especially wild as I slammed into her from behind, her teeth sinking into my arm as she struggled to stifle her cries of pleasure, one hand hauling on my hips as I slammed into her, encouraging me to faster and harder thrusts. All while the other pressed against the tree’s trunk, fingers white with tension as her body shook in bliss.

That night we slept like the dead, waking not long before sunrise to shower and pack the last of our things. Making sure we had everything, I stepped out as the sun was lightening the treetops above. Dee didn’t bother shutting the door before hopping on her bike and firing it up.

I pulled on my helmet and took up the rear, firing up the heavy police bike after making sure my weapons were all locked into place. I’d taken one of the extra leather holsters and strapped it behind the headlight so I could grab the pistol inside should I need to.

Rolling behind the heavy truck, I took in the beautiful scenery of eastern Oregon as we drove through the morning. Dee kept us on a good pace, and we crossed two small bridges without issue and passed through a small town without arousing more than a couple mutants that raced angrily in our wake, easily dropped with a few well-placed pistol shots and left for the carrion eaters if they would have them.

It would have been nice if we’d had the time to give everyone a proper funeral. Not just because it was the right thing to do, but because I could foresee an issue with disease and plague cropping up, eventually. The smell alone would be horrific for months.

There wasn’t time to waste on every mutant we encountered, so we killed those we could and avoided the rest. Dee could sense when there was a large pack ahead and would change our course accordingly. One time we were forced to backtrack a dozen miles through twisting mountain roads and onto a larger highway.

I could see Madge frowning in annoyance when we finally got back on track, but I kept my mouth closed. The odd young woman had shown remarkable skills, and I had my suspicions about what she really was.

We ate on the road, shoving sticks of cheese and meat into our mouths as we made our way through rolling farmlands. The road was empty and the sky clear, and it was easy to forget the horrors living just behind each turn and feel like we were rolling through paradise itself with the green hills surrounding us.

The illusion fell away when we spotted a large black column of smoke rising ahead of us twenty minutes later. Dee pulled over to the side of the road, and we stopped beside her as she pulled up the map.

“We’ll have to backtrack a whole day if we want to go around this.”

“Why don’t we get closer and see what’s going on?” I asked. “The land’s flat enough that we should be able to have plenty of warning if we have to run.”

Dee glanced up at the sun, judging how long it was until darkness fell, and nodded.

“Fill up now, though, just in case we’re running.”

We filled the tanks and loaded our weapons, and I took a moment to check on Ava and Madge, making sure they were okay. The pair had a whole setup going on in the truck when I glanced in. Ava was driving, and Madge had a paper map folded between them with our trail since Portland mapped out. There was also an old CD player hooked up to a portable speaker with the plug in the cigarette lighter socket.

“What are you listening to?” I asked with a laugh.

“The only CDs I could find in that house were a Disney sing-along and Fleetwood Mac, you guess which,” Ava said, drawing a grin from me.

“Don’t have too much fun in here,” I said with a wink.

“We ran out of twenty questions two hundred questions ago,” Madge said, sighing as she leaned against the door. “You don’t have to worry about that.”

“Let’s go,” Dee called, firing up her bike.

Giving each a nod and making sure their guns were near at hand and safeties on, I swung onto my bike and took off after Dee, letting Ava and Madge take up the rear. It only took a few minutes to crest a low hill and see the scene spread out before us, and I found a grim mask etched on Dee’s face as she scanned it.
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A
 n overpass reached over the highway, and at its peak was a small pocket of free space with a couple of figures dancing around in the center. One side of the overpass was a towering column of black smoke, while the other was a moving carpet of mutants packed together and spreading out across the plain and road for a hundred meters.

“There must be a thousand of them,” I said, trying to comprehend what I was witnessing.

“The trail of corpses leads to the trailer park.” Dee pointed to a mound of green far off on the horizon, but I couldn’t make out any details. “Hell of a ride they’ve had.”

“We have to go save them,” I said and scented the spike of anxiety from my stepmom when she heard me.

“Too big of a risk,” Dee said, shaking her head. “I can’t afford to lose you— Hey! Idiot boy!”

Seeing living people moving around on that overpass made it impossible for me to turn away, and I couldn’t let Dee’s silken voice and logic change my mind. Throwing open my throttle, I sank back into the seat as it leapt beneath me.

The figures in the distance were too far for me to see clearly, but they spotted me, or heard the roar of my engine approaching, and I saw a pair of arms waving. Ignoring their cries, I pulled over beside a large steel pole with a diamond-shaped sign on it.

Pulling out my phone, I keyed the app and spoke into it.

“Ava, drive the truck beneath the overpass, and slow when you’re beneath. I’m going to clear you a path.”

I held my breath, waiting for the silver-haired beauty to object to my plan, but she said nothing, instead drawing the blade from her back and revving her engine a few times, its high-pitched whine drawing the attention of dozens of the mutants in the back ranks who stopped trying to claw through their comrades and instead rushed toward us, drawing more and more with them every second.

“Dee, keep them safe, and I’ll keep the pack off your backs.”

Throwing my weight into the sign pole, I broke it free of the dirt holding it in place and swung back aboard my bike. The pole was heavy and awkward, but I wasn’t going to use it as a weapon. After securing it to the back handlebar with one of the elastic straps on the bike, I grabbed a canister of diesel fuel off the truck. Firing up the bike’s engine, I took off, turning off the highway and cutting across the farmland.

My bike was heavy, but I kept to the hard-packed dirt trails between squares of crops, aiming for a large orchard stretching to the north. Chancing a quick glance backward, I saw the truck and Dee’s bike making for the overpass as the bulk of the mutants charged after me, drawn by the horrendous banging sound of the sign as it bounced off hard, dry dirt and rock.

It was a miracle the sign didn’t hang up on anything and tear free as I raced across the dirt. The sound of gnashing and growling grew closer and closer, but I didn’t hazard another glace back as the dirt path required all my attention to keep from dropping the bike.

Once I hit the orchard, it was faster going, and I gunned the throttle, peaking back to see a large majority of the mutant swarm curling out after me in a wide arc. With the angle, I couldn’t see how Dee and the ladies were doing and could only pray.

The orchard was a massive square of land that stretched back to the forest. The trees on one side of the orchard were far older and larger than the others, and I started there, flicking off the lid of the gas canister and letting the liquid dump out in my wake.

Long minutes passed as I zipped through trees and cut around in a large circle, the sign banging loudly behind me the whole time. By the time I’d circled the orchard and was coming back around to the highway, I saw the swarm of mutants on the overpass had thinned out considerably.

The shambling horrors were spread all throughout the orchard and beyond, back to the road. Those that couldn’t run stumbled across the field of crops.

Ripping my shirt off, I stuffed one end into the mostly empty fuel canister and dug a lighter out of my pack. All the while I kept my eyes peeled for the truck, heart thudding in my chest. Finally, I saw it burst forth from the other side of the overpass, three figures clinging to the tarp in the bed while Dee’s sword flashed in the evening light as she carved a path through the last of the mutants.

Breathing a sigh of relief, I lit the rags of my shirt and opened the throttle back, tire washing out and fishtailing as I gunned it.

Hurling the flaming canister was the easy part, the hard part was smashing a path through the mutants. At first, I thought to barrel through, but a couple dozen of the giant bastards charged me with arms out, and I knew they could overwhelm me.

Flipping the sign around, I held it beneath my arm like a lance and gripped the steel pole as hard as I could. I figured the pole would push through my hands at the first mutant I struck, but fear and adrenaline had the battle juices rushing through me, and in my panic, I felt the steel crumple beneath my hand like a stick of butter.

Smashing through the front line, I swung the sign side to side, bashing mutants out of my way before the thing was torn from my grip. Bloody claws tore at me, snatching at my skin, pants, and pack. For one terrifying second, I felt my momentum slow as the heat and stench of their bodies overwhelmed me.

Screaming through their fear and rage at being trapped, I watched two mutants fall before my front tire, broken teeth gnashing at the rubber as it rolled over their faces. And then I was clear.

Icy wind caressed me as I zipped over to the highway, cooling the sweat on my brow as I shouted out in joy and relief to be free.

A loud “whoosh” of an explosion sent a wave of warmth against my back and lit up the evening sky as diesel fuel caught fire. By the time I was on the highway and cruising after the truck, there was a billowing column of thick, black smoke rising into the air as the screams of hundreds of mutants joined in with the crackling flames.

I caught up with the truck a few minutes later, pulled over at the top of a small hill with a good view of the surrounding lands. Three figures were climbing down off the bed of the truck. They each clutched an injury, but none worse than the lone man who held a stump tied off with a bloody tourniquet against his chest.

“God bless you all,” one of the women sobbed as she collapsed onto the ground. “I thought we were dead.”

“You’re okay now,” Ava said, helping the young woman up. “Come on over here, and let us see to those wounds.”

The three of them had vacant-eyed expressions as they let Madge and my stepmom help them over to sit against the guardrail as they fussed over nasty cuts and gouges torn out of their flesh, evidence of a harrowing journey.

“I’m CT,” I said, stepping up, “and this is Ava, Madelyn, and Dee.” I pointed to the silver-haired beauty who kept apart, her eyes scanning the horizon and watching the few mutants who’d managed to escape the blazing inferno I’d made of the orchard.

“Darrel,” the man said, his eyes staring ahead, unseeing.

“I’m Susan, and this is Jenny,” the slender blonde spoke, looking a touch better off than her two comrades. The other woman looked the worst off of the three, with a large purple bruise on her skull, but the color was fading from the bruise quickly.

“We need to get them somewhere safer so we can look at these injuries,” Ava said. “Darrel let me see that arm… You’re going to need fresh bandages and antibiotics. Madge, get them from the first aid kit.”

Susan watched Madelyn hurry over to the truck, and I saw a puzzled frown creep onto her face.

“Weren’t you Elenore Ingleby from Days of Our Lives
 ?” the woman asked, her tone registering shock that brought the man’s eyes back around, blinking as he focused on the actress hurrying back with the supplies.

“A lifetime ago.” Madelyn beamed. “Were you a fan?”

“The biggest,” Susan said, but her eyebrows pinched together in a frown of confusion. “I don’t understand what’s going on. What are Madelyn Heatherton, a crazy samurai girl, and Brad Pitt’s younger twin doing in the middle of bum-fuck Oregon saving a couple of rednecks from a zombie horde?”

Her voice rose with each successive word until the woman was screaming by the end as Madelyn stood patiently in front of her. The second woman was drawn out of her stupor by the screaming and blinked over at her friend, then shockingly broke out in laughter.

“Susan, you dumb bitch, these people just saved our lives. Stop your caterwauling.” The woman still chuckled as she wiped a smear of blood that was sheeting down the side of her face. “Darrel, get a handle on your woman before I do.”

The woman’s words had a powerful effect on the pair, and Susan’s rage faded as if it had never been. It was their scents that intrigued me the most. Jenny was in her mid-thirties, maybe early forties, it was hard to tell with blood matting her hair and ash darkening her features.

Susan’s and Darrel’s scents were muted, simplistic, and easy to parse. The man was in shock, pain clouding out his ability to struggle clear of it, but Jenny’s every word reached through that fog to cause little spikes in his emotions. While Susan and Darrel both had wedding rings, all of her love and devotion flowed toward Jenny as she watched the younger woman.

Jenny’s scent was strong and complex, harder to parse and infinitely more complex, but I could discern her curiosity and a kind of fatalistic amusement at the situation.

“You’re the Alpha. Not Darrel.”
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T
 he words popped out of my mouth as my brain was catching up to the obvious fact, and I felt Dee’s attention get riveted to us, her interest suddenly sharp. She walked over, her black boots crunching on gravel as she stared daggers at Jenny.


So are you.


I didn’t say it out loud, but it was as if Dee heard me because she flinched slightly but carefully didn’t meet my gaze.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” Jenny said tiredly, lifting her arm as Ava pressed a bandage to her bleeding side and handed her one to press to her head. “All I know is the world went crazy, and then we were jumping off an overpass into your truck. Thanks, by the way, that was pretty brave what you all did.”

“Tell us everything that happened,” Dee said, her tone oddly gentle. “From when you breathed in the gas and Changed, to when we found you.”

“Changed.” The woman laughed once, then winced in pain and glanced down at her two friends. Madge was seeing to the man’s missing hand as best she could while Susan stared around at everyone, a bit lost. “That’s a good term for it.” The woman glanced from me to Dee, and I saw a frown of suspicion flit across her face before she spoke in more measured tones.

“I was at Darrel and Susan’s getting a bag of… things when alarms started going off everywhere. Green gas filled the place and… Well, things got a bit dirty for a few hours there. Turns out Darrel’s a bit of a cuck, enjoys seeing his wife railed in front of him, don’t you Darrel?”

Jenny flashed the man a cruel smile, but he didn’t respond, too focused on Madge replacing the bloody bandage on his stump.

“Anyway, we spent a few hours having fun and doing all the… stuff he had. That’s when we heard the first zombies outside.”

“Not zombies, but Balphas,” I said when she paused to take a breath. The woman shot me a look like I must be brain dead or something, and I wanted to scream a reminder that we’d just risked our lives to save them.

“Whatever they are, they got Darrel’s arm straight off. Tore the fucker’s head off for hurting my man.” I saw the woman frown at herself, her scent jangling curiously as she struggled through complex emotions. “Anyway, we got clear of the trailer park and holed up in a library for a day. The fuckers were only massing, though, came at us in strength.”

She pointed back to the billowing column of smoke.

“Led them on a merry chase across three counties. Thanks again for that. Mighty fine sight, seeing them fuckers burning.”

“Tell them about the convoy, Jen,” Susan piped up then flinched when the younger woman shot her a glare.

“I’m getting to it, goddamn, always with the fucking sniping.” The woman’s eyes alighted on my stepmom’s face, and I saw the hard edges of her features soften, and her eyes dropped down to take in Ava’s body with a lascivious stare. “Two days ago, an armored convoy rolled through here, heading south. Couldn’t see what they were carrying, and they never stopped. We tried flagging them down, but the motherfuckers rolled right past without even slowing.”

“That’s awful,” Madge said.

“I’ve got another cut right here,” Jenny said, grabbing my stepmom’s wrist and pushing it down toward her inner thighs. “Why don’t you see to easing it, eh sexy?”

“Let go of me!” Ava said, trying to pull away.

The woman seemed like a royal bitch, but I hadn’t been expecting such aggressive behavior. Seeing her grab Ava awoke the beast within me. I went from quietly pondering to a roaring inferno of possessive rage in a second as a snarl rose up from the back of my throat.

Jenny froze, and the complex aroma of her scent stilled as well. As our eyes met, something passed between us, and I saw straight into her slightly feral heart. A low growl rolled out of me, warning, though it was no longer necessary. The woman now knew her place.

“Good,” Dee said, breaking the tension, “now that you’ve sorted yourselves out, we need to get going. It’s going to be dark soon, and we need to find a place to camp.”

“Just drop us off a few miles down the road,” Jenny said, standing and testing her side, which was heavily bandaged, with tentative fingers. “There’s a gun shop I know. We’ll get armed and be on our way.”

“It’s too dangerous to split up,” I said. “We should all stick together—”

“The woman’s made up her mind, CT, respect it.” Dee’s tone was firm and her gaze even firmer as she watched the other female Alpha warily.

For her part, Jenny didn’t know what to make of Dee. I could see her taking deep breaths through her nose as she and her pride hobbled over to the truck to climb in the back, but she didn’t have any more success than I had in discerning anything about the young woman.

I was happy Dee spoke up. Something about Jenny didn’t feel right to me. I knew I wouldn’t be comfortable with her around and neither would Ava, who eyed the woman warily whenever she drew near, her scent spiking with aversion.

We pulled over a few miles down the road when we spotted the shop advertising guns, ammo, and porno videos. I helped the three down from the back of the truck while Madge and Ava stayed inside, eyeing the three warily.

“Good luck,” I said to Jenny, and the woman put her hand out.

“Thank you again for saving our lives. We owe you. And sorry for being such a greedy bitch. I didn’t mean nothing by it.”

“It’s fine,” I said, although we both knew it wasn’t. “We’re heading to Colorado where there’s supposed to be a safe place at NORAD.”

“Fuck that,” Jenny said, shaking her head. “Those bastards didn’t stop to help us, so fuck them and their plans.”

“Good luck to you then,” I said.

“Head down to Arizona,” Dee called from her bike. “You’ll find refuge there.”

Jenny eyed the silver-haired woman and nodded, then motioned for her pride to follow her as they headed for the gun shop. I watched the three hobble away, feeling like we hadn’t done nearly enough for the only other living souls we’d seen. Finally, I took off after the truck, feeling a deep sense of frustration.

Two hours later, our camp was set up, and we were sitting around a small fire in silence eating our food monotonously when Dee spoke up.

“She was an Alpha,” the young woman said, her pale-yellow eyes finding mine. “Could you feel it in her?”

“She was like you,” I said, and then wished I could have taken it back when Dee’s face twisted in revulsion.

“I’m nothing like her,” the woman said with a hard frown. “I might have fallen into it, just as you can. But I’ve held to a higher purpose.”

“I thought you either were or you weren’t a certain type of Alpha?” Ava asked.

“It’s complicated,” Dee said, frowning. “The early theories all had to do with genetics, but it's more involved than that. My grandfather proved an Alpha can ascend and… regress… If they lose purpose.”

“And that purpose is…?” Madge asked.

“You,” I said, nodding to her and my stepmom, before turning back to Dee. “Right?”

Those pale-yellow eyes studied me for a long second before she finally nodded.

“That’s right. It took decades, and dozens of Alpha subjects, for them to discover the importance of an Alpha’s pride. Not only their shared love and connection, but the spirits of all involved.” The young woman’s gaze grew piercing as she spoke next. “Tell me how you knew, slim?”

“Neither Darrel nor Susan loved the Alpha,” I said, shrugging. “They were slaves to her, and the lack of affection or intimacy tainted the whole group, twisting them all.”

“Sharp nose,” Dee said nodding. “There’s hope for you yet.”

“I wish we could do something for them,” Madge said.

“I don’t.” Ava frowned. “That woman gave me the creeps.”

“Me too”—Madge nodded—“but how many others have survived?”

“I suspect more than we first guessed,” Dee said, rising and rinsing off her bowl. “We’ll have to be more careful in the future, but you did good taking out that large horde, CT. Consider the moratorium on bonding with your pride on pause… for now.” She laughed a short, sharp bark, and I wished I could have seen her features in the dark. “Just don’t keep me up all night, or I’ll make you three sleep separately.”

“Okay, Mom,” I said, drawing a bark of laughter from Ava and Madelyn, and I even heard a little chuckle from Donatella as she slipped into her tent.
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T
 he three of us sat up for another twenty minutes, staring up at the incredible night sky. There was no light pollution out there, and I’d never seen so many stars in my life. The whole opposite arm of the Milky Way galaxy stretched across from horizon to horizon, and as the fire burned down, the stars’ glow lit the world in a magical silvery light.

Rising, I reached down and took both Madelyn's and Ava's hands and silently drew them both to their feet. Standing beneath the glittering heavens, we held one another, grateful for one another and this chance to just be together.

My hands rested at the small of their backs, fingers playing on the fine hairs there, and I felt Ava shiver and her arm tighten around my waist. As she kissed the side of my neck, pleasure radiated out from the touch, then a second set of lips touched the other side, and the beast within growled in desire.

Stumbling, we fell onto the blankets, clothes kicked off in a pile near the entrance of our tent. Madelyn stifled her giggles of pleasure as my hands slid up her inner thighs to caress her wetness, moaning into my lips as her hand joined Ava’s. The women’s fingers teased the length of my stiffness until insistent hands pulled me behind Ava’s firm ass.

Pulling Madge close, I gripped her soft ass, our passionate kisses filling the tent with wet sounds as Ava sighed in pleasure. I hissed against Madelyn’s lips when my stepmom pushed back against me, her wet sex swallowing my cock to the hilt in one thrust.

Ava pulled the blankets up to muffle her cries of pleasure as I gripped her waist, fingers digging into the hollow of her hip as her ass slapped back against my crotch. All the while my fingers found their way into Madge’s tightness, and I watched the sexy older woman’s large breasts shake and bounce as she trembled in pleasure.

I could have spent all night enjoying the delights of both women, but I knew Donatella lay not ten feet away, hearing every utterance and squish. Fucking Ava to a powerful orgasm, I pulled Madelyn beneath me, my cock still slick with my stepmom’s fluids, and drove into the MILF’s quivering pussy.

It didn’t take long with the two of them pressed beneath me, Madge’s tightness shivering in orgasm around my cock, for me to explode deep within the woman’s depths. The three of us held one another as we came down from the heights of pleasure, and I drew the blankets over us as the two people I cared most about in the world snuggled beneath my arms.

It grew warm and sweaty beneath the covers, but I slept like a baby in heaven. I woke once in the middle of the night when Ava went off to make her water; when she returned a few minutes later, I drew her into my arms, turning and spooning her from behind.

Ava purred quietly in pleasure, her lips pressing to my arm as she slid her ass down so my semi-hard cock nestled between her firm cheeks. My hand rose slowly from her waist to cup one massive breast, finger gliding over the hardening nipple as Ava rocked her hips, my dick hardening against her ass.

Without a word spoken, I reached down, and she angled her ass up, giving me access, and with a hiss of pleasure, I slide home within her. We lay there for a long second, my cock hard as steel and throbbing within her depths as Ava’s head rested on my shoulder, her fiery breath rushing in and out against my arm.

Ava flexed the muscles within her sex, and the beast within purred in pleasure as I began to fuck her with slow gentle motions. As I did, my hands roamed her body, caressing her sides and hips and fondling both breasts for long minutes, even pulling hard on both nipples as I’d seen Madge do the morning before. When I did, Ava’s pussy tightened down on my cock and she bit her bottom lip to keep from crying out in pleasure.

I lost track of the number of orgasms Ava had as we made slow love there under the blankets while Madelyn snored beside us, but by the time I flooded her womb with a massive load of cum, she’d left bite marks in my bicep to keep from crying out.

After, we lay there holding one another, my cock still buried within her as we drifted off to sleep. I woke just before dawn to find Ava humping back against me with sharp little thrusts as the sound of her fingers teasing her sex filled the tent. She gasped in pleasure when I gripped her hips and shook her way through a powerful orgasm.

Cool hands pried me onto my back as Madelyn swung her leg over my waist. The former actress looked like a goddess as she shook out her hair, the glow of starlight still filling the tent along with a hint of dawn’s light.

Hand resting upon my abdomen, arms pressing her large breast together, the woman rode me with deliberate slowness. Her faint little gasps of pleasure caused wisps of her silky hair to swing away from her face in the most adorable way as I watched her ride me. Her sexy display only lasted a few minutes before we couldn’t stand it any longer and she fell onto me, our lips meeting and tongues dancing in a passionate kiss as I drove up into her with fierce need.

I only faintly registered the sound of logs being dropped on the fire as I flooded the sexy woman’s pussy with a hot load of cum. Panting, we lay there for a few moments gathering ourselves while Ava slipped from the tent with a wink.

“They done in there?” Dee asked, and I couldn’t tell what emotion laced her tone, if any.

“I believe so,” Ava said. “We have a French press if you’d rather have real coffee instead of that instant stuff.”

“What’s a French press?” Dee asked.

I stole a few last kisses from Madelyn before letting her slip from my arms to pull her clothes on. Pulling on my pants, I dug through my bag and found another clean shirt. I was running low on shirts I saw and made a mental note to stop throwing them away.

Dee was in better spirits than I’d guessed she would be, but perhaps that was the influence of the fresh coffee, light-years better than what she was used to. After a quick breakfast, we packed up and were back on the road.

Our second day went far smoother than our first, and we made good time. The going was still many times slower than if we’d taken the freeways, but the safer route was faster in the end.

In the late afternoon, we saw more signs of battles as mutant corpses stretched across the road and up into a small town. We didn’t bother slowing to check out the scene, wary of getting trapped by another swarm.

Dee had spotted signs of several large packs of mutants roaming the countryside. They left wide, easy-to-spot trails, but the behavior disturbed me. I wondered what it was they were searching for, then figured it was probably best not to know.

Our second night of camping was spent in the center of a beautiful park, with gray mountains off to the east and a purple sunset to the west. I roasted hot dogs and buns over an open flame while the women bathed in a nearby pond.

Dee had pulled out a bar of soap and a bottle of shampoo, offering to wash the women's hair if they washed hers. They’d taken her up on the offer. More, I thought for the chance to get some information out of the girl than for the need to bathe until I sniffed myself and realized how sour I smelled and how greasy my hair was getting.

By the time they returned, there was a large platter of dogs and toasted buns waiting. I’d consumed two packages while I waited for them to return and accepted the soap and shampoo and waded out into the pond to bathe.

It was good to see the three of them getting along, but a part of me was wary, even jealous, of Dee. Almost as if she was another wolf, nosing around my pack, looking to peel a few of my females away to form another. The thought was silly, but a deep, primal part of my mind wouldn’t let it go, and their happy laughter grated on my nerves when I returned.

“CT, Dee just told the most horrific joke in the world!” Madelyn said around snorts of laughter.

“It’s bad,” Ava said around a laugh, her eyes a touch concerned when she saw my expression.

Dee rose and stepped over to her tent, taking up her gun cleaning kit and rifle. “Be ready to go at first light. There’s someplace I want to search tomorrow. We might be there for a few hours.”

“Where?” I asked, a touch of suspicion entering my tone.

“Have a good night, you two, and you.” The yellow-eyed beauty paused before entering her tent, eyes fixed on me and expression unreadable. “You disobeyed my orders yesterday and endangered us all. Don’t do it again.”

With that, she swept aside the flap and disappeared into the dark interior and left me standing there filled with frustration and nowhere to vent it. Until my eyes fell on Madge’s pale green and Ava’s pale blue eyes. The women seemed to know what I needed even better than I did.

We nearly tore the tent down in our haste to crawl within, and I did tear my shirt when I pulled it over my head. Heedless of the fact that I’d just ruined the second to last one I had left, I threw myself into furious lovemaking with the two gorgeous MILFs. All the while visions of a delicately featured face and challenging yellow eyes filled my mind no matter how hard I tried to banish them.
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T
 he next day I was groggy as we rolled out of bed and drank two quick cups of coffee before we hit the road. The fueling process was a well-oiled process by this point, but we were running under half full in the reserve tanks which made me nervous. When I mentioned this to Dee, she said we’d be able to refuel at the facility she wanted to stop at.

“They should have a fueling depot with enough to top you off, but you’re going to have to be quick. I can’t say how long we’ll be there, and we might have to leave in a hurry.”

“Can you tell us what to expect?” I asked. “We can’t be much help if we’re running in blind.”

“There is a secret government facility. They did research into Alphas and Balphas, I want to have a look into what they discovered and see if I can find out anything about where they might be holding my sisters and mom. There may still be guards, or the place might be empty and we’ll find nothing.”

I turned to Madge and Ava, but my stepmom was already shaking her head.

“We aren’t being left behind. I’m not standing around and waiting again. I’m coming.”

Madelyn didn’t look nearly as sure, but she would not be left alone with the vehicles. Though Dee glared daggers at my back the whole time, I took twenty minutes to make sure everyone’s weapons were clean and loaded before we rolled out. The girl wanted to hurry, but it pays to be cautious sometimes, and hovering in the back of my mind was the genuine fear that any day could be one of our last, and I was determined to not let that happen.

Finally ready, Dee slung her sword on her back and kicked off her bike, flipping me the finger as she waved us forward. I wanted to be annoyed, but her cheeky grin made it impossible.

With me once more taking up the rear, we rolled out down the country road, heading deeper and deeper into the forest for two hours. If not for my preternatural sense of direction, I’d have been lost after a dozen turns onto different winding roads. Instead, I could sense us take a meandering path south and west, always climbing higher and higher until Dee turned off on a smoothly paved concrete driveway.

There was no gate at the bottom of the driveway, but I spied two cameras tucked up in the trees. I didn’t see any other signs of security until we’d gotten past a few turns. Then a giant black steel gate appeared, with a camera-mounted fence marching back into the forest on either side.

Dee punched a combination into the keypad she found, but the gate didn’t open. In the end, she and I had to pry the gate, breaking the gears that moved it under motion control so it swung open freely.

Once past the gate, we dropped into a small grass-lined hollow with a large round facility in the center. The building looked like a bunker. It was built out of thick slabs of gray concrete with few windows on its outer walls.

A small parking lot was empty, but Dee was cautious as she led us in.

“Stick close,” the woman warned us as she flicked on her flashlight and slipped into the dark interior.

After meeting Ava’s and Madge’s eyes and getting a nod of readiness from each, I slipped into Dee’s wake.

The building wasn’t large, but inside we found a warren of small offices and labs. There was no power so we couldn’t get access to their computer systems, but Dee grabbed and scanned every slip of paper she found, growing more and more frustrated the less we found.

When Madge found a heavily locked door that opened onto a staircase leading underground, we found the true horror show.

“What is that smell?” Ava asked, half-choking on the fetid aroma.

I drew in a deep breath and smelled the sickly sweet scent of death combined with days or weeks of old human waste. Dee started down without hesitation, drawing a pistol from her side as she edged down the long straight stairway.

The women followed, alternating between retching and fighting to hold their breath. The scent didn’t make me sick as it did them, but it did raise the hackles on the back of my neck and arms. Each step felt like we were walking into the den of a rabid animal.

Dee reached the bottom, her flashlight illuminating a painted white floor, then she turned to the side and almost instantly reeled back with a look of horror on her exquisite face. Madge and Ava both took one look, then turned and emptied their stomachs against a back wall.

I found a short hallway with a desk and computer at the end, along the hall were a series of labs or jail cells. Only instead of bars, there were giant walls of clear plexiglass that let the observer look in with an unobstructed view of the horror shows within.

Three rooms held women, or what had once been women. Their bodies were distended and bloated in odd places. Their skin was sickly green and cracked in places that oozed bright red lines of blood that ran down the tables they were strapped to, to drip onto the floor and dry in big black puddles.

The reason Madge and Ava were still being sick, nearly brought up my breakfast as well. The three creatures’ bellies were horrifically stretched out, the skin hanging down off them in sheets, while their bodies below the waist looked as though some fanged monster had chewed its way out.

“What the hell is this?” I asked.

“Experiments,” Dee said, her anger a match for my own.

“What were they trying to—”

“NGHHH NNNNN!”

The farthest woman gave out a bubbling groan of pain that didn’t sound human.

“They’re alive?” Madge asked.

“Not for long,” Dee said, but I grabbed her arm before she could reach out and open the sealed plexiglass door.

“We don’t know what did that to them. I won’t let you expose them to it.” I nodded to the two women with sickly green skin.

Dee frowned but nodded, turning her frown back on the three poor souls strapped to their tables. Her eyes traced lines of fluids reaching out of them and heading up to disappear into the wall.

“Let’s find out where those lead,” Dee said.

No one argued about leaving the horror show, but we stuck together in a tight group, even more wary of what we might find.

Searching through the rest of the first floor, we didn’t find anything as evil as what we’d found below, but we did discover a long lab situated directly above the holding cells in the basement. Three stations were set up with computer monitors and small desks beside a complex collection of drips and IVs.

None of it made sense to me, but Dee moved down the line, reading the labels on all the drugs and snatching a few vials from a cabinet.

“What are you doing?” I asked as she took a hypodermic needle and began filling it from the vial of yellowish liquid.

“She’s putting them out of their misery,” Madge said, and when the silver-haired young woman nodded, the former actress threw her arms around Dee’s shoulders and hugged her tight.

The young woman looked shocked by the contact, but Madge released her just as quick and wiped a tear from one eye. We watched in grim silence as she flooded the IV lines with pure liquid opium.

“That should take care of it,” Dee said with a nod, then she fell to her knees clutching at her head.

I’d taken a step forward to see what was wrong when a wave of pain and fear swept through my mind. It took a second to realize it was a sound so high-pitched as to be outside the range of normal human hearing. As quickly as it struck us, the sound faded, and I found myself on my knees just like Dee, clutching at my skull.

“We have to go… now!” Dee said. I could see the fear written plain across her features, and her scent was in a frenzy, though I tried not to focus on it.

“What… was that?” I asked, tasting blood in my mouth and realizing I’d bitten my tongue.

“Death throes… Alphas send it out when they die, a farewell or warning… Not sure the instinctual purpose but those… things below just sent one out— NGGGHH!”

The two of us collapsed onto the lab’s floor, cool tile pressing against my cheek as a second wave of pain and fear swept over me. Even in the fog of agony, I could sense what Donatella had said, that it was the creatures’ death throes, but there was more wrapped up within it.

“We… need… to go!” I managed to get out through gritted teeth when the pain finally subsided, and Dee and I met one another’s eyes, the same fear written across both of our features.

“We didn’t feel anything,” Ava said, her scent scared and fearful but smooth and stable, unlike Madge who had hints of panic in her scent. “CT, what’s the matter?”

I tried to respond, but the third death throe struck then, and the world went black as consciousness faded.
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T
 he world rushed back in, and I sat up with a gasp, looking around just as Dee did the same thing. We still lay in the long lab, but our bodies had been pulled over to one side and blankets thrown over us.

The young woman’s eyes were just as wild and lost as mine felt as we popped to our feet. A gunshot rang out, then another and another, and we moved toward the sounds, almost tripping over one another in our haste.

“What the fuck was that?” I asked as we rushed out into the hallway.

“They must have given birth,” Dee growled. “Sent a warning on their death.”

“Those were… mothers?” I asked, the thought making my stomach queasy, but even as I asked, I knew it must be true.

The sounds of gunshots led us to the second floor where we found Madge and Ava in a large office firing out the windows at a growing horde of mutants.

“Oh, thank God you’re awake!” Madge said, running over when we burst into the lab. “They showed up minutes after you passed out. We didn’t know what to do!”

“Locked the doors downstairs,” Ava said, flashing me a relieved smile but keeping her gun trained at the horde below. “We’ve been shooting any that try to climb up, but something has driven them wild. They’re clawing their way in through the steel doors!”

“They came to the Brood Mothers’ aid,” Dee mused, glancing out the window at the horde of growling, gnashing mutants.

“What did you call it?” I asked, stepping up beside her and seeing that my stepmom was right. These mutants were more enraged and excited than any we’d seen thus far.

As one started clambering atop a mutant beside it, crushing the mutant beneath its bulk so it could reach a ledge just below the second floor, Ava blew its head off with her shotgun. The shot caused those near the dead mutant to scream even louder in anger, and a few looked up, glassy, vacant eyes searching the building until they found us, then the mutants let out screams of rage and began trying to claw their way up, earning another couple of blasts from Ava.

“Something evil… A name I overheard once but my grandfather promised wasn’t possible… Wait here, all of you. I need to find the director’s office.”

I opened my mouth to object to her going off on her own, but the girl was gone before I could say anything. Madge rested a hand on the side of my face.

“We were so scared when you wouldn’t wake up… Your skin was so cold and clammy…”

“I’m okay, now,” I reassured the woman, pulling her into a quick one-armed hug that eased her fears as she pressed her head to my chest, “but we won’t be if more and more continue to arrive.”

Even as I spoke, another two dozen came charging out of the woods, bits of flesh hanging from their arms and legs, evidence they’d either torn straight through the steel fencing or climbed over it. The press of bodies outside the door was solid, and more mutants were starting to climb atop those near them, bloody hands reaching for us.

“Wait here,” I said. “I have an idea.”

“Don’t go!” Madge said, gripping my arm.

“I’ll be right back,” I assured her. “We need to clear those things out, or else we’ll get trapped in here even worse than we are.”

“Go,” Ava said with a fierce nod. “Maddy, I need you here. They’re starting to make a pyramid.”

Turning, I raced back downstairs and began opening and closing doors quickly. I ran through the whole first floor, creating a maze of sorts through the offices and memorizing my path out and up. Reaching the heavy steel door at the entrance, I drew in a deep breath. The sounds of fingers scratching and screaming and groaning mutants on the other side made my skin crawl, but I reached out and with a quick flick of my wrists popped the latch.

My plan nearly failed the moment it began, because the door didn’t resist me as I thought it would, but instead burst inward so hard, the steel tore free from its hinges and fouled up my legs. Bony fingers dug into the flesh of my calves and ankles, and one even snatched away my shoe before I tore free of the press and raced down the hall and turned in to an office.

It took a few seconds to make my way to the stairs leading up through the warren I’d made of locked doors. I could hear the mutants racing after me, but most had been fouled up by the twisting passages or gone down into the basement where I hoped most would focus.

“What the fuck are you doing?” Dee shouted the question from the top of the stairs as I pounded my way up.

“Getting us a way out!”

The way behind me was empty but wouldn’t be for long, I knew, and I threw the door closed, locking it, and then started shoving desks and cabinets in the way. We got a heavy filing cabinet dropped against the door just in time as mutants smashed into the other side.

“Let’s get the fuck out of here,” Dee said, and I couldn’t agree more.

We found Ava and Madge waiting in the same room, a pile of mutant corpses piled up below them and a half dozen mutants milling around below. Dee didn’t hesitate before launching herself out the window.

I watched in awe as the woman’s descent described a perfect arc, her sword flashing in the late morning light as she drew it mid-flight. Landing on light feet, she swept out right and left, heads toppling and mutant bodies falling like pins.

“Come on!” she shouted up at us.

I grabbed up Ava in one arm and Madelyn in the other, and they were forced to drop their guns in order to cling to my shoulders as I awkwardly stepped to the window’s ledge.

Expecting my shin to snap when I landed, I was surprised when I didn’t feel even a hint of shock in my feet. Arms flexing, I held the women against me tightly as I raced after Dee, dodging a trail of corpses as she cut her way toward the vehicles.

More and more mutants were streaming out of the forest every second in packs large and small. Most headed straight for the building, mindless in their rage, but no small number turned toward the fresh meat.

“In the truck!” I shouted, already seeing it would be hopeless to try and ride the bikes out through the growing swarm. “Drive!”

Dee growled a curse, but after cutting down three standing in her way, she dove through the truck’s open window and fired it up. The heavy truck was already rolling when I reached it and heaved both women up onto the bed, heedless of their screams.

I hopped into the bed beside them, and the three of us were nearly bounced out when Dee drove right over a pair of mutants. Clawed hands scrambled at the bed of the truck, and I was forced to sweep them away with the butt end of my shotgun, saving the last rounds to blow any away that got too close to climbing aboard.

Madge huddled near the cab, hands shaking as she refilled a gun. Where she’d gotten it in the chaos I wasn’t sure. Ava had pulled another shotgun from the box and sat in front of her friend, blowing away any mutants foolish enough to get too near the truck.

Again and again, the truck rolled over mutants, their weak screams and the splash of fluids as their bloated bodies burst oddly satisfying as we barreled back down the paved driveway. The farther we got, the fewer mutants we saw, and those we did were intent on reaching the facility.

Dee didn’t pull over until we’d driven to a wide-open field where we couldn’t be snuck up on. When she finally cut the engine, she sagged in relief that we’d made it out of there safely.

“What the hell was all that back there?” I asked Dee when she stepped out of the cab.

“I’m not sure,” the young woman said, and I could see that she was still shaken. “But what I learned in the director’s office is even more disturbing. That convoy Jenny saw was transporting women they’ve been ‘collecting’ for years. And there were plans for other… experiments. It just means our mission is even more important now than before.”

“Did you find evidence of your sisters?” I asked, but the woman shook her head and brushed away the liquid gathering in her eyes.

“Nothing, but this was a minor facility.”

“What do we do now?” Ava asked us.

“We continue on as before,” Dee said, her expression firming. “But there’s too much risk of them uncovering our ruse once we’re in their facilities. I’ll need to think of something.”

“Sit up front with us, dear,” Ava said, patting the young woman’s shoulder. “CT can ride in back until we find you two replacements for your bikes.”

I missed the bike as we rolled back down the road, even more so as time stretched on and I had nothing to keep me occupied except my thoughts. My mind’s eye kept returning to the images of those poor women in the labs, and I tried not to picture what had torn free of their wombs.
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A
 n hour later, I spotted the Great Salt Lake to the south, its glittering surface seeming to extend all the way to the distant horizon. The lake disappeared again behind hills and then leapt into view when we climbed into the mountains.

To the east, the Rockies rose, their white-capped peaks drawing closer and closer as the afternoon wore on, but we didn’t make the foothills by the time the sun set. Dee found us a prime spot to camp, and we set about putting up tents and building a fire in grim silence, none of us ready to discuss what we’d witnessed and experienced earlier.

“I need a few minutes alone,” Dee announced once everything had been set up. And taking up her long rifle, she walked into the woods, her expression troubled.

“Give her time,” Ava said. “She was pretty upset by what we found.”

“Did you learn anything from her?” I asked.

“A few things,” Madge said, coming to sit beside me on a fallen log, “but nothing that would concern you.”

I opened my mouth to object, wanting to know everything about the young woman I could, but Ava rested two fingers on my lips, silencing me.

“She’ll tell you when she’s ready. But there is something you can help us with… Madelyn?”

“Come with me, handsome,” the beautiful blonde said, drawing me up to my feet and over to the tent. “We promised the girl we’d get some… resources from you.”

“But what about supper…”

“It will be waiting,” Madelyn purred in my ear as she pushed me into the darkened interior. The sleeping bags were still bagged up, and the blankets we normally slept on and under were still folded, but Madge pushed me down atop them, her fingers fumbling at my belt. “Just lie back, baby… Mhmm, I’ve been dreaming of this all afternoon.”

Before I could ask what was going on, the woman had my cock out and was sucking it into her hot, wet mouth. I gasped in pleasure and could only sit there and try to relax as her blonde head bobbed in my lap. Madelyn’s dexterous tongue slid up and down the side, swirling the head before she sucked me back into the hot vortex of her throat as she hummed, increasing my pleasure.

I was hard in moments, but it took a couple minutes for me to fully relax. Madge helped by drawing my hand down to caress one of her large breasts. She moaned in pleasure as I rolled one large nipple between my fingers, and I felt my balls tighten.

Madelyn sensed my closeness too and reached behind her, pulling a small plastic bottle from her pocket. Slipping her hand up my cock, her fingers formed a tight ring before her puffy lips. My breathing grew ragged as my orgasm approached, and I watched the gorgeous woman’s tongue teasing the tip of my cock as she stroked me, her eyes locked on my face as the pleasure washed over me.

When the first pearlescent rope of cum shot forth, she trapped it in the plastic bottle, holding the round opening right up against the tip of my cock. Four huge spurts filled the bottle nearly a quarter full, then Madge whipped it away and latched her lips onto the tip of my cock, sucking and licking down the last bits as they came out.

“Mhmmm, you taste so fucking good, C,” she purred as she planted soft little kisses around the head of my dick. “I just want to suck you forever.”

“Why did you save that?” I asked as I caught my breath and nodded at the bottle.

“You’ll see,” the former actress said with a wink as she screwed on the top and sat up, straightening her clothes and frowning at the stains on her shirt and pants. “I’ll never get used to wearing the same thing every day. Come on, supper will be ready soon, and we’ve still got a long way to go before the bottle’s filled.”

Dee hadn’t returned when I emerged, nor had she returned by the time we finished eating and I began to worry. Ava wouldn’t let me worry long, however, because as Madge started cleaning up, she dragged me into the tent with a mischievous twinkle in her eyes, holding the plastic bottle from Madge.

“Donatella has a theory about how your… stuff might be able to mask her scent from the other Alphas, and whatever security they have at Alpha Command. I told her she should get it from the source herself, but I think it scared her.”

“She’s not interested in me,” I said, masking the sadness admitting that truth woke in me.

“She doesn’t know what she wants,” Ava said, unfolding the blankets with me and making up the bed. “She’s a lot more innocent than she seems at first. I think her life’s been pretty tough, from the little bits she told us of it.”

I raised an eyebrow, waiting for Ava to elaborate, but instead, she slipped her top off and crawled across the blankets toward me, her massive breasts swaying as her nipples brushed the blankets. The sight had me hard in moments, and her lips quirked up into a happy grin when she saw the outline of my manhood pressing against my pants.

“Who’d have thought one week ago we’d be here,” Ava purred as her fingers plucked at the buttons of my fly.

“Not me,” I breathed.

“But you wanted it,” she whispered, her breath hot on my neck as she slid her body up mine, fingers slipping inside my pants to grasp my cock, “and so did I.”

Our eyes met as my hand cupped her firm ass, and then we were kissing and clutching at one another. I held Ava close, my hand unwilling to part with the smooth flesh of her rear as her hand stroked me with fast little movements.

Cupping one massive breast, I rolled the nipple between thumb and forefinger, and Ava moaned into our kiss, her tongue pushing into my mouth, before she broke the kiss off and inhaled the tip of my cock in her mouth.

“Oh God,” I moaned, my entire body melting in bliss as Ava sucked me deeper and deeper. “I’m going to…”

Ava slipped back up my dick, tongue teasing the head and wet fingers gliding up and down as she brought the plastic vial up to the tip and collected another massive load of cum. My heart was still racing when Madelyn slipped into the tent and pushed her top and bottoms off.

“You didn’t finish without me, did you?” she asked, then grinned when Ava held up the half-empty bottle. “Perfect.”

Madge pulled my stepmom into a fierce kiss, their naked breasts pressed together, then shot me a sly look, winking at my smile of pleasure. Cupping one of Ava’s massive breasts, she brought the nipple up to her lips and suckled it as my stepmom moaned.

Rising, I joined the pair, unwilling to just lie back and watch the sexy display without participating. My hands slipped between both women’s legs, teasing and touching their sexes as both of their fingers played along the length of my cock, drawing it to hardness once more.

I had my own plans, and when I pushed Madge down and straddled her chest, the woman’s eyes widened in delight, and she anticipated my desire, reaching up to press her large tits around the thick shaft of my cock.

“Goddamn, that’s sexy,” I growled as I watched my cock slide between her tits.

Ava leaned down and kissed her friend. Their tongues danced together for a second before both tilted their heads and licked the head of my cock when it pushed through Madge’s breasts. The feel of soft flesh wrapped around my dick was incredible, but the feel and sight of their wet tongues nearly sent me over the edge again.

“Keep licking,” I moaned, “just like that… fuck, I’m going to cum… fuck!”

Ava whipped the bottle around just in time to steal the big load of cum that shot forth. Then I fell beside the pair as Madge rolled into my arms, purring in contentment.

“Did you like that?” the sexy MILF asked as she kicked her heels up behind her.

“That was incredible,” I breathed, nodding and tracing light fingers up her back as I watched Ava cap the bottle and shift to my other side, my eyes tracking her massive breasts as they swayed.

“Relax, tiger,” Ava purred in my ear. “We aren’t done with you yet.”

I could only watch in awe as the two women kissed above me, then moved down to take turns suckling my cock hard again. A part of me felt guilty for all the attention, but they seemed to be enjoying themselves almost as much as I was. Taking long seconds to kiss one another, their soft lips teased the head of my cock as they made out around it.

It could have been an hour or two that I lay there in luxurious torture before the pair finally let me cum, giggling in joy as a fountain of pearlescent seed shot forth, filling the plastic bottle and leaving some extra for both to suck from the tip and share between themselves as I passed out, too spent and exhausted to keep my eyes open another moment, even though the sight above me tantalized.

That night my dreams were dark things, with formless shadows shifting just out of sight. Whenever I turned to catch what kept creeping up on me, I would find nothing. No matter what dream I found myself in, the shadows found me, hounding my every movement until I turned to confront them, only to have them melt away into nothing.
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I
 woke frustrated and out of sorts hours before dawn, and when I went to relieve myself, I found Dee sitting and staring up at the half-full moon. The impossibly perfect lines of her face and form arrested me, and I stood for long seconds simply staring at the young woman, awed by her preternatural beauty.

Her aloofness awakened all my old insecurities and confirmed them when she threw me a frown of annoyance.

“Take a seat or take a picture, but if you keep staring, I’m going to get annoyed.”

“Sorry,” I said, hating myself for apologizing as I took a seat beside her. “You’re very beautiful. It’s hard not to stare sometimes.”

Dee shot me a look. “Don’t tease me, CT. It’s not the night for it.”

“I’m not teasing,” I said gently, sensing the young woman’s nerves were on edge. “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. It’s as simple as that.”

“Thank you,” she said, and I could tell she didn’t want the compliment to please her, but it did, “but beauty is fleeting and in the eyes of the beholder. Matthew always said since the Koreans got so good at plastic surgery, the only beauty that matters is within. The rest is all lies.”

“Who is Matthew?” I asked, feeling a cold pain form in my gut.

“He was my grandfather’s protégé, a great man,” Dee said, staring off into the distance with a hint of a smile tugging at her lips. “He was the first to propose Hegemony, but when my grandfather opposed it, he sided with us and has been the greatest advocate for peace the world has ever known… Or he was.”

“Is he… dead?” I asked and almost flinched when she turned on me.

“He was lost. Two years ago, on a mission to help Sudanese refugees. He was a scientist and doctor… I miss him every day. Matthew always said the true beauty was in a person’s spirit, which could never be measured nor seen, only experienced.”

“He sounds like a great man,” I said, managing to modulate the pain from my tone.

“He was.” The sadness in her voice pushed away my own selfish pain, and I reached out and patted her shoulder. She seemed to appreciate the gesture, offering me one of the first smiles I’d ever earned from her. My heart broke as her smile lit up her gorgeous face because there would never be the affection in her eyes directed at me that she felt for this Matthew.

“Would you tell me of your sisters and mother?” I asked, and to my surprise, the young woman spoke easily and freely as if unburdening herself or sharing the memories could bring them back to her for a time.

She spoke of a mother who was loving and generous but distant, busy with important work. Of sisters who were wild and carefree, like her, but perhaps a touch less feral. She told me about childhood memories of playing on their farm and holiday meals where the kids were relegated to a small table. All the hallmarks of Americana and odder tidbits as well, such as when she and her sisters had taken down their first stag with a knife alone. The image of a small pack of young girls hunting a full-grown stag would have been disconcerting a week before, but now I took it in stride.

Donatella gave few details about her childhood, but I learned she was the youngest of five, and that her oldest sister had been a surgeon, the pride of the family, for many years before the bombs dropped.

“What of you?” she asked me, arms wrapped around her knees, her chin resting on them, those pale-yellow eyes of hers gathering the starlight and almost seeming to glow. “What was it like growing up with such a cool stepmom? Did you go to public school? What was that
 like?”

I told her about growing up outside of Portland, of my idyllic childhood and then my dad’s tragic passing and how my stepmom and I had struggled for a couple years. Dee was fascinated by high school and peppered me with questions about my experience, what sports I’d played and if I’d gone to the prom.

We talked for hours, about nothing and everything. I told her stories from hanging out with my friends and bad dates with girls, about joining the water polo team and our run at the championship. Dee mostly listened as I spoke, and as the hours wore on, I thought I detected a softening in her expression as she watched me, but that could have been a trick of the light.

When a sound from within my tent alerted us that the women were waking, Dee slipped off into the darkness, saying she wanted to scout the area before we left, but I saw her hand resting on the phone she kept hidden on her person. The girl was full of secrets and mysteries, but I felt a connection with her now that hadn’t been there the day before.

“Morning, tiger,” Ava said as she stepped out of the tent and yawned. “When did you wake up?”

Rising, I drew Ava into my arms and hugged her tight. She didn’t say anything but softened against me, her arms gripping me just as tightly as I held her.

“Everything, okay?” she asked, tilting her head back to look me in the eye.

“No,” I said, laughing slightly, “but it’s always better when you’re there.”

“Is it Donatella?” Ava asked softly, her eyes flickering around to make sure we were alone.

“Don’t worry about it,” I said and tried to release her, but Ava held me fast, eyes searching mine until I felt the dam within me burst. “She’s part of it… it’s everything. I want to help her, but I couldn’t live with myself if something happened to you or Madge… And what comes after? What kind of world is this to live in?”

Ava didn’t offer words of comfort or reassurance because she didn’t have them, but she did hold me, offering a silent reminder that no matter what happened she’d be there right beside me.

“And there’s a guy.” I didn’t realize how painful it would be to admit, but Ava’s face softened immediately and she nodded. “You knew.”

“She mentioned a man named Matthew in the truck yesterday.” Her eyes searched mine, but I couldn’t read her expression. “Does it bother you that your feelings for this girl are so strong, so soon?”

I opened my mouth to object, but Ava was right. I’d never been the type to fall for a woman so easily. True, Donatella was unlike any woman I’d ever met. But that should have been a deterrent. I’d never liked the prettiest girl in school, perhaps as a pathology, but to fall so fast for a woman more beautiful than a model should have been out of character too.

“You’ve become something extraordinary, Courtney,” Ava whispered, “and you’re still changing, still growing into a great man. Those gifts come with weaknesses and drawbacks, remember Jenny?”

“I don’t think we have to worry about that,” I said, reassuringly, “but you’ve given me something to think about.”

“Let’s get packed up,” Dee said when she returned. “We should be in the mountains by noon, and I hope to cross one of Alpha Command’s patrols on the freeway before we have to camp another night.”

“I’ll help you with your tent,” Ava offered helpfully.

As we worked, I thought about the promise I’d made to Dee. She hadn’t offered an explanation for why she didn’t want me learning to read her complex scent, and the possibilities plagued me with doubts.

We were back on the highway before the sun had fully risen. I would have liked to stop and find another bike, but we decided it would be better to push on and arrive as is. As we drove, I sat near the open cab window as Dee coached us on the story she’d prepared.

She kept most things true, to make it easier to keep our stories straight, and added in that she was my girlfriend who happened to be over watching a movie with my stepmom and me when the gas struck.

“If anyone asks you, just tell them what we rehearsed,” Dee said for the tenth time. “That you were scared and heard the message on the radio and headed east. All you want is a safe, quiet place so you and your pride can have fun. It’s really important you play up that side of your personality if we’re going to convince them you’re a basic Alpha.”

“Why can’t he just be himself?” Madge asked.

“They is a hierarchy amongst the Alphas. There are those who follow, the more Beta, Alphas. And those who can Ascend… If they suspect CT, is one of those,” Dee said, shaking her head firmly, “they’ll place him under heavy observation. And we can’t afford that.”

“Ascend?” I asked, but it was clear from her expression she didn’t want to explain more, to my frustration.

“What happens when Court has to prove… you know,” Ava said, raising her eyebrows at the young woman.

“We’ll pass that bridge when we come to it,” Dee said, pressing her lips together in a frown of distaste. “But I’m hoping they respect at least a modicum of privacy when it comes to members of a pride.”

After that, we rode in silence for hours, and I spent the time trying to puzzle out what it was about the young woman that captivated me. I knew I couldn’t wish the feelings away, but perhaps if I could identify what triggered it, perhaps something as simple as her scent or the occasional lot of growls she would issue from the back of her throat when frustrated or annoyed.

The more I thought about it, staring up at the purple, snowcapped peaks of the Rockies, the more I couldn’t stop thinking about her delicate upturned nose or the sculpted shape of her upper lip. And that’s how we rolled up on two tanks guarding the pass, a terrifying array of artillery shifting to line our truck up in its sights as a loud voice spoke out over a bullhorn.

“Halt in the name of Alpha Command and identify yourself!”

There was a palpable relief at hearing another human’s voice and seeing the helmeted head pop up out of one of the tanks, but the dark round holes of those massive barrels were slowly turning my bowels to liquid as Ava pulled to a stop.

“That’s you, slim,” Dee hissed through the cab’s back window. “They won’t see us as more than thralls to you, if we’re successful. Go on!”

“You’ll be great,” Madelyn said. “Remember those acting lessons I taught you. Break a leg!”

Standing up, I raised my hands, showing that I wasn’t armed, and shouted to be heard over the sounds of the engines.

“I’m CT. We’ve come all the way from Portland because of a radio broadcast I heard. Are you the same Alpha Command? Is there really a safe place?”

“Greetings, Alpha!” shouted the man over the megaphone. “You’ve made it to Olympus!”
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W
 e pulled the truck up as they moved one of the tanks back, its tracks rattling across the freeway and tearing up the concrete. The man set down his bullhorn and climbed out of the tank. I didn’t fail to notice he was armed with two pistols and dressed in combat fatigues that had been cut up into shorts and a sleeveless shirt.

His hair was long and blonde, and he had the sun-bronzed skin and easy manner of a surfer. The impression was even stronger when he drew close, and I caught the distinct aroma of chlorine and suntan lotion coming from him.

“Welcome, dude! You’ve arrived at Alpha Command! I’m Kelso.” The man spoke in a cheerful voice and gave a beaming smile as I hopped down off the bed of the truck. “We’ve radioed to command. They’ll send a shuttle for you. Should be here in a couple hours. Come on, take a load off, man. You’ve made it to safety!”

“I can’t tell you how much of a relief that is,” I said, sagging into the man’s arms and only having to play up the emotions somewhat.

I took the chance to take a good deep whiff of the man’s aroma, getting a surface-level reading of him.

“You’re the second one who's come in from the west, and I can’t imagine what you must have been through,” Kelso said, shaking his head. “He only had to get here from Reno and already had the most horrific stories.” Peeking over my shoulder into the cab of the truck, he brightened. “You managed to get yourself a nice little pride started, good for you.”

He said it in such an offhanded, dismissive way that I nearly snapped at him before I managed to get my anger in check.

“A pride?” I asked, feigning ignorance.

“That’s right, you don’t know shit, do you? That other dude didn’t know anything either. That’s what the dudes upstairs call our harems. Pretty silly name but they have a whole primal, feral thing going, you know what I mean? I don’t give a fuck what they call ’em, so long as we get to fuck ’em. Know what I mean?”

He laughed, jostling my shoulder, and I gave an answering chuckle, but a cold pit was forming in the center of my stomach, and it only grew the more he spoke.

“That silver-haired girl’s crazy hot. She legal? You think I could get a chance at her? I got a place set up just off the road. I’ll be quick.”

“Uhhh, no, sorry, I don’t think—”

“I get it, man. You haven’t learned to share yet. Don’t worry. You’ll be drowning in so much puss soon you won’t miss ’em. I remember what it was like that first week they Changed me, fuck man, wild times. Hey, you want to do some lines, man? Pure Columbian shit, straight from the CIA’s vaults. Shit’s intense.”

The man’s eyes were wild, I saw, the pupils too wide and unfocused to be normal. He also spoke in a rapid-fire way, the words tumbling out one over another without pausing to really hear what I said. It was like dealing with a dangerous wild animal, while it was on drugs.

“Ummm, no thank you—”

A head popped up from the second tank, drawing a frown of annoyance to Kelso’s face.

“Sarah, get the fuck back inside. Did I say you could nose about?” Kelso barked at a bedraggled, hollow-eyed woman who was climbing out of the second tank. She wore an odd uniform, almost like what a schoolgirl would wear but with the midriff bare and the skirt so short her panties poked out when she bent her legs.

“Protocol is to search all new arrivals, sir,” the woman said, her voice fearful and tentative.

Despite her hollow eyes and greasy hair, the woman was quite beautiful, although the outfit she wore looked like it had been designed by a horny twelve-year-old boy.

“CT here’s cool, aren’t you, C?”

“Yeah,” I said, letting a touch of unsureness enter my voice. “I’m cool. We just have some fuel, food, a few guns—”

“You see? Stop being such a buzzkill, fuck. Always following their dumb rules. Get back to editing that video,” Kelso said to the woman. “I want to watch it tonight after dinner.”

“Yes, sir,” the young woman said with a sigh of resignation as she sank down into the tank.

“She used to be a bigwig at some paper in DC. Knows lots about video editing and computers and shit.” He winked, elbowing me in the side. “Have her making some VR porn for later. Gonna be wild when we get back to the harem, err, pride. Always forget that.” He reached into the breast pocket on his sleeveless camo jacket and pulled out a comically large plastic baggy with a thin straw stuck straight down into it. Without missing a beat, the man pushed the straw into one nostril and pressed the other, taking a massive snoot of the drugs before whipping his head back and gasping with eyes wide open. It was seeing his hand caress the handgrips of his pistols, eyes distant and unseeing as the high rushed through him, that made me most uneasy.

“Hey,” I said, painting a lascivious grin on my face, “speaking of which. I’ve been dying to get someplace where I can have some fun with those three, without those damn monsters trying to kill us. You got any place we can… kill some time… If you know what I mean?”

“Hell yeah, man,” Kelso said, nodding exuberantly. “You’re my kinda dude! You see that large boulder pile? I got a spot set up on the other side, trail’s right there. It’s no palace, but I’ve bent Sarah over there a few times. Nice to stroke one out while gazing out at the pretty vista.”

“Sweet, bro,” I said, painting a vacant and eager grin on my face. “Hey, you ever shoot off that tank cannon? Would be sweet as fuck to see that!”

“Naw,” Kelso said with a frown. “There’s barely any ammunition for the things. Chief doesn’t load them anymore. Sucks.”

“I bet,” I said, motioning for the women to climb out and grab their bags. “I’m gonna go fuck these chicks. Honk when the cavalry arrives.”

“Will do, bro.” The man didn’t even seem to notice Ava and Madge, but he gave a wide lascivious grin to Dee and wolf whistled. “Damn, bro, you’re lucky you get to tap that ass! Damn!”

The man’s every utterance caused the beast within me to growl in anger, but I kept it stifled and my own lascivious grin painted on my face as I bit my bottom lip and watched Dee walking down the path. Letting the pleasure of her figure excite me was easy, but ignoring the daggers she kept glaring at me was harder.

I followed the three down the short, newly forged trail while Kelso snorted more drugs and called for the woman to come join him in his tank.

“I needed to get away from him for a minute,” I said when I joined the three at a knoll of long grasses that had been beaten flat.

“I don’t like this,” Ava said, frowning. “Something seemed very off about that man.”

“He’s zooted out of his mind,” Madge said.

“You did excellent, CT. Things are far less disciplined than I would have guessed they’d be. That’s worrisome.”

“I’ll say,” I said. “If they’re all like that, it’s going to be easier convincing them than I thought.”

“Don’t count on it,” Dee said, then she glanced up at the sky and frowned. “We shouldn’t break character, even when we don’t think we’re being watched. CT, you and the ladies need to convince them without a doubt that you’re an Alpha who wants nothing more than to rut and have fun.”

“What are you going to do?” Madelyn asked, frowning nervously.

“The same,” she said, then shocking me to my core, Donatella reached out and slipped her fingers behind Ava’s neck and pulled my stepmom into a kiss. Gentle and hesitant at first, I saw the shock fade from Ava’s features as she reached up and put her arms around the young woman’s tiny waist.

“When in Rome…” Madelyn purred, her expression amused as she watched Ava tumble back onto the grasses with the young woman.

The view was incredible, and not just of the Rockies spreading out below us. I found my eyes drawn again and again back to Donatella as she and my stepmom made out passionately. They kept it rated PG, although I thought I saw their hands disappear at one point, but it was hard to focus when the beast within me awoke and I found myself preoccupied with Madge.

I could hear the sounds of grunting and animalistic fucking echoing around the inside of the tank. My brain registered the sounds with revulsion, but the beast within only struggled all the harder for control.

I was all too aware of being out in the open and illuminated in bright sunlight, but instead of being self-conscious, I felt alive and free.

As Madge pressed her body to mine, my head filled with her scent. The woman was totally and completely mine, her every cell and fiber burned for my touch and approval. Nipping her bottom lip lightly, I stared into her eyes as my fingers slipped beside her cheeks and into her hair.

Madelyn’s eyes flared wide when I gripped the side of her head, and without a hint of pressure, she fell to her knees before me, fingers scrambling to pluck free my cock. Before us stretched a glorious vista of blue sky, gray mountains, and patchwork greenery reaching far to the horizon.

Standing there with the gorgeous actress’s thick lips pressed to the underside of my cock as she gripped the base, I gazed out at the wide world and felt powerful. A glint on the far horizon drew my gaze, but it was too far to see.

Sudden, hot pleasure across the entirety of my cock drew my gaze down, and I saw Madelyn’s lips pressed against my crotch as she shoved my cock down her throat. I gasped, and the woman groaned in pleasure, holding herself there, throat working on the head as my dick throbbed.

I felt someone watching and glanced over to meet pale yellow eyes, staring with a fixed but unreadable expression. We held the stare as the wave of pleasure washed over me, and at the same moment, I saw Dee hunch around Ava, the other woman’s lips on her neck shattering our moment. Then I flooded Madge’s throat as the beast within purred in contentment.

The beautiful actress wasn’t finished with me. Slipping my cock out of her mouth, she licked her lips and planted soft kisses around the head as she stroked me softly.

Another glint on the horizon pulled my attention, and in my refractory period, I found a peace and stillness that had eluded me the day before. Sounds faded, as did scents and even the feeling of Madelyn’s soft tongue gliding along my shaft.

What had been miles away in the sky leapt forward in my vision like it was only a few dozen feet away. It was a drone, or a small aerial vehicle of some kind, sleek and modern looking. I could see the cockpit area filled with a large array of cameras and sensors but no pilot. As I relaxed my eyes, the image shot back away from me, and the world rushed back in.

“Hsk!” Dee’s hiss drew my attention down to see her shaking her head hard. “Don’t stare at it! Congratulations on learning to see
 , now get back to being a feral Alpha and fucking, or you’ll blow our cover.”

It was all too easy to do as she said. Madelyn didn’t know what was going on, although Ava watched me with interest, and the former actress didn’t care. All she heard was “get back to fucking” and took the words to heart.

An hour later, the MILF was still riding me when the rattle of heavy tires and a loud honk alerted me that another truck had arrived. Ten minutes later, we emerged a sweaty and red-faced group.

“Told ya, Gary, he couldn’t even wait an hour!”

“Hello, friend!” shouted a younger man from the cab of a large troop-transport truck. “Grab your gear and hop in the back. Sorry the ride’s not better, but all the good ones are down on the track.”

There was a young woman in the passenger seat wearing the same schoolgirl-like uniform as the other, but in different colors. The girl’s lipstick was smeared, and her cheeks were flushed, hinting at what she’d been up to on the drive here.

“Damn, bro!” Gary said when he spotted Dee. “You found that
 out in the wilds? Maybe we have been missing out up at the facility.”

The two men jawed for a couple minutes, mostly talking about the women they’d been sleeping with but also something about the latest race on the track, while we grabbed the last of our gear and guns and threw them in the covered back of the heavy truck. Once we were inside, Gary took off with a wave for Kelso, who’d already forgotten us as he began barking commands, ordering the young woman out of the tank and bending her over the barrel as he grunted like a wild animal behind her.

That was the sight that greeted us out the rear as we rattled our way through the peaks of the Rockies, every second taking us deeper and deeper into the heart of those who had thrown the world into so much chaos. My nerves should have gotten more frayed and stretched with every second, but instead, I found myself anticipating the challenge.

Dee hadn’t met my eyes since that moment out on the bluff, but I’d caught a troubled look on her face whenever she’d glanced my way.
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W
 hen the truck came to a stop, there was little to see until we climbed out. Then my breath was taken by the stunning sight.

The sun was setting behind us, casting the world in eerie shadows and painting the sky in pinks and golds. We were parked in a small lot of newly paved concrete, surrounded by towering spruces and pine trees.

At the far end of the parking lot stood a palatial house. The inside was lit up, and through the many large windows I saw dozens of beautiful young men lounging around. Clouds of smoke filled some rooms, and in others, the flickering lights of TVs or video games lit up the walls.

It wasn’t the house that captured my attention, but the tall man standing outside it beside the driver. As I approached, I caught a brief snippet of what the driver whispered in the man’s ear.

“Like Kelso and that lot, found him rutting with his pride in the bushes. Couldn’t even wait an hour.”

“Perfect,” the man said, and something in that quiet whisper caused the hairs to rise on the back of my arms and neck.

There were deeper bass notes laced beneath the word. Something I’d never heard before, and it both intrigued and terrified me. His eyes too, the palest green I’d ever seen, caused the beast within me to stir uneasily, and I had to force my lips down to keep them from lifting in a snarl while at the same time being hypnotized by the man’s preternaturally handsome features.

“Another godling has arrived upon Olympus,” the man intoned in his deep baritone voice, his eyes hard as awls as they bore into mine. “Be welcomed to these hallowed lands, my friend! I am Director Timothy, and this paradise behind me will be where you learn to become a man and help us fix this benighted world.”

The man had a power and charisma that was hard to ignore, and instead of resisting I threw myself into the feelings, sinking deeper into my role, like prey hiding behind a shadowed fern.

“Thank you, sir,” I said, hesitantly, “but I don’t know what’s going on. Is this Alpha Command? We heard about it on the radio, me and my—”

“Come, I will show you Olympus.” He flicked a wrist at Ava and Madge, Dee having crouched down somewhat behind the larger women in a feeble attempt to hide herself. “You can leave your women here. They will not be molested, not while within the bounds of our paradise. That’s rule number one, you must understand. We must maintain discipline, and though the convention of marriage would never work for the gods, we can’t have chaos.” He held up a finger, his smile so charming I found myself forgetting for a second where I was.

“No god may handle another’s property without permission. The first offense you lose a hand, the second offense you lose your head.” His eyes were grim, pressing upon me the seriousness of his words, but a deeper part of my mind noticed how he moved close, never in a threatening manner. His every action was designed to relax and comfort me.

“You’ll find the rule isn’t onerous to follow. I have provided every opportunity for gods such as yourself to grow and explore their many talents.” He threw his arm around my shoulder, my head filling with his complex and impossible to parse scent, and I had to force myself to relax.

The man showed no interest in the women. In fact, I don’t think he glanced at them once, and as we approached his mansion, I was reminded of the dozens of beautiful young men filling it. It wasn’t to the house he walked me but to a path beside it that led onto a small, covered courtyard that looked out over a breathtaking view.

Three snowcapped peaks ringed a hollow. Their green slopes reached down to a space large enough to house a city, but instead it contained hundreds of giant mansions surrounded by parklike gardens.

One side of the odd town was dominated by a slate-gray building that looked like it had been dropped out of a postmodern sci-fi movie—complete with tall narrow windows that looked like dark portals into nothing and twin statues bracketing the entrance in the shape of colossal men, naked and engorged with both hands raised up toward the heavens as if in prayer.

In another third was a bright green golf course. In another were several oddly shaped towers, a complex network of ropes and nets stretching between them. It looked like the most dangerous obstacle course in the world, and I could see small figures moving through it. It looked like they were fighting, and I could hear the occasional faint pop of gunfire.

More fascinating than the strange obstacle course was the twisting racetrack stretching around a vast majority of the outer edge of the basin. There were miles upon miles of track, and on the far edge, I could see two tiny shapes zipping up the slope of one of the mountains and racing away down the other side before disappearing.

“Behold,” Timothy said, “paradise!”

“It’s amazing,” I said, and I didn’t have to fake the awe on my face.

“It’s all for you, CT.” His words were a caress, his arm still around my shoulders but not in a threatening way, just comforting, relaxing. “Are you a gambling man, CT?”


“Careful.”


The word floated up from the back of my mind in the voice of Ava. I held myself back from relaxing fully, the beast within wary of the trap I sensed.

“Yes,” I lied, then shrugged in an aw-shucks kind of way. “I used to lose all my money at school whenever the NCAA tournament came around. Those over unders kill me every time.”

There had been a hardness to the man’s eyes that relaxed as I lied my ass off.

“I thought so, and good for you. You’ll find those aren’t vices in Olympus. You know what the old world was like. Men like you and me couldn’t be ourselves. We weren’t appreciated for the great things we’ve given the world. They ruined the world with their lies and illusions, convincing people they needed stuff in order to be happy when they’re born happy and free, then beaten down by society into drones and sheep.

“We’ve escaped that sad fate here, CT. Here men are free to be who they were meant to be. Men like you. Powerful and handsome men, who should have everything they want! And no one will ever take it away from you, so long as I live, you have my word.”

The man was so compelling, the scent of him so overwhelming, that I found myself nodding, even as alarm bells rang in my mind.

“Perfect! Down there”—he swept a hand across the odd town—“you can have whatever house you’d like. We’re all free in Olympus to live and be how we want. Gary, there, will take you down. Ask him any questions you have, and don’t hesitate to come to me with any problems. And when you’re ready to add to your pride, the auctions will be waiting!”

Flashing me a playful wink, the man turned back to his mansion, the loose material of his camouflage pants swishing side to side.

“Director Timothy’s a great man,” Gary said, stepping up beside me and gazing after the man with pride or desire, I couldn’t be sure which. “You do good in Olympus, and he’ll make sure you get squared away. Best foods, best drugs, kinkiest women, shit man, we got everything here.”

“Sounds amazing,” I said, grinning to match the man’s and letting him steer me back to the truck where the three women waited nervously.

“Here, man, let’s make sure you four start off your lives in paradise right,” Gary said, reaching into his pocket and fishing out a clear plastic baggie. Grinning and waggling his eyebrows, he dropped four green, mushroom-shaped pills into my hand. I glanced down at them and frowned at him, and he motioned for me to hand them out.

“That’s going to put your women in the right mood. Don’t worry, we got an endless supply if you want more.” I’d hesitated, hoping he would climb into the truck, and I could toss the drugs aside, but the man was watching me with those too-bright eyes of his, and I sensed a frown forming.

“Thanks, man, good looking out.”

“Make sure they swallow it,” the man said with a frown at Ava, Madge, and Dee, a hard edge to his tone. “Sometimes women are liars.”

Madge and Ava swallowed hard under the man’s stare and took the pills from me, swallowing them and opening their mouths so I could peek in. Both did swallow the drugs, and thank God, because the weird little man peeked over my shoulder and grunted, ignoring my challenging stare when he got so close.

The beast within me wanted to tear the little man’s head off, but that wouldn’t do, and I changed my frown into a grin as I took the pill under his watchful stare. He brightened after that, saying he knew a great place we could stay for the night, and if I didn’t like it tomorrow, I was free to move wherever I wanted.
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W
 hen I joined the three in the back of the truck, Dee held her finger over her lips, cautioning me to silence as we rattled along in the darkness. As the minutes passed, my heart began to race and my skin grew flushed and warm. I watched Dee shifting in her seat as well and caught her staring oddly at her hand before she shook herself.

“CT,” Madge said, a couple minutes into the ride, “I’m starting to feel something… I think they gave us Molly.”

“Me too,” Ava said, her eyes blinking rapidly. “I’m really anxious, and there’s a hot flush to my skin.”

“Everything’s going to be okay,” I reassured them. “No matter what happens, just breathe deep and don’t fight it.”

“This is… a wonderful feeling,” Dee said, her pupils swollen and a slightly wild smile stretching across her face as she ran her hands down her sides and along the leather of her pants. “My pants are soooo smooth and soft. Feel this, Ava.”

My stepmom, looking a little out of it, shifted over beside the young woman, their eyes far too bright as they stared at one another.

“You’re so handsome, C,” Madge said, her words tumbling out one after another as she shifted beside me. The soft shine of her hair trapped my eyes, and I reached up, running soft fingers through it. “And every day your muscles grow, your confidence grows… You have no idea what it does to your mom and me to see you becoming… You’re becoming the perfect man. And Ava and I want to watch you and Dee make love so bad, we talk about it whenever you aren’t around.”

“I’ve thought about it,” Dee said, shocking me, “but I made a promise to Matthew. I couldn’t, no matter how much CT plagues my dreams.”

A swell of compassion for the gorgeous young woman filled me, and I found myself wanting to admit everything to her, the words tumbling free of my lips.

“You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen, but also smart, good, and capable. You’re too much for me. You should save yourself for the greatest man alive, because that’s the only one worthy of you.”

“Don’t listen to CT,” Ava said. Her jaw worked back and forth, and she ground her teeth. “His self-esteem hasn’t been fully restored since his father’s passing. Before that, he was the most charming and popular guy in his school and probably the whole town.”

“Tell me more,” Dee said, her pale-yellow eyes locked on me as she reached into her jacket and pulled out a plastic bottle filled with pearlescent liquid.

I wanted to keep watching and listening, but Madge’s hands were all over me, and then she planted a gentle kiss on my neck and my mind went blank as pleasure swept through me, enhanced by the drug. When my eyes opened again, Dee’s head was back, eyelids fluttering, a thin trail of liquid dribbling down the corner of her lips.

Ava was about to kiss the bit of liquid off the gorgeous teen, both of their arms around one another, but the drugs were only getting stronger and stronger. I struggled to see and think clearly, my thoughts skipping from one thing to the next.

My hackles rose and the beast within growled as I scented dozens of new people surrounding us as the truck came to a slow stop. Madge’s fingers were busy stroking the skin of my chest, her eyes gazing up at me in mindless devotion, and we both flinched when a bright light shone in the back of the truck, blinding us.

“There’s our man! Grab him!”

Shadowy limbs moved in front of the blinding light, then snatched at me. Like a rat in a corner, I fought them off, kicking, punching, and trying to tear my way free, but the hands were like steel vises. When I heard Ava shout in alarm, then Dee a second later, the beast was unleashed in me, and with a mighty heave, I broke free and laid about me with fists, connecting with two solid surfaces before heavy bodies piled on top of me.

“He’s a fighter, boys! Whoo-hoo!”

Laughter reached through the pounding in my ears, and the fear faded somewhat. And then a black hood fell over my head and I started struggling again.

“Don’t worry, friend,” a smooth voice said. “They aren’t going to hurt you or your women. Just let them have their little games, and soon enough it will be all over.”

The words caused me to stop struggling, if not relax, as they hauled me to my feet and started dragging me forward. All the while my thoughts were scattered and hard to wrangle into coherence.

I stumbled forward and could hear male voices laughing and giggling, but fewer than I’d first guessed when they’d tackled me. One or two of the men were considerably stronger than the others, able to muscle me around without issue. One of those was the fellow who’d spoken to me in the smooth voice. I could hear his laughter as the giggles of women approached.

My head was spinning as a wave of euphoria and drug-induced sensations swept over me, and right behind it came a crazy collection of scents. I smelled dozens of different women, but each with the same oddly stable scent of desire and excitement. Desire was never stable like that, nor excitement, often coming in sharp little bursts of scent, then fading, but these women all were feeling it and at almost manic levels.

My addled mind was trying to make sense of this, while at the same time listening for Ava, Madge, and Dee to make sure they were fine, and my feet tripped and stumbled along in the darkness. When the hood was ripped off my head, music, lights, and cheers rolled over me in such a wave I was certain I’d be sick any moment.

“Surprise!”

The excited shout was voiced by dozens, and my disorientation grew as my eyes began to focus on the lasers and strobing lights. Then I looked down as bodies pressed in all around me, cheering and clapping. A sea of eyes all focused on me, pupils wide as saucers everywhere I looked.

A shiver of deep pleasure ran through me when I realized every face gazing up at me in awe and adoration was that of a beautiful woman. All of them were dressed in the schoolgirl uniforms but of such a wide variation and hue as to not seem like uniforms at all.

Their tight bodies all moved and swayed to the pulsing electronic beats. They were everywhere I looked until I turned around and found a tall, wide-shouldered fellow with an affable grin standing behind me in a doorway.

“Enjoy your welcome party, my friend! As the gods intended! Eh?”

“Where are—” I swallowed hard, the drugs rolling through me in a powerful wave that made my knees weak. “Where are Ava, Madelyn, and Dee?”

The man patted me on the arm, turning me and pointing to where the three sat on a short bench. The women were staring around themselves with wild eyes, like I must have been, but they couldn’t stop licking their lips, and I could see their fingers laced together, all three of them, twisting and gripping each other’s hands.

I couldn’t make out their scents, but I surged forward to speak with them, only for the smiling man to easily stop me with an arm across my chest. His power dwarfed my own, and the beast within took note.

“Monique and her girls are coming to take care of your women. Don’t fear, they’ll never be far, fledgling Alpha. This night is for your welcome unto Olympus.”

“Hoorah!” one man shouted loudly from outside, a fist pumping the air behind the wide-shouldered man.

“Go, my friend, take your place amongst the gods. Your only task tonight is to claim a bride from the women on offer.” He swept an arm across the bevy of women stretching back into smoky darkness. “Bind yourself to us! Breed our sisters and become our brother!”

“Hurray!” came a ragged shout from outside.

Before I could say or question anything, I was pushed forward into the room by the friendly man and the music swelled, lasers strobing in sync with the music, and I was swallowed by another wave of euphoria and found myself being pulled into a dancing crowd.












Chapter 37











I
 resisted for a second, long enough to glance over at the three. Ava and Madge were lost to the world, gazing around vacantly, eyes glassy and mouths open in slack-jawed grins, but Dee had a measure of focus, just a bit, like me. The girl’s pale-yellow eyes met mine, and I saw her mouth something. The sound didn’t make it to my ears before the music and press of sexy, half-naked nubile bodies crowded in, but the image of her perfectly sculpted lips played over and over in my mind until the words made sense.


“Trust your nose… They’re all spies…”


“Hey, sexy, save me a dance later?” purred a slender olive-skinned woman who was nearly as tall as me and had the looks of a model.

“Me, too baby,” husked an ebony-skinned beauty beside her, her hips gyrating to the music as she ran light fingers down my chest and abs. “If you want a dance, your dick sucked, a tight butt to fuck, you come find Monique, and I’ll rock your world, sexy.”

“Come dance with us, CT!” said a high-pitched voice as several sets of hands pulled me into the center of the dancing crowd. Spinning around, I found a group of five young Asian women. They each wore the same style and color uniform, hot pink and black, with the shirts unbuttoned and the tails ties into little bows between their small, firm breasts.

The girls were giggling to one another, their dark eyes dancing with pleasure as they crowded in close. The rest of the crowd pressed in as well, hot, sweaty, and grinning wildly at me as they swayed and shook to the beat.

I felt a second of claustrophobic panic, then a complex, stable scent reached me and I spun around until I spotted Dee, Madge, and Ava on the dance floor. The women were wide-eyed and still had those vacant, mindless smiles across their faces, except for Dee, who looked more composed.

The three of them were dancing with a couple of women whose movements weren’t as languid as the rest. The pair were pressing close to the three, peppering them with questions that Ava and Madge tried their hardest to answer, words tumbling out of their mouths.

A wave of alarm swept through me, just as two tiny Asian girls pumped their butts back into me. Only before I could push my way through the crowd of sweaty women, Dee saw the look on my face and shook her head once sharply and mouthed silent words again that I picked up right away.


“I’ll keep them safe. They’re watching, so start fucking them, Alpha…”


Her pale yellow eyes bore into mine, and as an example, she reached out and grabbed a random woman and pulled her into a passionate kiss, her tongue darting into the nameless blonde’s mouth. Madge saw this and laughed in joy, forgetting her interrogator and turning to my stepmom, who was staring at a ladder pattern up on the high ceiling with her mouth hanging open.

“Maybe we’re doing something wrong?” one of the young women near me said to her friend, and I scented the panic and terror that reached up through her oddly stable scent.

The scent sprang up in those around her, and I sensed a growing panic as their fears combined with the drugs pumping through their systems. I also spotted another woman who didn’t sway with the beat, but stood off to one side with a sharp-eyed gaze as she scanned the crowd.

Before my eyes could meet the woman’s, I grinned down at the two asses pressed against my thighs and let myself sink down into the moment. I felt my lips curling up in a grin of pleasure as I let my gaze travel up the sweep of their tiny waists and slender necks to see them both biting their bottom lips as they stared back at me.

“One week ago, I’d have tripped if one of you had so much as looked at me,” I said, voice barely audible to myself over the pulsing beat.

“You think we’re cute?” one asked with a mischievous little grin.

“I think you’re both adorable.” I grinned at their friends pressing in close and reached out both arms to draw two into my sides. “I think you all are adorable… this is so overwhelming!”

“This is all for you,” purred a blonde woman with breasts so large, firm, and round they must have been fake. “We’ve been waiting for you, Alpha, waiting for you to breed us all!”

“Yes! Breed us!”

“Pick me to join your pride, Alpha,” husked the tallest of the Asian girls, her breasts thrust against my side where I held her. “I will make you so happy, give you many strong sons!”

“No, pick me,” purred the blonde as she pushed aside the Asian girls gyrating their butts against my crotch and running fingers over the lump forming there. “I can suck the chrome off a ball bearing… let me prove it.”

“I promise you can later.” I laughed, pawing at the tall Asian teen and her friend who giggled at my other side. “But let’s dance first, I feel so free!”

The blonde smiled wide, reaching out and pulling in another woman with jet black hair and the slender willowy form of a model, which was most of the crowd. It didn’t take long for the drugs to sweep me under with another wave of euphoria, and by then I was lost in a sea of hot sweaty bodies pressed together.

Though I tried to keep control of myself, the music and feel of so much smooth, hot flesh around me made it almost impossible to focus. Pulling the tall Asian girl before me, I let her lips find my neck, and her hands slip my shirt over my head as my own hands explored her slender body.

Though touch was such a powerful sensation at the moment, I pushed the awareness of the girl’s impossibly smooth and firm skin out of my thoughts and closed my eyes. Lips trailing lightly along her neck, I drew in the girl’s scent, drinking it as deeply as I could.

The too-stable emotions didn’t feel natural, and something tantalized me beneath the girl’s aroma. When her gasps turned sharp, and my touch found her treasured bits, I sensed a softening to her scent, and in that moment her true nature shone through. A shy and eager young woman, hungry to be submissive but a touch lost.

I released the girl and let her stagger away, her chest heaving and knees weak as the bliss of her shocking orgasm melded into the euphoria of her high. Then I was pulling the blonde before me, my hands exploring her as they just had the young Asian woman. Only it was her scent I focused on, seeking that moment when it grew soft and finding it once again in her release, as I read her true self.

“Fuck… I’m cumming!”

Women all around cheered, pressing in closer and whisking away the busty blonde once I released her and replacing her with another of the Asian girls, this one with hands that never stopped exploring. My fingers and lips teased the girl’s soft skin, and she gripped my wrist, forcing my fingers beneath her skirt as she humped against me. Once again, I scented her true self in the moment her orgasm crashed down on her.

I couldn’t say how long we danced, but I spent at least a few moments with each, touching, caressing, and trying to get a read on them as best as I could by scent. I had no idea what I was looking for, and the drugs kept my mind from thinking too clearly, but one of the last women to dance up close to me was a tall, breathtakingly beautiful Indian woman with almond-shaped eyes and the longest lashes I’d ever seen.

The woman moved like a dream, her slender form swaying and moving to the music better than the rest, and as she pressed close, I saw her pupils weren’t wide and black like the rest of the women. In fact, her eyes looked a bit shocked as they stared up at me, and I saw her swallow hard and felt her stiffen when my hand touched her side.

“You’re… a very handsome young man.” Her words were stiff and shy, and I noticed she must be the same age as Ava, perhaps a few years older, but with her smooth dark skin and the flashing lights, it was hard to tell her age at a glance.

“And you’re gorgeous,” I said, unable to tear my eyes away from the woman’s high cheekbones and wide mouth.

“Thank you… Alpha,” she said, and I caught her scent full-on in the press of bodies, even with a half foot between us still, and nearly stumbled.

The tall woman wasn’t like the rest. She scented of desire and happiness just like they did, but her emotions weren’t smooth and stable. They had the same jangling, spiking aroma I’d come to accept as normal before tonight. The woman’s eyes widened when she saw my reaction, and she pressed herself up against me close.

Though she tried to relax, I could feel a core of her still stiff, and a niggling scent of fear crept up into her scent.

Growling loudly in desire, I wrapped both arms around the woman’s slender waist and pulled her in tight, earning a ‘whoo!’ from the women dancing around us. The woman in my arms stiffened again but almost immediately melted against me, and I felt her lips on my neck, soft tentative kisses as her hips ground against the lump in my pants almost against her will.

“You’re different,” I whispered in her ear and instantly scented her fear, but my rapid words caused the fear to subside and she relaxed against me again. “We’ve come to rescue some women. If you want out, I’ll help you, but I need to know everything.”

“How can I trust you?” the woman breathed into my ear, her words just audible over the music.

“Don’t take my word, take theirs.” Pressing my cheek against the tall woman’s, I tried to ignore the large firm swell of her bosom, the deep spark of intelligence in her eyes, and the fluttering butterflies in my stomach as I pointed where the three women hung on one another.

Dee, Madge, and Ava hadn’t gone far. No longer being interrogated, the three were dancing with a constantly revolving group of women. Madge had thrown herself into the experience, and her arms were painted in bright green florescent paints, and she had dozens of beaded necklaces on, given to her by younger women.

Meeting Dee’s eyes, I pushed the tall Indian woman over to them, but she resisted, turning back against me and gazing up with those big, soft brown eyes. Her gaze flickered to the sweaty, red-faced girls around her, and the desire in her scent spiked, along with shame, as her cheeks heated slightly.
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T
 he rest of the world faded as I stepped close to the woman, the beast within stirring as an ancient primal rhythm awoke between the tall older woman and me.

“Oh shit, ladies! Shandra’s going to get it!”

“I can taste his desire! It’s just like they told us!” shouted another girl from the crowd.

My breathing deepened as the woman’s soft brown eyes gazed into mine, and I saw her swallow hard again, thick bottom lip trembling.

“Breed her! Breed her! Breed her! Breed her!”

The quiet chant grew around the crowd, and I noticed Ava and Dee draw close out of the corner of my eye.

“My lord,” the woman breathed, her accent thickening as she trembled in my arms, “I have no one and nothing anymore… If you would have me, I’m yours.”

Glancing to the side, I met Ava’s eyes then Dee’s, seeing determination in both. I still felt reassured when they nodded insistently. Turning back, I reached up and ran gentle fingers down the woman’s smooth cheek.

The music shifted, whoever the DJ was queuing a slower beat with deeper bass pulses. I wanted to take my time with this gorgeous woman, whose name I didn’t even know, but I could feel eyes upon my back, weighing and judging.

The beast within awakened, a deep-throated growl issuing from the back of my throat, and it was as if it passed through the crowd in a wave. The tall woman before me was the most affected, and I registered her scent awaken into lust and desire, the shame and fear fading.

Snatching the woman to me, I kissed her passionately, the butterflies in my belly turning into a swarm of angry bees as they buzzed around inside. I felt strong hands pulling at me, long fingers sliding down the muscles of my back to grip my ass, and I hissed a quick whisper in her ear.

“They’re watching, so I must play the part.”

When I pulled back, the woman’s eyes were wide, but her lips trembled into an eager grin as she nodded. The shame within her faded entirely, and I scented a deeply held desire flourish to the surface.

“Kneel.”

The order left my lips and dropped into the women’s midst and half a dozen dropped to their knees alongside my Indian beauty, falling under the spell of my voice. The buttons on my fly were mostly undone, and I reached in and pulled forth my quickly stiffening member.

Gasps of surprise and pleasure greeted it, but all I cared about was the wide, soft brown eyes that gazed at the tip as if she were hypnotized. The beast within me growled in pleasure, and I watched a clear bead of pre-cum ooze out of the tip, filling the surrounding air with an overpowering musk.

Those who’d knelt at my command fainted when my pheromones filled the air, and many others swooned, sagging against their friends. My almond-eyed beauty’s face took on a desperate cast, like Ava’s and Madelyn’s had before her, and she surged forward, thick, wide lips wrapping around the head of my cock even as she flinched in shame, her scent a riot of conflicting emotions.

“You have chosen well, Alpha,” one woman near the edge of the crowd said. Her cheeks were flushed and hair a tousled mess, but I recognized her as the one who’d been interrogating the women. “Shandra Gupta has been a convert for many years. She will serve you well. Come, ladies, cheer your sister on!”

“Suck him, Shandra!”

“Go deeper!”

Shandra’s throat tensed, and I could sense her annoyance with the surrounding women, even if I couldn’t quite scent it, but she never stopped her ministrations. She threw herself into the work with a passion that bubbled from within. With the drugs still racing through my veins, and how worked up I’d gotten dancing and touching all these gorgeous women, I didn’t last long, and with a grunt of pleasure, flooded the woman’s throat as my cock throbbed.

“Mhhnhmm!”

Shandra’s pink tongue lapped at the sides and head of my cock as she sucked down every drop of cum. Her surprised and elated expression at the taste registered for only a second as waves of pleasure swept through her.

The beast within me needed to claim its prize, and I gave a deep growl from the back of my throat as Shandra threw herself around and hands reached out, pulling up her skirt and down the tiny triangle of her panties.

“Tell me what you want,” I growled, my voice barely registering even to my own ears.

Lacing beneath each world were deeper intonations, layered there by primal urges in sync with the lust and desire flowing through my body. For just an instant, I glimpsed a deeper and wider power within me than I’d ever suspected existed, then the immediacy of the situation and the haze of drug-induced thoughts pulled me back.

“Fuck me!” Shandra cried out over her shoulder, her ass pushing back into my crotch as she tried to find my cock with her wetness. “Breed me, you sexy young man, and take me from this place!”

“Fuck me too!”

“Breed me, baby, breed me!”

My order struck all those pressed in around us, and they cried out their desires, voices crowding one another’s out as the tip of my cock found Shandra’s tight entrance. As I slipped into a pussy far tighter than either Madge’s or Ava’s, I gasped in surprise and pleasure. This brought a swelling of pleasure and pride in Shandra’s scent, and I saw her relax, back arching as she took me to the hilt, her ass nestling against my pubis for one frozen second.

Then the beast took the reins, and I was pounding down into the woman with a mindless intensity as she screamed in wordless pleasure. My balls churned, and I felt the orgasm rushing in faster than intended as a dozen women pressed in close, their sweat-slick faces shining with joy.

“Ohhh God… huh… right… huh… there… never… huh… felt… like… Cumming, oh God I’m cumming!”

The feel of Shandra’s tightness clamping down around me was too much, and with a grunt, I shot my seed deep into her waiting womb, the beast within purring in contentment as the bond was forged. Shandra’s screams dwindled as she collapsed beneath me, but before I could draw the beautiful woman into my arms, the lights flashed on and the music died.

“Welcome to godhood!”

The shout came through a bullhorn in the doorway as the same wide-shouldered, smooth-voiced man stood there, and I realized we were in the living room of one of the palatial mansions. In the darkness and strobing lights, it had been hard to tell.

The man came in with three others, all cheering and laughing, and behind them another couple dozen women carrying bottles of Cristal and expensive vodka. The women were all dressed in the uniforms but were grouped together by colors. Five wore blue, while three wore green uniforms, and the last batch, the largest by far, were all dressed in white.

“You’re one of us now, brother! Shantelle and Divine will see to your pride, now that one of them is a daughter of Olympus.”

Two ebony beauties clip-clopped forward on heels, carrying bags of clothing and makeup kits. I wouldn’t let them carry me off to the party until I made sure the women were safe, but they were only getting fitted for uniforms, I was told.

Letting the gregarious man sweep me up into his party, I ignored the fear clawing at the back of my mind that at any moment we’d be discovered. Soon the alcohol was flowing as the men plied me with drinks and the night became a blur.
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I
 woke with my cheek pressed into a cold puddle of my own spit. Lifting my head up, I was grateful to realize I didn’t feel hungover, but I frowned at the destruction wrought throughout the giant living room.

The place was destroyed.

Holes punched in walls, floorboards broken, and alcohol spilled everywhere. Madelyn and Ava were passed out on the couch beside me. Both were wearing tiny schoolgirl uniforms colored a dark purple. The skirts and tight little tops looked odd but not unattractive on their busty, mature bodies.

Rising, I checked on both and found them breathing easily. From the scent of champagne wafting off each of their breaths, I figured they would be passed out for a while longer. Judging by the dim light coming from outside the mansion, it was still early morning.

I heard music coming from somewhere, loud thumping guitar riffs. It took a few seconds to recognize it was coming from beneath my feet, then another few seconds to find a set of stairs leading down.

There I found a plush basement set up for entertaining, complete with a large bar in one corner and a strobing chandelier that was dim now. Sitting on a pair of small stools in the center of the room were Dee and Shandra, their heads close together as they whispered to one another.

My heart seized when I spotted the pair of them talking. I couldn’t make out what they said over the pumping music, and a small part of me felt shame for what I’d done under the effects of the drugs the night before. When Shandra turned and saw me, the genuine smile that broke out upon her face quieted the shame to a mummer of opprobrium.

Dee waved me over, her eyes cautioning me to speak in whispers as they stood.

“I’ve been informing Dr. Gupta about our mission. Are Ava and Madelyn still well? We’ll need to get them medicine, or they’ll be useless all day.”

“Dr. Gupta,” I said, but when the woman blushed and held out her hand, I folded her into a hug.

“Oh God, I’ve been so scared for so long.” She broke off into quiet sobs, her tears wetting my shoulder, and I was surprised to see Donatella reach out and stroke the woman’s back softly.

Dee was wearing the dark purple schoolgirl’s outfit too, and when she saw my eyes widen at the short skirt, she frowned and tried to tug the material down and I glanced away. Finally, Shandra quieted, and I released her but kept a grip on her hand.

“Tell us what happened,” I asked, leaving it opened ended.

Dee frowned again and opened her mouth to speak, but this time I surreptitiously motioned her to silence and nodded for Shandra to go on. She began haltingly, but her story came out easier the more she spoke, and I could feel her relaxing against me. It was almost as if as she spoke the words carried away a small part of the pain and isolation that had weighed her down.

“I was a researcher at Calgary University when I was first recruited for a fertility study. One night, armed men kidnapped me and several of the women in the study. They had other girls from the school, and a few of the professors, all beautiful women. That was years ago… I can’t say how long passed where they held us. We were fed drugs that I didn’t swallow and forced to endure ‘reeducation classes’ all about how the Alphas will come soon and how they needed our help in order to rule…”

“Where are they holding the women?” Dee asked.

“There are large dormitories. This strange town of mansions isn’t the whole facility here, although it’s all most of the Alphas experience. There is a large airfield where the dormitories are, housing thousands and thousands of women. We’re bused in each day to clean and… whatever else needs doing.”

“I’m so sorry you had to go through that,” I said, my heart breaking for the woman.

“I avoided the worst of it,” Shandra said, and I was happy to hear her voice a touch stronger than it had been earlier. “For the most part, they want willing women, eager for the breeding. I’ve paid for my lack of amorous desires in extra work details and punishments.”

“All of that’s over now,” I said, “and you don’t have to do anything you don’t want to.”

“Don’t throw me away,” Shandra said to me, her hand gripping mine tightly. “Please, sir, I didn’t know what the others meant about finally finding my place, but I know it now. I will be good for you, sir, I promise.”

“You don’t have to worry about that,” I assured her, feeling a touch uncomfortable at the fixed stare Dee was giving me.

“Tell me more about this place,” Dee said to Shandra, once our moment had passed. “Is Timothy the only one in charge? Where do they keep their records or do they have administrative offices here? What is the airfield used for?”

“There is another man in charge, but he rarely visits. They flew in with a squadron of Airforce fighter jets a couple days ago, then flew out a few hours later. I don’t know his name, but they refer to him as the executive officer. I saw him once, but only from afar. He’s a tall man with golden hair and bright green eyes. I’m sorry, that’s all I know. There is a large building near the hangars that the Alphas all take their prides to for embryonic testing.”

“Where is this airfield? We didn’t see one coming in,” I said.

“It’s through a tunnel, on the other northern side of the mountain. But there are guards all over the place. Women who’ve taken the indoctrination deeper in their hearts than any others. You won’t be able to sneak past them if that’s what you’re thinking. And now that I’m… bonded”—her brown eyes flickered to me and a brief, disbelieving grin flashed across her face— “I won’t be able to return to the dormitories.”

“Are there others like you?” I asked. “Any more who’ve avoided taking the drugs and fought through the conditioning?”

“I don’t know,” Shandra said, shaking her head. “There may be, but I couldn’t trust anyone. There were always tests… They were always trying to find those who resisted… Some women I knew who were trying simply disappeared, never to be seen again.”

Tears gathered in the beautiful doctor’s eyes, and I drew her into my arms, shocked to find her shaking like a leaf. When Dee opened her mouth to ask another question, I threw her a look, warning the girl to hold off for now, and she settled back down in thoughtful silence. After a few seconds, Dr. Gupta gathered herself, and smiling gratefully up at me, she blushed, a beautiful sight on her dark skin, and I felt her snuggle in closer, her scent a mixture of sadness and shock at what she’d found.

“I know you have more questions, so please ask.”

The complex and compelling aroma of Dee’s scent shifted ever so slightly, and I thought I detected a clue in its movement. As tantalizing as the scent was, I’d resolved to keep my promise. Dee didn’t hesitate in peppering the brown-skinned doctor with questions, but I noted she did keep them focused on logistics and steered the woman away from topics that would trigger unpleasant memories.



There wasn’t much more to say about the area, since Shandra had seen little outside of the dormitories and the mansions where they’d brought her for parties or to clean for and serve various Alphas. I questioned her about the men. There were no female Alphas, she was certain of that, but Shandra knew little other than that they were a wild and rambunctious bunch.

Dee pressed for more details about the drugs they’d been given and the conditioning she’d undergone. But I could feel time running down. We were certainly under surveillance of some kind, and it would look odd, us sitting here for too long in the dark, speaking under cover of the music.

“We should keep a low profile, for now, try to blend in. I’ll see if I can find a way through this tunnel without anyone noticing we’re gone. We have to convince them we’re not a threat.”

“The best way to do that is for you to join in on their… activities. Make friends, try to learn what you can, and I’ll do the same from the women.”

“Are you two not… together?” Dr. Gupta asked, glancing from the gorgeous young woman to me.

“Donatella’s interested in someone else,” I said, priding myself on keeping my tone light and effortless.

“Oh,” Shandra said with a little frown of disappointment, and I realized as the desire vanished from her scent that she’d been excited to fool around with the impossibly beautiful Donatella.

Dee blushed, which was odd, but once again I noticed that hitch in her scent and it wasn’t embarrassment, I saw flitting across her features but anger. The young woman was up and away before I could say anything else, and Shandra gripped my hand hard.

I could scent the woman’s confusion and fear, mixed and warring with a complex swirl of emotions. Staying, I gazed into the older woman’s soft brown eyes and was surprised when she broke out into laughter.

“I’m sorry, but this is all just so crazy. I feel like a leaf on the wind, blown this way and that.”

“I should go check on Dee,” I said, but Shandra kept a firm grip on my hand.

“The girl will be fine,” Dr. Gupta said, her eyes trapping mine, “but I need to know what kind of man I’ve slept with.” One hand reached up and cupped her stomach, and she glanced down, her scent filling with a soft and fragile love. “What I might be aligned to for many years to come.”

She was right. Dee would be fine, although perhaps not our relationship if I’d angered her in some way. My relationship with this woman was more important and meaningful in that moment. My head and heart knew it, and so we sat for long hours while pulsing techno music played around us.
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I
 found her to be as I’d guessed from her scent the night before, a wise, kind, and driven woman who wasn’t afraid to seize opportunities. There was a hidden side to her sexuality that came out later in our conversation. The woman had been a virgin until late in life and known little of the pleasures of the flesh. Because of her age, she guessed, none of the Alphas had tried to bed her, preferring the nubile beauties on offer to them wherever they turned.

Perhaps it was the hangover from the drugs, or finally having someone to confide in after so long alone, but Shandra poured her heart out to me in that dark room. She spoke about her childhood in India and then coming to America as a young girl and the struggles of assimilation. How she’d never felt comfortable with herself, her body, or her place in the world, and when she’d been kidnapped, the feelings of disconnection from those around her had only grown.

“I made friends in those first few weeks and months, but eventually they were all taken in by Alphas and I was alone again.” I could see in her scent how much the rejection of the Alphas had hurt.

“You’re part of us now,” I reassured her. “As long as you want to be, you’re part of our family.”

“Thank you,” Shandra said with a hitch in her voice. “I want to believe you. I can tell you’re a sweet and honest young man… But I’ve seen the beauties they’ll soon throw at you.” She barked a quiet, bitter little laugh. “The novelty of an old lady like me—”

My angry growl silenced her with a click of teeth, and I scented a thread of acidic fear as my eyes bore down into hers.

“Do you imagine I’m a mindless rutting fool like the rest of them? You think I didn’t parse through the scents and personalities of every woman there last night until I found the one woman brave enough, strong enough, and smart enough to throw off their yoke of control?”

The woman’s gaze softened slightly, but I still scented that threat of fear in her. And remembering things my stepmom had said over the years, clues into the psyche of an aging woman, I had an insight into at least some of her insecurities, and they had nothing to do with her personality or brains, because in those she was confident.

When she opened her mouth to demure, I placed my finger across her thick red lips and saw goose bumps break out across the backs of her arms as she drew in a sharp breath. Slipping off my seat, I knelt before her and ran gentle fingers down her smooth cheeks and took in her exotic beauty, letting her see my regard reflected in my features. There was a second where she refused to believe, but then a fragile hopeful smile found its way onto her lips and I leaned forward to steal it from her lips.

The older woman moaned into our kiss and once more tried to pull back the moment her body gave in. Instead of forcing her to relax, I let my hands trail down her sides, caressing and touching her body. It took a few seconds, but Shandra relaxed into my touch, and I soon had her down on the thick carpet with me, my fingers straying to her smooth skin and teasing the edge of her skirt and short blouse.

I took my time, forgetting the world and losing myself in the woman’s scent and the feel of her. Using clues within the minute signals of her body, I found how she liked to be touched. It was a bit rougher than Ava or Madge liked, and she even shivered in a mini orgasm when my fingers latched around her neck and I ground my stiffness against her panty-clad pussy.

Shandra required time and patience before she could fully relax with me, a symptom of insecurity and issues built up from many years of celibacy, but I came to relish the chance to explore her body to the fullest.

To my amusement, the schoolgirl uniform had a few hidden buttons that made it fall right off, which I hadn’t noticed the night before. Popping them free, I lay Shandra on her slender back and kissed my way down her body.

Shandra was long and lean, with high firm breasts capped in small dark nipples that hardened at the faintest touch. She tried to dissuade me as my lips trailed down her smooth belly, but her fingers laced in my hair, and her gasps of pleasure and cries of “Yes!” filled the room as I tasted her. Employing my meager skills, I teased the hard little nubbin of flesh with my tongue and lips as my finger slipped in and rubbed the firm patch of her G-spot. In moments, her thighs were clamping down around my head and the blood pounded in my ears as Shandra came upon my tongue.

Before she could recover, I was up and between her legs and sliding within her wetness with deliberate slowness. We made love there on the carpet for a long time. Rolling around and kissing, at one point Shandra pressed me back and rode me with seductive gyrations of her hips. As she did, she came over and over on me, my cock touching places in her she’d never been touched, but she refused to stop until she claimed her prize as I exploded within her womb.

Ten minutes later as she knelt between my legs, I could take no more of her hot mouth and bent the beautiful Indian doctor over and took her like a beast, reminiscent of the night before, and loved the uninhibited joy on Shandra’s face as she cried out in pleasure beneath me, her firm breasts swaying with every thrust.

I came inside her again, and we collapsed on the carpet in sweaty, cum-smeared bliss. Clapping from the side of the room surprised us both, and we picked our heads up to look over. Dr. Gupta covered her breasts with one arm, trying to hide behind me in her embarrassment, but she relaxed when she saw it was Ava and Madelyn.

“One of the men from last night is outside waiting for you, CT,” Madge said. “Says to ‘get your ass outside so he can show you around.’”

“Kind of an asshole,” Ava said with a grin as she came over and reached down, but instead of helping me up she drew Shandra to her feet. “Go and play with your new friends,” she said with a wink to me. “It will give Madge and me a chance to catch up with Shandra, here.”

“Yeah,” Madelyn said, plucking at the skirt of her uniform, “and maybe we can find something less sexist and ugly to wear. These things were designed for twiggy little girls. Not a woman with hips.”

A loud engine revved outside, and a familiar smooth voice shouted my name.

“You’ll be, okay?” I asked Shandra, and she nodded, smiling and blushing as she stood naked and cum-smeared beside my stepmom, her eyes not quite able to meet the other woman’s yet.

Pausing to give Ava a deep kiss, I did the same with Madge, then left the women alone. I almost headed straight outside as I was, but remembered at the last second to snatch a pair of shorts and pull them on before heading outside.

“Bro! I took you a new car. What do you think?”

Charlie, whose name I’d learned the night before, was a few inches taller than me and wide as an ox across the shoulders. His golden hair was swept back, and he wore only a pair of shorts like me. His handsome face was open and grinning as he swept a hand across a topless black McLaren.

“Damn, man, that thing’s gorgeous!”

“Let’s go take it for a test spin.” Charlie grinned, tossing me the keys.

“If I can remember how to drive a stick.” I laughed as I slipped behind the wheel. “This is awesome, man, thank you.”

“It’s no big thing. There are a fleet of cars down at the dealership. We can take whatever we want. This shit is the best!”

“Fuck yeah,” I said, flicking the keys and grinning as the deep throbbing sound awoke from the engine. Grinning, I dropped the clutch in and hit the gas pedal, feeling the steering wheel nearly ripped from my grip as the car took off.

“You’re lucky you made it here, man,” Charlie called out over the rushing wind as I zipped down a wide curving road. “Head that way. We’ll go to the track first. Shit’s legit. You’ll love it. Yeah, man, those poor fuckers that didn’t make it, I feel bad for them.”

“Where did you come from?” I asked.

“Me? Oh, they found me in high school years ago. I went through the Change after college and have been part of the program ever since. You should have seen it before. Bunch of uptight pricks, always going on about cures and desalination, shit like that. Matthew and his boys knew what’s up, though.”

The name caused the hairs to rise on the back of my neck, and I nearly drove into a curb before cutting the wheel back to the center of the road. Charlie only laughed at the near miss, not even bothering to put on his seatbelt.

“Matthew?” I asked.

“Yeah, man, he’s the dude that made all this possible. Matt’s a great man, the greatest. Why, if it weren’t for him, we’d still be doing the bidding of lesser men, and the world wouldn’t be the paradise it is now.”

He flashed me such a wide grin, free of any hint of shame or remorse, that my guts turned cold, but I painted a wide smile on my face as well.

“What about the rest of the world?” I asked.

“Matthew’s got a plan for those fuckers. China, Russia, India, the EU, none of those idiots were prepared… Well, maybe China was.” He frowned for a second, then went right on bragging. “But the rest were caught with their pants down. None were prepared like us. And we got an advantage on them.” Flashing me a wink, he held up one finger and pushed the steel frame of the windshield out, leaving a finger-sized dent.

“How the hell did you do that?” I asked, remembering the man’s shocking strength from the night before.

“You can too, when you need to. But Matthew taught us how to harness it, those of us who are ascendant.” Pointing to where a bunch of checkered flags hung on light posts, he said, “Follow the flags, and we’ll be on the track. Let’s see if you can get over 200 mph on this bad boy. Do that, and I’ll teach you how I did that.” He indicated the dented steel and flashed a grin when I punched the gas pedal.

The car handled much better at higher speeds but felt like it was going to tear out of my grip any second. A wide on-ramp led from the street straight onto the track, and I could go even faster on the banked turns.

“Embrace the wolf within,” Charlie shouted over the screaming wind, “feel it reach up and take control but don’t relinquish… Instead, absorb the beast within… It is your power… Your true self.”

I sought the beast within as I drove, but it was difficult with my concentration so focused on the road and the touchy vehicle. But I sensed what he was driving at. Drawing in more and more of that inner beast, I slowly drew it up, feeling a flush of euphoria as the world seemed to slow down around me, blood pounding in my ears.

Like the trick with my eyesight Dee had taught me, all of my senses were suddenly awake. Charlie’s scent was suddenly so easy to parse. His friendly nature masked a cold inner core that monitored everything around him, a predator on the hunt for rivals.
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R
 eleasing the beast within, the car washed out on a turn as I lost control for a brief moment, and Charlie let out a hearty laugh. In the brief instant before I could no longer read the true complexities of his scent, the wariness in his scent faded, and I breathed a silent breath of relief.

I had no idea why, but the man had been readying himself to kill me.

I spent the rest of the day with Charlie as he showed me around the odd town. He encouraged me to train and practice my Alpha powers at the various “amusements” around town. He was jovial and charming, but I never let myself relax around him after that first terrifying incident, nor did I draw upon the beast within, no matter how often he encouraged me to. It was a test I realized, just like everything in this place seemed to be, and one that if I passed would probably see me dead a moment later.

We met other Alphas by themselves or in pairs, often with one or two women or girls in tow. There were few inhibitions amongst many of the Alphas, and I even saw a pair sharing their women as they rutted in the bathroom of a restaurant. The thought turned my stomach, but Charlie merely laughed and said I’d grow used to sights such as that.

As stressed and uncomfortable as I was all day, there were highlights. The best being when we went to the firing range, and I got to shoot off a rocket launcher. Watching a fireball explode against the mountainside and a small mushroom cloud rise up was one of the coolest things I’d ever done or seen, and I didn’t have to fake my joy as I high-fived Charlie and the sharp-faced woman who ran the range.

There were women everywhere. Thousands of them. Cleaning the houses in French maid outfits and cooking in the restaurants in white chef’s coats that fell to mid-thigh like skirts. There was a resort atmosphere to the place, and everywhere we went, we were met with smiles, but I couldn’t ignore the too-stable scents of the women. Or how fixed and forced some of the grins felt.

Around midday, we stopped to eat and get massages. Thankfully, I was in my own room, and when the young Asian woman offered to provide a “happy ending” with a stiff smile stretching across her lips, I demurred.

I had to wait around for an hour as Charlie enjoyed his “happy ending” with several of the masseuses. Finally, the man walked out, stretching and scratching at his belly and winking at me.

“Nothing like a nice siesta in the middle of the day, eh? You try out Mikiko? She’s got the tightest ass I’ve ever felt. You should use the ass with the ones you really like. They’ve got them all pumped full of so much fertility drugs, they’ll get preggers and they’ll disappear. Their bodies are never the same after that, trust me.”

“I think Madelyn has been bred,” I said, seeing an opportunity. “Not sure, though, never found a piss test.”

“We’ve got the best docs,” Charlie said with a wink. “Special place we all take our prides to get them checked out. Plastic surgeons too, if you want to get some touch-ups done to your ladies. They’re Korean, so it’s the best surgeons. I’ll take you tomorrow. You ever play football? We have a pickup game on the weekends. You’ll love it.”

I listened to the man talk about his glories from previous games and the BBQ spread that was laid out for the players, but tuned out when he started describing the cheerleaders. I had what I wanted, a way into the place where they hopefully housed the records. An hour later, I begged off, saying I needed to check on my pride. He had me drop him off at a house party in full swing at one of the mansions and promised to swing by in the morning to take me to the facility.

When I returned to the mansion, a crew was still there, picking up and cleaning from the previous night’s craziness. The women were all dressed in tiny French maid outfits, and from the slow and bad job they were doing cleaning, it was obvious they were more used to undertaking other chores. When a pair of young women bent over before me as I tried to mount the curving staircase leading to the bedrooms, they seemed to expect that I’d plow their bald little pussies right then and there.

The beast within me wanted nothing to do with either of them, and a low growl sent them scrambling back down the steps, apologizing for being in my way. Putting the pair out of my mind, I found Ava, Madelyn, and Shandra on one of the bedroom balconies. The three were sitting around a glass table, sipping champagne and chatting amiably.

When I stepped out, Ava popped to her feet and folded me in a warm hug.

“We were so worried when you were gone all day,” my stepmom said, pulling back and looking deep into my eyes. “Are you okay?”

“I’m okay,” I reassured her and glanced over. “Where’s Dee?”

“She’s been out of it all day. Laid down in one of the bedrooms a few hours ago to take a nap,” Madelyn said, waving her champagne flute. I could see from her movements that she was tipsy.

“Have you been having a good day, Shandra?” I asked the woman, pouring myself a glass and slipping into the one empty seat and drawing Ava down into my lap.

“It’s been the best… hic…” the woman said, blushing when she hiccupped. “Excuse me. It turns out your stepmom and I both modeled for the same agency for a year. I did Bollywood shoots for them, not the prestigious car modeling like you, Ava.”

“Be grateful,” Ava said, leaning against me as she reached out for her glass and pressing those massive breasts of hers against my chest. “It wasn’t a lot of fun standing around and getting breathed on by creepy old guys and neckbeard gearheads.”

“That’s true.” Shandra grinned. “I only had to deal with handsy photographers.”

“We all had to deal with them, darling,” Madelyn said, “but no longer. Now we’ve only got to keep one handsome young man happy. Speaking of which, why don’t we show the boy what you taught us, Shandra?”

“Shandra learned all sorts of things from the other girls when they would talk about the wild orgies they have,” Ava purred, one nail tracing circles and lines on my bare chest as her eyes watched the crotch of my shorts grow. Then she pressed her lips to my ear and whispered softly, “Dee said they’re still watching and expect you to be like the others after today, rude, selfish, and… needy. Let those desires I know you’re always holding back shine through, take what you want from us, Court… we’re begging you.”

I looked around and met Madelyn’s eyes and saw the love and absolute devotion I’d come to recognize in her shining forth. But Dr. Gupta’s gaze held the same naked emotions, though hints of embarrassment and shyness poked through.

“I think that’s a good idea,” I said, letting Ava slip from my lap as I stood and tossed back the glass of champagne. Fishing out my heavy cock, I let it flop free. “Come show me what you’ve been learning, ladies. Tonight, we’re all going to get to know one another… intimately.”

Ava and Madelyn grinned at one another, and I scented the pleasure flourishing within them as I took charge. Shandra gazed up at me, and I saw the hesitation and shyness fade, as it had in the morning, as my desire reassured her. Letting my eyes trace the woman’s lovely figure, I watched her firm breasts shake as she shuffled forward.

Madelyn pressed in on my left side and Shandra on my right, while my stepmom moved in close. With the mountains as a backdrop and a setting sun in the distance, I watched the beautiful MILFs slide their tongues up and down the underside of my cock, cheeks pressed together as they moved as one.

The three MILFs spent as much time kissing and caressing one another as they did licking and sucking my cock. Watching Ava and Shandra make out, the Indian woman shy and awkward at first, but losing herself quickly in the passionate embrace, was nearly as hot as watching Madge take me down to the root, her puffy lips pressing against my crotch.

When Shandra parted my stepmom’s tiny white top and gasped in awe at her massive breasts, I saw Ava blush in pleasure before turning to take over for Madge. The actress and doctor nursed on Ava’s massive breasts as I slowly fucked her soft mouth.

Then the three of them were once again back to work, working my cock over together, Madelyn’s fingers a tight ring as she stroked me, all three tongues lapping at the purple head of my cock. I felt like a king as I stood there, in full view of anyone who wished to chance a glance up to the balcony, pearlescent cum splashing across their cheeks and lips as they lapped it up.

Staggering back, the three women fell onto one another without me there to support them, and their skirts were soon flung aside. The three of them making out had me hard again, and I didn’t let the three leave until I’d planted a healthy load of seed within each of their wombs.
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I
 t was well past dark by the time I left the three passed out on the bed, their hair and skin slick with sweat and juices. Wandering through the house, I found Dee in one of the downstairs rooms sitting on the ground beside the bed, her head hanging in her hands. She didn’t look up when I sat on the bed beside her, but I saw her shoulders tense.

“I heard already, okay? You don’t have to throw it in my face.”

“Do you want to talk about it?” I asked, sensing the fragility within her and trying hard not to pick through her complex scent.

“What’s there to talk about? It’s obviously a lie. One of Matthew’s enemies is posing as him. I don’t know what they’re planning, but we’re going to stop them once we find my mom and sisters.”

When she picked her head up angrily, the red rimming her eyes from tears was plain and she had a haggard, drawn look I’d never seen on her before.

“There’s a lot we still don’t know,” I said. “Let’s just focus on one thing at a time.”

“Easy for you to say,” Dee said with a sneer. “You’re loving it here. How many girls you fuck today? Eh? They’re brainwashed, you know, little better than slaves. How many, huh?”

“None,” I said, keeping my voice calm even as she grew heated. “I hate what’s been done to them as much as you. There is no free will or free choice here. It’s the perversion of a teenage boy’s dream, with nothing resembling the beauty and balance of nature. They’re training Alphas to be weapons. Teaching them similar techniques to what you showed me.” Her anger faded at that, and I saw concern enter her expression. “They’re breeding and training an army and pointing it at the rest of the world. Charlie mentioned something about China, Russia, and a few other countries. About sending them gifts. We have to be smart about how we do this. No reacting just because we’re angry or upset over something.”

“Sure, if you want to stay weak and un-ascendant the rest of your life,” Dee grumbled the words under her breath but when she noticed me listening grew silent, her eyes still hard on me.

“I didn’t sleep with any of them,” I said, then frowned and added, “You should be able to tell.”

“I don’t spend my time sniffing your junk, slim. Speaking of which, that promise you made before, you can forget it now.”

“Why now?” I asked. “What’s changed?”

“Nothing,” Dee said, but I sensed something about her and now that the prohibition was no longer in place, drew in a slow deep breath and focused all my attention on the young woman’s pheromones. Once again, they were far too complex to parse easily, but I thought I detected an almost overwhelming pool of sadness threatening to pull her under.

Knowing it might get me killed, I reached over and picked up one of the large down pillows on the bed. Dee watched me with a curious frown that melted into outrage when I smacked her across the face with it. The girl’s jaw dropped, and I saw red anger warring with indignation battle across her face, and I threw myself backward, rolling across the bed just as her hand came smacking down.

“Hey!” Donatella yelled, and when I popped up, a solid lump struck me across the chest from the pillow she’d thrown.

When the breath escaped my lungs and I staggered back to crash into the dresser, the gorgeous young woman burst out into peels of golden laughter, and I saw the stress and worries of the past few hours lift from her shoulders as she picked up another pillow.

“All you’ve done is give me a second weapon.” I grinned, hefting both pillows and swinging them in double loops.

“Ha!” Donatella laughed, and one of her wrists flicked and one of my pillows deflated, down flying everywhere. A small dagger stuck out of the wall behind me, piercing two feathers. “Take that weapon and then we can have some real fun.”

I chose not to take her up on the offer, instead getting my ass kicked in a ten-minute-long pillow fight that left both of us bruised, exhausted, and laughing by the time we stumbled out of the destroyed room.

“Let’s get a drink,” Dee said, pulling me down to the mansion’s bar. “We both need one.”

Dee found a bottle of scotch in the bar’s cabinets and the controls to the music. After pouring us both a large drink, she flicked on the music, drowning out our words.

The alcohol burned when it went down, but it tasted of fire and smoke, and I found I liked it immediately. I told her about what I’d learned that day from Charlie, and she was excited about the fertility clinic.

“They’ll have computers there hooked up to a network. That’s good. We should be able to find something out. Are you nervous?” she asked with a sly grin tugging at the corner of her lips.

It was still difficult looking directly at the gorgeous young woman without finding myself staring at her face or the graceful way she moved.

“About what?” I asked.

“About finding out Ava and Madge are pregnant. Shandra may be as well at this point. Alphas are notorious for knocking women up when they bond them. The percentages are astronomical.”

“I hadn’t really thought about it,” I said, feeling a wash of emotions sweep through me as the idea rattled around in my head, but surprisingly fear wasn’t part of it.

“You’re excited,” Donatella said, her tone amused. “I don’t think I’ve met any men who smelled that happy and excited about it. I thought you would have been annoyed at the inconvenience.”

“Did you really?” I asked.

“No,” Dee said, frowning and turning to stare down into her drink. “I don’t know why I said that.”

She tossed back her scotch, finishing the whole glass in one go, and poured another four-fingers of amber liquid while she scowled.

“It’s because you’re hurt. You’re lashing out at someone close to you.” The young woman’s shoulders flinched as if she’d been hit, but I went on. “Either to push me away or make sure someone else hurts as much as you do.”

“When did you get so wise,” the silver-haired woman said, her tone bitter as she drank off the whole glass of scotch and poured another. “A couple days ago, you were a scared kid. Now you think you’re Dean Williams reborn or something?”

Her words had a slight slur to them, but she drank down the third glass even faster than the first two.

“I’m the same scared kid,” I said, ignoring her snort of laughter, “but I’ve determined that our purpose here is more important than my life, so I’ve committed. Completely. Why haven’t you?”

The baleful, red-rimmed eyes that swung to me were filled with a manic energy as Dee lurched off the barstool and staggered over to me. Her look grew smokey, and she almost fell upon me when she stumbled, catching herself just before trying to press her body against me.

Stopping the young woman with two hands on her shoulders, I frowned at her. “What are you doing?”

“I’m committing,” she said, her tone a touch rough with anger as she blinked up at me. “Stop being a nerd and let this happen.”

I pushed Dee back when she tried to push forward, her impossibly perfect lips pursed. A large part of my brain wondered why I was turning away from what I’d desired for so long.

“You don’t want… hic
 … me?” Dee demanded, pulling back from me and whipping her hair back over one shoulder and standing with a hand on her hip. My throat went dry and my tongue clove to the roof of my mouth as I gazed up at her gorgeous Alpha-girl body and met her challenging stare.

“I want you more than my next breath, but not like this… Not when you’re heartbroken and angry.” Dee’s face registered anger, and I could see it was about to flare even hotter, but I continued to speak. “When we make love, and we will
 , it will be because you want me, for me.”

The words hit her like a slap in the face. I saw the anger and hurt drain from her face as she sank back onto the barstool. Reaching over, I filled her glass and my own from the bottle. Taking it up, I held it in a toast to Dee who picked hers up slowly.

“To saving your mom and sisters,” I said, staring deep into those gorgeous yellow eyes, and finally I saw a hint of smile work its way onto the corners of her lips as she nodded.

I drank the whole glass down along with her and gasped at the burning in my throat. For one second I feared the poisonous liquid might come back up, but I managed to not make a fool of myself. Movement near the doorway drew our attention, and I found Ava standing there in a terry-cloth robe, holding another in her arms.

“I came to see if you wanted to shower with us,” my stepmom said, her eyes flicking from Dee to me, “but I can see you two are busy.”

“No,” I said, setting down the glass and stepping away from the bar, “we’re done here.”

I could feel Donatella’s eyes on my back as I strode over and gathered Ava into my arms. I gazed into my oldest friend’s eyes and saw the same swelling of love within her that leaped up within me, and I pulled her into a passionate kiss.

When we walked down the hall, Ava glanced back over our shoulders, and I saw a mischievous grin flash across her lips.

“Donatella looked like she was going to be sick. What did you say to her?”

“I’ll tell you later,” I said, turning and slipping my hand within her robe and running my cool fingers across her warm sides, loving the feel of naked flesh beneath the robe. “Right now, I’ve got other plans.”

“But we’re going to… mhmmm shower… ohh!”

“They’ll wait,” I whispered into Ava’s ear as I pressed her into a small side bedroom and drew off her robe. “Right now, I want you… and only you.”

“Yes, sir,” Ava purred, stepping back from me and letting the robe slip free of her shoulders, revealing her nakedness in all its glory. “How do you want me?”
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I
 n answer, I stepped forward and drew Ava back to me, gently laying her down on the bed and taking my time as I caressed and teased her. Pushing the rest of the world from my awareness, I focused on my stepmom’s incredible body, touching and pleasuring her with every bit of skill I had.

Pushing that skill to its limits, I opened my senses to her body. Taking in the myriad clues she gave me, I devoted myself to Ava’s pleasure. That night I took each of my women like that, peeling them off from the others and spending a couple hours connecting with them on a deeper level before joining the other two.

I was exhausted by the time morning came around, but I’d never felt happier or more connected with anyone as I lay in bed with all three. Dee had hovered around all evening, like a shadow. I could sense her presence nearby but not her thoughts or mood, and when I peeled myself out of the pile of limbs, Shandra and Madge shifting into the warm spot I left with little murmurs of disapproval, I found her sitting just outside the bedroom, snoring softly as she rested her head on the hilt of her curved blade.

Pulling a light blanket off the foot of the bed, I draped it over her shoulders and went to find water to quench my thirst. I was cracking the top on a bottle in the kitchen when a black Porsche pulled up to the front of my place and a familiar face hopped out.

Kelso, the Alpha who’d stopped us when we first got to Alpha Command, was dressed in his usual fatigues, but he had an interesting setup, including twin rifles slung over his back with odd baskets attached to them.

“Hey, you awake!”

The man pounded on the front door and yelled as I was hurrying over. He flashed a bright smile when I pulled open the door.

“You’re up! Dude, we’re having a battle today down at the paintball fields. I could use a good man on my team, you free?”

“I have to go to the fertility clinic this morning,” I said. “Want to come in?”

“Naw, no time. No worries. I’ll see if you’re free this evening. This first one’s just a trial run for some squads. I guess a bigwig from DC is coming out today, taking a few of us to the big leagues.”

“Big leagues?” I asked.

“War, man! Eventually we’re going to have to take down those foreign pieces of shit and make the whole world our paradise, right?”

“Right,” I said, and the man slapped me on the shoulder before turning to go.

“I’ll come by later. Hey, if that silver-haired fox is preggers, I call dibs if it’s a girl!”

“We need to get the fuck out of here,” the quiet whisper from behind me alerted me that Dee had slipped up behind me, and I nodded without turning to acknowledge her presence as I waved goodbye to Kelso.

“Wake Ava, Madelyn, and Shandra,” I said. “I want to get to the clinic as early as possible.”

For a wonder, Dee didn’t argue or quibble, and I drew in a deep breath as I felt her slip away. The deeper I drew in the scent, the more the beast within stirred. That hidden part of me was terrifying and thrilling at the same time.

Like standing on the edge of a roof, overwhelmed with the unreasonable desire to jump.

If I gave in to my desire and let the beast take over, it could subsume my will and self within an uncontrollable primal power. I’d felt the edges of the power residing within me, and just the barest hint was enough to terrify.

Shaking myself free of the reverie, I stalked upstairs and dressed. I almost armed myself, but other than the paintball guns on Kelso, I hadn’t seen any other Alphas going around armed and figured it would be frowned upon to arrive at a medical facility that way.

When I got downstairs, Dee had wrangled all three out of bed. They’d taken time to do their hair and makeup, and were also dressed in fresh uniforms of purple and black. I tried not to ogle the three MILFs in their tiny skirts and tight, white, tied-off shirts, but they looked so good it was impossible.

“I know it’s just my male brain, but those outfits are starting to grow on me,” I said.

“I’m still putting on jeans the moment I get a chance,” Ava said, but her lips curled up into a pleased grin as she smoothed the short skirt down her thighs. “But maybe we can wear them on special occasions.”

“And cheerleading uniforms?” Dr. Gupta asked, faint hope entering her voice. “I always wanted to be an American cheerleader, with their cute little white socks.”

“I like the way you think, darling. But why stop there? Court’s been obsessed with these cosplayers for years. Can you imagine, Dee as a sexy Poke-ball, or whatever they call those things?”

The women kept up their good-natured ribbing as we headed outside. Charlie had promised a transport would arrive at seven a.m. sharp, and I could spot a black Suburban with tinted windows heading up the wide road toward us.

“We should talk about what to expect at the fertility clinic,” Dee whispered quickly as we waited. “Talk of breeding makes the Beta Alphas go crazy, so you’ll need to plan for that.”

“She’s right,” Dr. Gupta said. “A lot of the most eager girls volunteer as ‘nurses.’” She made air quotes with her fingers. “They’re offered the same benefits and rewards if they’re impregnated, like all the rest.”

“I don’t like it,” I said.

“Tough,” Dee said. “We’re all going to have to make sacrifices if we’re going to slip past doctors and scientists without detection. I’ll try to create a diversion so I can slip away and see what I can find in their systems. You have to keep their attention focused on what you’re doing, so they don’t come looking for me.”

“Court will do what needs to be done,” Ava said, her pale blue eyes holding mine until I nodded in reluctant agreement. Then she turned to Donatella, her eyes even harder as she added, “And if his honor and effort are wasted… You
 will answer for it.”

I didn’t understand what passed between the two women, but once again Dee’s scent shifted so quickly, I almost didn’t detect it. Instead of getting angry, Dee held my stepmom’s gaze for long seconds as the Suburban pulled up, before finally nodding and, oddly, her cheeks grew bright red. Then Ava pulled the younger woman into a quick hug.

“Bro! Your pride looks excited. I’m glad I tagged along. Hop in.”

The passenger window rolled down, and I saw Charlie sitting there with a platinum blonde bimbo on his lap. A gorgeous but severe-looking brunette with her hair in a tight ponytail was driving, but she didn’t bother looking over when the window rolled down, just hit a button, so the rear doors opened.

The teen didn’t pay attention to what was going on around her as she filed her nails and popped bubble gum. It wasn’t until we piled into the back rows of seats that I noticed the girl had her skirt flipped up and was gently riding Charlie’s cock.

“Don’t mind me. Heather’s trying to get one last load in before she gets tested. So, how was your night?” He turned his head and the girl flopped forward, squawking as he peered back. As he did, I spotted his manhood slip partway out of her and was shocked at its slenderness. “Dude, you really got a thing for MILFs, don’t you? It’s like a PTA meeting back there.” Then his eyes spotted Dee in the back, and I saw the man’s whole demeanor change. “Who
 are you
 ?”

“Charlie, you’re hurting me,” the bimbo squeaked, her face pressed into the windshield as Charlie tried turning all the way around.

“You don’t smell of this Beta, woman. Why aren’t you bonded? Who are you?” The jovialness was gone from Charlie’s voice, replaced with a hardness I’d never heard in a human, and the coldness in his eyes was that of a snake, seeing everything around it as prey beneath itself. A shiver ran down my spine when I saw the mask disappear and the face of evil laid naked before me.

“I—”

I heard the lack of certainty in Dee’s voice and was about to speak up, but it was Madelyn who broke the tense silence. The former actress’s peeling laughter had a mocking quality to it that caused Charlie’s face to go flat, and I saw the coldness shifting into anger, but Madelyn broke off her laughter just as abruptly as it had begun.

A light pinch at my side from the older woman’s fingers put a frown on my face, and I let the anger bleed through as she spoke.

“You presume to question us in our master’s presence? Isn’t that breaking the first rule in your boys’ paradise?”

The driver slowed down the car, and I spotted a bead of sweat rolling down her forehead and her knuckles going white as she gripped the steering wheel.

“You’ve got a lot of nerve for an old cunt—”

A growl of anger ripped from the back of my throat, and the car shifted on its shocks as I lurched forward. But before I could do anything rash, Madge was there, a calm hand on my chest as she turned to the golden-haired alpha seated before her.

“Just because Dee didn’t drink her mouthful of CT’s delicious cum this morning, doesn’t mean she isn’t his…” Dee was sitting on the woman’s other side on the back bench, and she reached over and spread the younger woman’s perfect, slender legs and ran a hand up her inner thighs, lifting the skirt to reveal pure white panties, and turned to stare into Dee’s pale-yellow eyes. “He’s been saving this virgin for a special occasion… But she’s his eager little mouth whore. We can show the dumb brute and his plastic little bimbo what an older woman’s knowledgeable mouth can do, paired with these innocent lips… eh?”

Madelyn was gazing deep into Dee’s eyes, and I expected the younger woman to blow up at any moment, instead the hardened warrior I knew disappeared and she nodded shyly, those lambent eyes flickering to me and an eager little grin finding its way onto her lips.

“Come back here, baby,” Dee purred as one hand trailed slender fingers up her smooth belly. “Please?”
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I
 nearly came in my pants when she added the “please” in an adorable, girlish voice. Then, with Ava’s hands pushing me back, I crawled between the two women into the back seat. Charlie’s frown was clear, and the blonde let out pained whimpers as her face pressed into the windshield still.

Madelyn was deep in character as she flirted with Dee, and the younger woman was following her lead. Now that I could feel the gorgeous silver-haired woman pressed against my side, I sensed her nervousness in the slight tremble of her knees and fingers when they reached out to grip mine.

Dee played the nervousness off as shy innocence, and with her delicate features it came off flawlessly. Dr. Gupta and my stepmom watched with wide, excited eyes as Madge flicked open the fly of my jeans and fished out my already stiffening manhood.

The bimbo gasped when she saw its length and girth flop into view, and I saw Charlie frown in annoyance. Madelyn didn’t waste any time, drawing my cock between her thick lips and swirling her tongue around the head. My heart thudded in my chest as Dee licked her lips and bent down slowly, her eyes locked on Madge as the older woman’s thick lips slipped off the head of my cock.

Her fingers locked around the base as she held it out to the younger woman with a raised eyebrow. The beast within was wary and still, Donatella’s scent filling my head but making no more sense than it ever had. As I watched the girl’s gorgeous face draw close to my cock, my heart leapt into my throat and a storm of butterflies awoke in my belly.

A clear bead of pre-cum began pooling on the tip, and the moment it did, Dee darted forward to lick it off, her small pink tongue trailing fire across the sensitive flesh and causing me to gasp in pleasure. Dee moaned in mindless desire, and her hot lips slipped over the head of my cock, sucking me deep in one go.

Charlie frowned as he watched the gorgeous young woman's lips puff around the head of my cock. But I barely registered the man, or anyone else, as Dee’s impossibly soft tongue caressed the head of my cock. Those yellow eyes locked on mine, and I saw a smile crinkle the corners of them, causing me to relax into the surreal experience.

Madge joined the young woman, their tongues sliding up and down the shaft as one before I saw their lips meet around the head in a soft kiss. Tongues flicked the head as their lips teased one another, then Dee was moaning softly as she took me back into her mouth.

My fingers slipped into the young woman’s silky hair, and Madge’s joined them. The MILF grinned and pressed her large breasts against my side as she kissed my neck and watched Donatella’s silver head bobbing up and down in my lap.

Dee’s skills had been non-existent when she first took me into her mouth, but I’d ignored the slight brush of teeth to sensitive flesh. In just a minute, the girl found the places where I was most sensitive and found a smooth, steady rhythm.

It was her whimper of pleasure, as the beast within growled in need, that set my cock throbbing and balls tightening. The young woman pulled my hand to her chest, where I squeezed a perfect firm breast and felt her large nipples standing out firm against the palm of my hand through her white blouse. When I did, Dee sucked me all the harder, and I saw her thighs pressing together around her other hand and that did it for me.

“Swallow it all,” I growled, and Dee whimpered in answer as her throat worked around the head of my cock.

“Yesss!” Madelyn purred her hot breath on my neck as she held down Dee’s head and watched the girl’s body shake.

“Ngghnnnn!”

The beast within me roared as the connection with the gorgeous Alpha was forged. My cock throbbed and throbbed as Donatella’s tiny mouth licked and swallowed for all she was worth. The whimpers of pleasure and the shaking of her hips would have been enough proof she’d had a massive orgasm, even if the Suburban hadn’t filled with the scent of her virgin sex.

The beast within threw itself at my will, filling my mind with an almost overwhelming desire to rip the gorgeous young woman’s skirt up and take her right then and there. For a long second, I hung on the precipice of control as Dee shook in pleasure, her lips slipping from the head of my cock as she fell back against the seat.

Those yellow eyes met mine, and I saw shock and shame warring across her features. Her eyes widened when she saw the beast within me rising and instead of pushing me away I felt her fingers pulling on me and a faint growl escaped the back of her throat, but I took control of myself with the last dregs of my willpower and forced my hands down to button my pants.

“Hmmm,” Charlie grunted, a plastic smile stretching across his lips before he turned back to pull the little bimbo back down onto his lap. “You’ve got more control than the others. Good for you, bro. Maybe I’ll get me a little virgin, too. Ngh!”

The little bimbo cried out, and I couldn’t tell if it was pleasure or something else as Charlie slammed into her. I thought the rest of the car ride would pass in uncomfortable silence, but Charlie truly had no shame and would point things out to me once we entered the tunnel through the mountain.

“That passage leads to the mutant testing fields. The lab coats have about a million of the fuckers.”

“What are they doing with them?” I asked, peering down the adjoining passage and seeing nothing but darkness as it led to another part of the mountain’s surface.

“Who knows?” he said with a frown that said he could care less. “Tighten up, baby, I’m about to nut.”

“Yes… ugh… cum!” the bimbo squeaked out, and I saw Ava and Dr. Gupta turn away, their cheeks reddening and frowns of annoyance marring their faces. But they kept their objections to themselves, and Charlie didn’t seem to give the older women a second glance.

“There,” Charlie said, pushing the girl off his lap into the footwell before his seat and putting his soft cock away. “Now let’s see if my seed takes root within the hour. Ha! I like doing my own experiments.” He threw me a wink in the back seat, his eyes sliding over Dee once again, and I saw a sneer flash across his features before the charming grin returned. “Are you going to be at the paintball competition later today?”

“Yeah, Kelso invited me to join his squad,” I said.

“Perfect,” Charlie said in that smooth voice of his. “I’ll look for you.”

A chill fell over the cabin as we neared the end of the tunnel. There were two layers of security to pass through, women in black and gray fatigues who scanned each face in the car with hard eyes before letting us through. Finally, we emerged onto a large airfield with hangars marching down one side and an air tower on the other.

There were several planes sitting in a row, as well as a fleet of Black Hawk helicopters, but the most eye-catching sight was the new building that had been thrown up on the south end. It was a gleaming structure of glass and steel with a large red cross set above the entrance.

Four women in pristine uniforms stepped out when we parked. Their bright red lips all stretched wide, revealing white smiles that sparkled. Their hair was all pulled back into business-like buns, while their red heels shone as if they’d been polished moments before.

“Greetings, Charlie Wilson,” one of the nurses said as she opened the passenger door.

A second nurse opened the back door, holding out a hand for Dr. Gupta to step out as the woman looked back and greeted me with a wide smile.

“Greetings, Courtney Tanvers. If you and your pride would come this way, we have a space set up for you to relax while your women are undergoing the procedure.”

“Courtney? Your name’s Courtney? What a faggy name,” Charlie said as he draped his arms around his pair of nurses' shoulders and let them lead him and the blonde into the facility.

Off in the distance, I noticed the glint of something on the horizon, and just before I let the nurse steer me into the building, I caught sight of a plane flying in. I don’t know why, but something about that plane sent a shiver down my spine and caused the hairs on the back of my neck to rise.

“Right this way, sir,” a pretty, green-eyed nurse said as she pressed her massive, too-round cleavage into my arm. “We have a fine selection for you to choose from, this being your first visit to the clinic. Let our girls take care of your women while we retire to the waiting room.”

“Dee doesn’t need to be tested,” I said, pulling the silver-haired woman to my side.

The green-eyed nurse shot a frown at the gorgeous young woman but didn’t object to her accompanying me. The inside of the building was just as new and clean as the outside, and I shared a final look with Madge, Ava, and Dr. Gupta before they were led deeper into the facility.

The younger of the two nurses steered us into an oddly furnished room. There were low, wide couches scattered throughout the room, and in the center stood a footstool with a padded surface and silk ties hanging from its four feet.

Along one wall stood ten women dressed in the same short-skirted and tight-topped nurses’ outfits as the four who’d met us outside. The women shifted nervously, hands brushing back hair and straightening clothing as they stood straight and tall as if waiting for my inspection.

“Forgive us, sir,” the older nurse said, stepping forward and addressing me with a professorial tone. “You weren’t here for the Alphas’ orientation training so you might not understand. The purpose of this entire Pogrom is to breed more Alphas. As such, these women have all volunteered for that purpose. We understand that not all will be bred, but it’s understood that you will do your best, Alpha. For the future of each of these women will be greatly enhanced if you’re successful.”

“Charlie didn’t mention anything about this,” I said.

“Alpha Charlie and the others barely paid attention during orientation,” the younger nurse said with a frown on her delicate lips. “The results are still the same. The more you run free, as the wolf nature intended you to be, the better it is for the program, sir.”

“Excellent,” I said, shooting a look at Dee who’d moved so none but me could see her lips moving.

“Do as they expect. But don’t bind any of them.”

At first, I didn’t know what she meant then remembered the connection formed with her and the others once they’d swallowed my seed, and then finalized and deepened once bred. I tore my eyes away from those gorgeous yellow eyes and let them travel down the line of women in nurses’ uniforms.
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D
 rawing all their attention to me, I pulled off my shirt and threw it aside, not having to look to know the striated muscles that had been filling out now looked as though they’d been chiseled. Those too-smooth scents shifted from expectation to raw hunger as their pupils dilated, eyes widening as they stared at my form.

Behind me, the nurse shifted, turning to go, but I let out a low growl from the back of my throat, letting instinct guide my desires. Harnessing the beast within, I flooded the air with my pheromones as my muscles pulsed.

A small desk and computer console sat in the corner, the chair a strange postmodern construction. I held the woman’s attention on me, and saw Dee slip into the chair out of the corner of my eye. But I’d sunk too deep within the beast and my own desires by that point, to care about anything else.

Primal urges pushed at me, but the willpower I refused to give up was in control. That control coupled with an instinctual understanding of what motivated and guided the women before me was a potent force. Bending it into my senses, I felt the smoothness of the women’s scents shift and warp as I reached deeper.

One of them was in pain, hurting from the pressure against her will and mind that sat there for so long. Stepping forward, my eyes locked on her light brown ones, and I reached out, resting my hand against her smooth ebony brow.

Standing not one foot from her, a rush of emotion swept up and into my eyes. The woman gasped, muscles locking up and pupils constricting to pin-sized dots before she toppled back onto one of the couches, unconscious.

“Oh no, Shanice!”

My snarl snapped the woman’s jaw shut, and she stood back up straight, along with the rest. Their scents now jangled between fear, hope, desire, and shock at what they’d seen, but none in this room, including the nurses, wanted to be anywhere else, from their toes, down to their deepest cores.

“Bend over,” I growled. “All of you.”

The women glanced around, nervous, but moved without hesitation as they turned around and bent over, asses out. Four had the foresight to flip their skirts up over their asses, revealing panties in a variety of colors.

Turning to the nurses, my top lip lifted in a slight snarl, and both women flashed eager grins as they hurried to join the ten bent over. I could feel my temperature increasing, and an edge of hunger dug in as I burnt through my reserves of energy rapidly.

Walking down the line of women, I let my hand caress one firm rear after another, my fingers slipping down to graze across damp panties. I enjoyed the shivers of pleasure that passed through each woman as I touched them and used it to draw in their scents even more deeply.

I stopped at a particularly cute little brunette. Her face, reflected in the wall’s smooth surface, looked familiar until I placed her. I blinked in surprise when I realized she was a famous porn star. I’d watched a particular video of her and an older MILF actress dozens of times.

The young woman saw me recognize her and flashed an eager grin as she wiggled her tiny little ass against my hand. Reaching down, I hauled my slowly stiffening manhood free and heard a collective sigh of pleasure escape from all the women bent over. Pulling the young actress’s panties down, I couldn’t help but stare at her tight, bald lips as they dripped juices down her thighs.

“Please, Alpha, please breed me.” Her blue eyes beseeched me, and her adorable little upturned nose scrunched as she bit her bottom lip in desire.

I growled in answer, and the girl shivered again. But just as I pressed the head of my cock to her slickness, a wave of revulsion swept through me, followed rapidly by fear and anger. The hairs on the back of my arms were standing on end as alarm bells rang in my mind.

“CT! Help!”

The voice was faint, maybe only in my mind, but a faint thread of Madelyn’s fear mingled with that of Ava and Dr. Gupta reached my nose, and I spun and followed the scent.

“Alpha?” the adorable porn star asked, but the girl’s words barely registered.

Dee pulled her hands from the console just as she was accessing a datasheet, and I was dimly aware of those pale-yellow eyes glaring at me and a hiss of warning. Neither could slow me down as the blood pounded in my ears and the scent of my pride’s fear spiked.

I kicked the door open, the outer handle banging off the wall and sounding like a firecracker going off. A grim-faced woman in black fatigues was standing outside the waiting room, eyes hidden behind reflective lenses.

“Sir, I’m going to have to ask you to step back into the waiting room. You’re not authorized to be—”

“Where are they?”

My demand was more of a roar as I looked up the short hallway. Several heads had poked out of offices at the loud noise, and I saw the women’s faces pale in fright when they heard me roar and most pulled back inside, doors slamming behind them.

The grim-faced woman raised her rifle, training the barrel on me, but my arm was faster than her trigger finger. Before she could move her finger into the trigger guard, I reached out and snatched the barrel and gave it a hard yank to the side, steel screaming as it bent in my hand.

“Guards! Guar—ngk!”

The woman’s head bounced off the far wall when Dee’s fist connected with her jaw, but almost immediately red lights flashed and a siren’s wail started up.

“What the fuck?” the gorgeous young Alpha shouted at me.

“Women… Danger.”

That was all I managed to growl out as I stomped down the hall, following the scent of Ava’s fear. There was a click from the door at the end of the hall, and I saw several white-coated women scramble back from it as I drew near. Two firm kicks buckled the steel door inward as I bellowed.

“Madelyn! Shandra!”

A faint cry reached my ears, and I tossed aside the desks and chairs standing in my way, computers sparking as their cords were torn from the walls, and threw my shoulder into the steel door at the far end.

When I burst through the other side, my head filled with my pride’s fear and alarm.

I found myself in a large exam room with five beds along one wall and half a dozen white-coated women standing around the room. An older woman, holding a clear data pad, was clearly the one in charge and she frowned at my entrance.

“This is most unseemly, young man. Please remove yourself from these secure rooms immediately.”

“Court! Help us!”

A nurse was standing near Madelyn with a hypodermic needle in her hand. The needle was long, and inside the reservoir was a green liquid that glowed with a fell light. When my eyes settled on the syringe, the nurse flinched and the beast within growled dangerously when it scented their fear and shame.

“What’s in the needle?” Dee demanded of the doctor as she strode in behind me.


THUD!


“What the fuck is going on in here?”

It wasn’t Charlie’s smooth voice that boomed out, but one with far more natural command. The fear and alarm I felt staring at that glowing green liquid the nurse had been about to inject into Madelyn’s womb ratcheted up to incapacitating levels when I heard the deep intonations lacing that voice.

“Matthew,” Dee breathed, and I saw her features harden as she reached up for the sword hilt that wasn’t there.

“We’re getting out of here,” I growled, and when the silver-haired beauty opened her mouth to object that we hadn’t learned what we came here for, I let the beast within lace my words with power. “Now.”

The word hit Donatella like a slap, but instead of resisting or letting it spark her anger, she nodded.












Chapter 46











“S
 ir, what is the meaning of this? Sir!”

I had no desire to hurt any of the women here, but I wasn’t about to let them continue with whatever it was they were doing. Heart pounding and feeling like time was slipping away, I pushed the older doctor aside and began tearing off the straps holding Ava’s wrists and ankles to the bed.

“They were going to inject us with… Whatever the fuck that is,” Ava said with a shiver of fear as she glared at the nurse holding the syringe. “Oh, God, Court, we’re pregnant. I’m pregnant!”

The news shocked me, and I paused with only her wrists free and my stepmom threw her arms around my shoulders, hugging me tight as the other two gazed over at me with shining smiles. I could feel the grin growing on my lips, then the bark of rifle fire woke me from the blissful moment.

“No time for that,” Dee said as she peered down the hall and pulled back the action on the M4 she’d gained from the guard now slumped against the wall with a purple bruise forming on her jaw. “This is bad, CT. That tunnel’s going to be a death trap.”

“I’ll think of something,” I growled, pointing the nurses back into a corner as Ava and I released the others.

“Better do it fast. They’re gathering down the hall. What the fuck is that—”

BOOM!

The beast within grew still as a scent unlike anything I’d ever smelled before hit my nostrils. I saw Dee’s eyes go wide and a single name passed her lips. Then the gorgeous young woman’s eyes met mine, and I saw rage and fear flood her expression.

“Get them free. I’ll slow him down.”

Before I could shout for her to stop, she was gone, darting down the hall.

“C, what’s going on?” Madelyn asked in a frightened tone.

“We’re getting out of here, now.”

I grabbed the woman’s hand, her fingers locking on mine, and waved the others on. The doctor and nurses were huddled fearfully in one corner, and I walked over and snatched the data pad out of the doctor’s hands and handed it to Madelyn. Then I marched after Dee, following the sounds of booming laughter.

“Donatella? Little Dee? I thought you died with that foolish father of yours.”

“You had him killed? Matthew, how could you do this?”

The raw pain in Dee’s voice made my heart ache as we hurried through the short hallway and came out into the lobby to find Dee confronting a large, black-haired man with too white teeth, surrounded by four flat-eyed men who looked like they broke boulders for fun with their faces.

The black-haired man’s scent vibrated in my sinuses, and I found it impossible to meet his eyes. My own eyes barely rose above his knees. The man didn’t bother to notice me or the three women who pushed up behind me, but the four men did.

“How could I not?” Matthew asked with a sneer. “Dean was a fool to not seize power when he could have. It set our people back centuries and forced the Cabal to initiate Order Omega. The chattel will serve better once we adjust the Catalyst to turn them into beta-cucks. Have you come to take your proper place at my feet? Or are you going to be… difficult?”

“I’ll never serve you, you bastard! Where are my mother and sisters?”

“Kneel for me”—he smirked, patting his crotch—“and I’ll tell you once I’ve put a load in all three holes and you can’t betray me, like the stupid little cunt you are.”

“Fuck you!”

“I tire of this,” Matthew said with a bored drawl as he motioned to the surrounding men. “Kill the pretty boy and the old women. I’ll deal with the little Alpha girl.”

Time slowed to a crawl as the four thick-necked men surged forward. Dee launched herself at Matthew, the silver-haired woman screeching in anger as her hands curled into fists. The black-haired Alpha’s sneer only deepened, but it was cold calculation I read in his scent.

Dee’s anger overwhelmed her, crowding out the fear for me and the pride that had filled her scent a moment before. I didn’t pause to wonder why the Alpha girl’s complex aroma was suddenly so easy to parse.

Blood pounded in my ears, and the world shrank down to a narrow band of focus as I drove folded knuckles into the neck of the nearest man and followed through when the soft flesh of his throat tore out, hooking my fingers behind the windpipe of the next man and ripping them forward.

In the space of a heartbeat, two bodies toppled to the ground, and the other two turned to engage me. I heard the thud of fists on flesh and then a painful whimper as the wind escaped Dee’s throat.

Red flooded my vision and a howl of rage rose from my throat as I sank a fist into the first man’s chest, ribs snapping like tinder as I tore my bloody hand free and threw the second man aside.

“Guards!”

Matthew was falling back, eyes wide and lips pulled back in a snarl of fear as the bodies of his companions broke against the wall beside him. I saw rage and a hint of fear rimming his eyes as he fell back into another room, a half dozen armed security guards swarming between us.

“Kill them! Kill them all!”

The man’s bellow filled with deep vibrations of command, sending the guards hurling at me, throwing their lives away as the man made his escape deeper into the facility.

“Courtney, we have to go! Now!”

Dee’s voice barely reached through the red rage filling me, and I threw aside the last of the guards’ broken bodies and turned to find Madelyn, Ava, and Dr. Gupta pulling guns from the bodies, sirens blaring and red lights flashing.

“We need to go,” I repeated, my thoughts sluggish and slow, my stomach feeling like it had been hollowed out as hunger clawed at my insides.

“You had to ascend now, didn’t you?” Dee grumbled as she glanced up at me, and I caught her scent shift from annoyed to fascinated as her eyes took in my shoulders.

“I can still hear the plane’s engine,” I said, finding it oddly difficult to formulate words.

“You’re going to pay for me having to leave my sword behind.” Dee grimaced as she grabbed up an M4 and checked the magazine. “Everyone stick close to CT—”

A loud crash from the front of the building alerted me that they were trying to barricade the doors. Sudden bands of tension wrapped around my chest as it felt like the trap was closing in. The beast melted into me once more as a howl of rage rose from my throat.

“Goddammit, don’t trap—”

Matthew’s shout faded as the blood pounded in my ears, matching time with my feet on the steel floor and the heartbeats of my pride as they flowed in my wake.

Small popping sounds greeted me as I flew through the hallway’s door into the lobby, tearing through a desk that had been flipped in front of the doors as I did. Wind kissed my cheek and a small fist hit me in the side and another in the thigh, but they were nothing compared to the strength filling me.

Women in black uniforms fell back, their faces white and the air reeking of their fear. A large figure swung a red fire axe at me, but I caught the haft against the palm of my hand. The slap of it was so loud several of the female guards flinched.

“Courtney, you stupid bastard, what are you doing?” Charlie released the axe and lifted his big fists, his ever-smiling face showing disbelief.

“Stop them!” Matthew’s shout over the intercom caused Charlie’s frown of disbelief to shift into a feral grin when his eyes flickered back to Donatella.

“You should have broken the cunt in. Now her virginity’s mine.”

Charlie’s perfect lips stretched into an evil smile, and the hand that had strayed behind his back swept forward. Steel gleamed as it swept for my face.

The man was strong enough to tear my head off without flexing, but strength doesn’t feed the wolf, speed does.

Tilting my head to the side, I let the knife whistle past my ear and sank my own thumb into Charlie’s right eye as the momentum of his strike carried him into my reaching hand. The knife clattered to the ground and a bloodcurdling scream of pain awoke from Charlie’s throat as well as the rancid aroma of his total fear.

Fingers curling around his skull, the vicious puss oozed around my thumb as I sought to reach in and tear into his brain. Charlie’s knees gave out, and I scented his bladder vacate, but two screams brought my head around to find another group of female guards falling on Shandra and Madge.

Dee moved to intercept, but I could already see how we were getting bogged down and about to get swamped as the pounding of footsteps drew near and doors slammed open throughout the building.

Growling in frustration, I released Charlie and let loose another howl of rage. It did the trick, causing the female guards to falter and stumble back, allowing Dr. Gupta to tear herself free and Ava to break Madge free of the two that had grabbed her. With Dee rushing them forward, I kicked open the locked front doors and saw the airplane four hundred yards away, taxiing toward a hangar.

Nothing stood between the plane and me except the Suburban sitting outside the building, the driver standing beside it with a half-smoked cigarette dangling from one hand and a shocked expression on her face as she stared at me. A faint thought registered that my cock was still hanging free like a trunk down my leg.

“Get in,” I shouted at my pride, but surprisingly the driver flicked her cigarette and started climbing in.

Growling in frustration, I charged the car. But the woman didn’t drive off like she could have, instead unlocking the doors so the women could pile into the back. Leaping, I slid across the hood and climbed in through the passenger side door just as the woman hit the gas pedal and our tires started spinning out behind us.

“What the hell are you doing, woman?” I growled, ducking as guns popped behind us and glass broke.

Madge and Dr. Gupta screamed as they cowered down between the seats, but Dee kicked out the cracked window and climbed free with her rifle to fire back.

“Take me with you! You’re leaving right? Please, sir, I can’t stay here any longer!”

The woman’s sunglasses were askew, but the pleading in her eyes was sincere. Her scent was still too smooth, but I could read deep and see that she fought against the conditioning, much as the ebony-skinned woman from earlier had.

“Okay,” I said, and my vision went weird as I sat back in the seat and released the beast within, letting the primal strength fade, “just get us to the plane… I’m feeling so tired and hungry.”

“No!” Dee shouted, glancing in. “Ava, keep him up! Otherwise, he’ll pass out after ascending that high, and we’ll never get him on board!”

Growling a curse, the Alpha girl turned and fired behind us, her silky hair whipping around her face in the breeze. I’d never noticed how the slight folds of her eyes crinkled near her nose when she concentrated. Closing my eyes, I let the image fill my head, so I might hold on to it in dreams.

“C!”

Ava’s voice roused me from an exhaustion threatening to drag me under. All I wanted to do was keep my eyes closed and sink into the cool comfort of sleep. To escape the hole gnawing its way through my guts as hunger ate me from the inside out.

With monumental will, I lifted my eyelids and realized we were coming to a stop outside the plane. It felt like hours had passed in the time it had taken to drive the short distance across the airfield. The driver, whose name I’d never learned, flung open her door and ran around the car as Dee pointed her rifle at the cockpit and shouted.

My feet felt like lead weights as they hit the ground, and Ava pulled my arm over her shoulders, the driver slipping beneath the other. Both women sagged under my weight, far more than they should have with a normal man held between them, and I stumbled on weak legs over to the plane.

Blue sky passed overhead, and I was dropped unceremoniously onto a flattened chair. The world vibrated as a jet engine roared to life, and I saw my beautiful stepmother standing in the plane’s open doorway, wind whipping her dark hair about her as she braced herself against the frame. The last image I saw before the world faded into darkness was the rifle flashing in her hands as the world raced past faster and faster, then exhaustion pulled me under.
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T
 he first thing to register when consciousness came back was a hunger burning in my guts. Peeling my eyelids open, I blinked in harsh sunlight, and my body convulsed when the smell of cooking meat reached my nostrils.

“Whoa there, big guy.” Donatella’s voice was warm and calming, and her hand on my shoulder pressing me back down was cool and reassuring. “I got food coming in a minute for you. Just relax. How are you feeling? You might experience some disjointed senses for a few hours as your body adjusts.”

“Yeah,” I said, my head pounding as the young woman’s complex but intriguing aroma mixed in with that of the grilling pork. Only where it had been irreducibly complex before, I found I could parse the bulk of her emotions, if not the deep ones like I could with Ava, Madge, and Dr. Gupta. “My head is killing me.”

A cool, damp cloth was laid on my forehead, covering my eyes and blocking out the harsh sunlight.

“Where are we?” I asked, trying to sit up but feeling Dee’s hand press me back down. “Where are Ava and the others?”

“They’re fine, relax. Your body’s in shock still. Ava and Madge are in the hangars looking for whatever supplies we can take, while the doctor is seeing to your little driver friend. You’ll need to bond that one fast and break through her conditioning if you can. Dr. Gupta has already caught her trying to send signals back to Alpha Command.”

“What about your mom and sisters?” I asked, fearing the worst.

“I know where they are, now. Thanks to your quick thinking grabbing that data pad, I could hack into their databases and read messages sent between Matthew and other Alphas from the Council.” Her voice was bitterly angry as she spoke, but her hand resting on mine gripped it tightly as if seeking reassurance. “My mom was sold to Shenzhen, China, to be auctioned off to a Chinese Alpha, and my oldest sister is in Russia. The rest are scattered around the globe, being delivered to men or auctions. He thinks they can be used to bind all of the Alpha tribes together.”

“So, we’re going to China?” I asked, and Donatella’s breath caught, and her fingers gripped mine tight.

“I’ve already asked too much of you and the others,” Dee said, and I could hear the raw emotion in her voice. “I’ll figure something out.”

Sitting up and ignoring the spinning in my head, and the hand on my chest, I pulled down the damp cloth and stared into the young woman’s hauntingly beautiful yellow eyes. We were laying on the tarmac of a small municipal airport, surrounded by blue sky and greenery. I couldn’t tear my gaze away from the fragile hope in her eyes.

“I don’t pretend to know everything that’s going on, but this is bigger than either of us now. If Matthew consolidates control, the entire world will turn into a playground for those idiots back in ‘Olympus.’ The man brought about Armageddon. There has to be a price for that, and if we can break his control over the other tribes, it might be our best opportunity to do something.” I swallowed hard to push down the sickness rising up and ignored the swimming in my vision as I held her gaze. “We’re going to save your mother and sister, Donatella.”

“I can’t ask this of you. It’s too much,” Dee said, and I could see the struggle within her.

“Don’t mistake me,” I said, turning to the gas stove that had three spits of meat roasting above its blue flames. “I don’t want to do this only for your sake and theirs.” My stomach growling, I reached over for the meat, but Dee gave a start and pulled them off the fire, helping push the hot juicy bits onto a paper plate with me. “I can’t get those women from back there out of my head… And Shandra said there are thousands more. Who knows how many more there are in other facilities? My mission is to save them.”

Donatella sat on her heels and watched me shove chunks of steaming meat into my mouth and chew around gasps as I ate the hot meat too fast. The deep pit in my stomach eased after the first few bites, and the trembling in my fingers and pounding in my head eased, and I was able to slow down and enjoy the rest.

In the distance, I could see movement inside a small hangar as Ava and Madelyn placed items on a small pallet. But my focus wasn’t on what was happening with my stepmom and her friend, or even the beautiful doctor on the other side of the plane we’d flown here on, sitting with the gorgeous dark-haired driver who looked a little wild-eyed as she licked her lips and looked for all the world like an addict without her drugs.

Instead, I drew in a deep breath, drinking in the scent of the Alpha beside me. The girl was still a mystery. She held secrets and was loath to part with them, but I still trusted her and from what I read in her scent, she trusted me as well. More than trust, I caught hints of desire swirling in the mix, but they were pushed back down under a sea of contemplation.

“You’re a fascinating man, Courtney Tanvers. I will accept your help and gratefully.”

“And the other thing?” I asked, and there could be doubt about what I meant.

Donatella’s posture shifted, and I saw her turn inward as she bit her bottom lip.

“You don’t have to answer right now,” I said, “but you know my feelings. You know what I want, and I think you want it too. But there’s one thing I won’t take no for an answer on and that’s your knowledge of ascension. And everything else you know about Alphas,” I said, leveraging myself to my feet slowly and feeling my limbs creak, then looking down and holding Dee’s gaze with a steely one of my own. “No more secrets.”

Dee opened her mouth to speak, but nothing came out, and finally she nodded in acceptance. Turning, I left her sitting there, her scent a riot of conflicting emotions as she sat next to the small pallet they’d made up for me. I found Ava and Madelyn, and soon we had the supplies packed into the plane. Dr. Gupta slipped into the back of the plane with Brianna, the driver, where a small office and bedroom were set up. The doctor made me promise to spend at least a few hours with them on our long flight across the Pacific, she and Dee having spoken of some ideas on how to reverse the poor woman’s conditioning.

While Ava and Madelyn went over the sadly small collection of supplies they’d rounded up, I scanned it and made a decision. Heading up to the cockpit, I found Dee in the pilot’s chair, checking the dials as she started the plane up.

“We’re going to need to resupply on weapons and ammo before we cross the Pacific. Know anyplace on the way?”

“There are a few bases in Washington state we could try,” the silver-haired young woman said with a frown. “But it might be too dangerous to land.”

“That’s a risk I’m willing to take,” I said. “Make it happen.”

Dee’s eyes widened when I gave her the order, not because of my temerity, but because of how easily I gave it and how quickly her hands flew to comply.

“You’re taking charge, then?” Dee asked, and though her voice sounded tense, her scent was relaxed and even content.

“I already did,” I said, and after a second she nodded, a smile finding its way onto her fine features and those yellow eyes crinkling around the corners.

I left the young Alpha to handle the flying. Donatella wasn’t as worldly and perfect as I’d first believed, but the brilliant, confident, and capable woman I’d come to know was even more enchanting for her minor flaws. I’d made my desires known and could do nothing but wait. My focus now had to be on the mission I’d set for myself, because it would require everything from me to make it happen.

Trying not to think about the daunting task before us, I found Ava and Madelyn seated on plush swivel chairs, sipping champagne from long flutes. When Ava saw my expression, disappointment flitted across her features, but in its wake was burning desire as she and Madelyn shared a grin.

“I think it’s time you had a rest, CT, and let us thank our big hero for all he’s done.”

“Yes,” purred Madelyn, slipping off her seat and crawling toward me with a fire in her eyes, “let’s make the girl jealous over what she’s missing.”

“I don’t care about that now,” I said as the plane’s engines started up and we began taxiing around to the runway. “All I care about is that you two are here and safe with me.”

I drew the pair into the circle of my arms and felt the beast within purr as I drew in their loving scents. Falling back onto the makeshift bed, I put a certain silver-haired young woman out of my thoughts as my hands slipped down to cup their round asses and the three of us shared a kiss.

As Ava and Madge kissed fiery lines down my neck, their fingers fumbling together to free my manhood, I sank back into the beast, letting it take over and letting a deep growl from the back of my throat. My strong fingers sank into the MILFs’ butts, and I felt them shudder as the intonations of my growl reached their cores, faces flushing and bodies quaking.

Like prey worshipping their predator protector, the women bent to their task, the plane’s cabin filling with the scent of their overflowing womanhoods. As my consciousness sank deep into the feral psyche of my inner self, I felt it flexing and growing. Only in freedom could the beast grow more powerful, and only with my pride could I feel safe to unleash it.

“NGHHK!”

“Ugghh, Courtney… wuuu… hhhnnn!”

The air filled with the scent of my true self, revealed in its full flower as Ava and Madelyn pressed their cheeks together and licked the fat bead of pre-cum clear together. I’d never willed the powerful narcotic out of myself before, but I felt the beast doing it now and saw how to recreate it.

Mindless pleasure and orgasmic bliss filled the beautiful women’s faces as their thick lips ran up and down my cock and I felt our connection deepen. Dr. Gupta and Brianna watched from the open cabin door, the driver’s face flushed but tense with strain, and I scented the war within her.

Forgetting the pair, I focused back on the two worshipping my cock, and the beast let out a low growl. Instantly the women were on their backs, legs spread and wombs open as I climbed between them. This day, in the wake of battle, I felt a powerful need to engage in the act of bringing life into this world.

As the plane’s engine roared, the doctor and her patient watched on with wide eyes and heavy breaths as I filled first Ava’s womb and then Madelyn’s with overflowing amounts of seed. I left both in catatonic states of pleasure before stumbling away to a captain’s chair to stare out the window. Exhausted, sated, and for the first time in my life having genuine purpose, I began to strategize.
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F
 or three hours, I sat in that seat, staring at a world gone mad as it passed by outside the plane’s window. My mind worked furiously every second, burning so much energy my stomach growled and ached with hunger, but I ignored it.

I didn’t plan what we would do next, nor did I waste time trying to strategize an entire campaign to free Donatella’s family members who had been sold or given to Alpha leaders around the world. Instead, I sought to put myself in the shoes of my enemy.

I’d met the man, fought him. Stared into his eyes and drawn in his scent. I wouldn’t fool myself into thinking I knew him completely, but I had the edges and shape of who and what he was in my mind and that was enough to begin working through what I would do in his shoes.

The man’s eyes had passed over the most beautiful woman in the world and given nary a hitch. His scent hadn’t shifted when he’d taken in Dee’s beauty. Instead, it had soured with distaste, not for sexual reasons, but because his real love was under threat.

The man craved power.

Control.

He wished it over all things and in all ways. I knew that desire, for it lay deep within me as well. Ever since my father’s death, when our lives had become so chaotic and unsettled, the desire for control had been born in me, like a self-defense mechanism. If it hadn’t been for Ava’s wisdom and friendship through those early years, I might have fallen into a similar trap as Matthew. Feeling so out of control that I sought to control everything
 .

There was a chance my assumptions were wrong, and I couldn’t afford to make a mistake with the lives of Ava, Madelyn, Donatella, and now Brianna tied to the decision I made. Accessing the data pad I’d taken from the nurse didn’t give much information other than internal communications between Matthew and his upper command.

It was obvious the man didn’t share everything with them, but a few of the tidbits I gleaned from their conversations reinforced what I had strategized the man would do. Achieving Armageddon had only been half of his plan, though the fractured groups of Alphas around the world assumed it stopped there.

He needed to bind them all to a common cause, and to do that, he needed a good lie. As with every gathering of mankind, from the dawn of time to the formation of nations, commonly held beliefs and lies were the backbone of society. When the first men gathered in a tribe, it was because they all agreed the sun rose because it was the eye of a terrible god, and their belief was so strong they were willing to kill any that didn’t fall in line.

I saw seeds of such a lie in Matthew's messages to those beneath him, as well as the few messages Donatella had found to other Alpha groups around the world. Dee’s mother and sisters had been offered as gifts, ones that would confer miracles to those who bonded them.

There were videos, and GIFs of Matthew and another man doing incredible feats, miracles. One showed Matthew lifting a school bus over his head and throwing it a hundred meters. Another showed him leaping clear over a small building and cracking the pavement on the other side.

These “miracles” I saw as the seed of a new faith, one tied ever back to Matthew and his twisted vision of what the world should be, a rigid hierarchy with him at the peak.

A murmur drew my attention to the two women reflected in the window as Madelyn reached over and drew my stepmom closer to her, pressing her face into Ava’s thick, dark locks as she settled back into restful slumber. Turning my head, I felt my heart leap and a small cloud of butterflies swirled in my stomach when I took in their lovely forms and the naked flesh poking through the small blanket covering them.

My feelings for Donatella were powerful but complicated, and I wasn’t ready to sort through them, but for these two… I felt such a powerful well of love and need to protect them that it was painful. An ache radiated through my guts that made me sharpen my focus and thoughts, reminding me there could be no room for error now.

The plane angled downward, beginning a descent, and the microphone keyed on, Dee’s voice speaking over the comm.

“I’m taking us down in Anchorage. We need fuel, and I need to know our first destination.”

The comm clicked off, and I saw Ava and Madge stirring, waking from their slumber. Their heads turned as one, eyes fluttering open as they searched for me beside them. Both sat up and smiled when they saw me sitting in the corner of the cabin near the window.

“Are you coming back to bed?” Ava asked, yawning.

“I need to check on Dr. Gupta,” I said. “I’ve been distracted until now.”

“Get to it,” Madge said, pulling Ava down with her under the blanket and snuggling up, her words muffled. “Shout if you need us, but we’re gonna sleep while you guys refuel.”

My stepmom caught my eye as I rose from the chair and I saw her concern, but she offered me a reassuring smile before letting her friend drag her down. Seeing that concern reminded me of the danger I was leading them into.

Why not run away?

The thought slipped in as if whispered by a devil sitting on my shoulder, but it gave me pause. I stood there with my hand on the door handle for long seconds. The roar of the plane’s engines drowned out everything but my own thoughts.

Why not take my pride and go? I didn’t doubt that we could find a quiet piece of the world and live without molestation. I had three women who were bound to me by bonds too tight to break, and soon I might have four. What more could a man ask for? In truth, it was more than I could have ever hoped for.

I could live like a king.

Throwing away my honor and pride was all it would take, but what use were they? I sought the answer to that question but found no clue from the beast within. Such weighty matters were beyond my inner, primal mind, but even it shied away from a life lived in selfish pleasure.

I’d seen a woman who let herself fall into that, seen what it had done to those bound to her. Darrel and Susan had been dragged along in Jenny’s wake like flotsam, unable to leave her side for fear of what the world would unleash upon them without her protection.

I couldn’t give such a fate to Ava. Nor to Madelyn. Nor to the good doctor.


It’s time to set aside childish things
 , I thought to myself as I turned the cabin door handle. I must become the man they see me as. For if I remain a boy, careening from event to event, dragged along like a toddler on a leash, I will fail. And I will lose the only things in this fucked-up world that are worth giving a damn about.


Opening the door, I wiped the expression from my face, knowing Dr. Gupta needed to see me strong and in control.

The room was larger and more opulent than I’d first guessed. Furnished like an office, there was a large oak desk bolted near the back with a large chair behind it. Brianna was tied to the chair with bungee cords, the elastic bands cutting into the flesh of her arms and legs. Dr. Gupta lay on a long leather couch, her coat over her as a blanket, and sat up when I stepped in, blinking away her exhaustion.

“Sir? Is there something wrong?”

The doctor glanced out the windows, noticing we were angled downward, and sat up to check on Brianna, who was rousing herself awake and flexing blue fingers.

“Dee is taking us down in Anchorage to refuel and plan our next moves,” I said, heading over to the strapped-down woman and unfastening the bungee cords tying her arms and legs in place.

“Sir, I wouldn’t do that,” Shandra warned, raising a hand.

The second Brianna’s hand was free, it shot out for my neck, as fast as the woman’s body could move, seeking my jugular. Had I not been ready and waiting for the attack, she might have done serious damage with those long pink nails.

I’d scented the woman’s emotions as she roused and knew the shame, guilt, and uncontrollable hunger to return to her pack that burned within her. I’d never smelled the odor, unique by its vinegary bite to the back of the sinuses and the sadness it created in me. It was impossible for anything that knew the value and closeness of a pack not to recognize the rage of this trapped animal.

How they’d created her I didn’t know, but she couldn’t stay like this, or else death would be her only end if we didn’t let her go free to try to find her way back to Olympus. In that case, death would most likely be the result, leaving me with no option but to break this conditioning. The prospect troubled me but enervated the beast within, and I found it easy to sink deep within myself.

When her hand snapped out, the beast and I were already one, and I watched her move as though she were underwater, hand reaching up for me with disorienting slowness. Shifting to the side, I didn’t reach up to catch her hand. Instead, I snapped free the last of her restraints and sprang backward, just evading a kick and a second slash as she launched herself after me.

In a dance that must have looked comical to anyone watching, I evaded the girl’s attacks, moving ever sideways around the room. At first, she attacked from perverted instinct, then as the blows passed through empty air, from frustration and growing anger. Finally, she let loose a howl of rage that must have woken Ava and Madge as it cut over the roaring engine.

Brianna’s scream of rage and frustration fell into curses and threats as I avoided her ever-slowing attacks.

“Asshole! Thief! Rapist!... Huh huh… Just die already, you fucker!... Ha ha ha… Piece of shit!”

It took longer than I’d guessed, but eventually the woman wore herself out and collapsed against the cabin’s wall, staring out at the world passing by and sobbing out an aching moan. I’d been prepared to defend Dr. Gupta if the woman turned on her, but her singular focus on me never wavered until she no longer had the strength to lift her arms or hold herself upright.
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I
 could have spoken, words weren’t beyond me, but they were difficult.

Instinct guided me. Blood coursed through my veins so fast and fresh I could feel it flowing through my heart and out. The unnatural smells of the airplane's cabin were so alive in my nostrils, I could smell the machinery that had forged the parts and the dregs of countless cleaning supplies that had nearly stripped the residue away over the years.

It felt like limitless potential filled me, but all of it remained still, frozen and locked in place, as Brianna’s scent filled my head. The chaotic swirl of her emotions had become more and more ordered and clear as exhaustion ate away at her. Now she was a raw bundle, an open wound of feelings laid bare, and she missed someone.

“Who is it that you miss?” Dr. Gupta asked, insightful as ever.

“Oh, God…” Brianna sobbed so hard she slid halfway down the cabin wall, but still I didn’t move. “They have her and if I’m not there… You don’t understand…” She pushed herself up on shaky arms, eyes red with emotion, her lips snarled in anger, and I saw the fire in this woman. A strength that few possessed, pushing her to move even though her body could not.

“I don’t understand?”

The voice was mine, but the deeper tones were something I’d never heard. The effect on the women was as palpable as it was different. Shandra swooned, biting her bottom lip and wrapping one arm around her abdomen as the fingers of her other hand clutched her thigh.

Brianna hissed, her lips writhing in a feral snarl, and I saw the muscles of her torso convulse, cramping as she tried to move her tired body. The young woman’s dark blue eyes were still red and raw with emotion, but her face was tense with anger as I stalked close. Reaching down, I grabbed one of the bungee cords and wrapped it around her weak wrists, earning another hiss of anger before stepping back and glaring down at her with all the pity I’d reserve for a cornered rat.

“Your sister is a slave.”

Each word hit the woman like a blow, her eyes widening as the anger drained from her. Reaching behind my back, I drew forth a short knife, turning to the heavy oak desk a couple feet away but keeping my eyes locked on hers.

“We land. You choose. Go to your masters. Or stay. Fight their control.”

The wood gave a sharp snap as the blade plunged deep, and like a finger on a plucked chord, the sound stilled Brianna’s scent.

“You must choose… It can’t be done for you.”

Turning, I motioned Dr. Gupta out of the office, and she backed away, looking unsure. As I drew the door shut behind me, I caught Brianna’s dreadful gaze as she stared at the gleaming edge of the blade. Enough to cut her bonds, enough to cut her wrists. Or a weapon to cut her way back to her masters.

“Is this wise?” Dr. Gupta asked.

My stomach was a cavernous well of hunger, but it was the lassitude in my limbs and the dragging exhaustion that caused me to turn to a short couch. Shandra slipped under my arm, and we staggered over before plopping down with a heavy thud.

“It isn’t wisdom,” I said with a sigh, hooking an arm around her shoulder when she burrowed under my arm. “It’s reality. The strength to do the right thing is in her. They didn’t destroy that. I saw it when she fought me. She’s exhausted enough now that she’ll have a good long while to contemplate what she’s going to do.”

“And that exhaustion stripped away some of the conditioning,” the doctor said, her fingers twisting at the button of my shirt as she looked off thoughtfully. “This won’t be an application that will work at scale. Have you given any thought to what you’ll do once we free all those poor women?”

“I was hoping you could help me with that,” I said, yawning and glancing out as the plane entered thick clouds. The horizon disappeared as we descended. “Exhaustion will be the key. I think… it… yawn… it breaks down the whatever… like you say…”

“This tiredness of yours scares me, CT,” Shandra said, her voice growing distant as darkness claimed me. “I wish I had my lab. There are too many questions unanswered…”

Her words slipped from my grasp as darkness dragged me under to the waiting madness of dreams.



Heavy rainfall greeted me as I woke, the last images of my dreams clinging to my mind like tattered fabric. All green and dark, either hunting or being hunted, but always moving, never stopping.

Sitting up, I drew in a deep breath and glanced around me, taking in my surroundings.

Dee sat on a stump beside me, thick forest surrounding us, green and lush, dripping with the heavy rainfall. Above us, a tin roof protected us from the weather somewhat while causing a racket as fat drops fell from the trees above.

I lay on a narrow military cot. Beside me were a footlocker and another folded cot. Dee whittled at a long stick with her knife, her long blade resting against the tree beside her.

“Ascending will be easier now, more natural. That’s when it’s the most dangerous. Do you realize what would have happened if Dr. Gupta hadn’t been there to see your blue lips and fingertips?”

I blinked and looked down at the IV sticking out of one arm and reaching up to a bag tied to the roof’s beam. Not only was the tube sticking out of me, but my head also swooned as soon as I looked up, the world spinning around me, and I had to lay back.

Dee was up in an instant, and my nostrils filled with the smell of eggs and dried meat. Stomach almost convulsing with hunger, I sat up as she approached with a bag of food.

“Eat slowly. Your body’s malunited.”

“How long has it been?” I asked, feeling like I’d been lying there for weeks but assuming it had only been days. The bag was filled with hard-boiled eggs and beef jerky, and I had two whole eggs in my mouth before she passed me a bottle of water to wash it down.

“We landed five hours ago.” Dee glanced up at the darkening sky. “I was hoping the weather wouldn’t turn on us, but we’re going to have to deal with it.”

“I need to learn how to control this… gift… or burden… or whatever it is.”

“It’s both, and more besides.”

Speaking around a mouthful of beef jerky, I said, “Tell me about your grandfather, everything.”

My tone wasn’t commanding, but it was firm, and Dee spoke after a second’s hesitation. As she went on, I could smell her relaxing and growing less agitated. Glancing down, I saw an alarming amount of food was already gone and I was still hungry, but I tried to stifle my stomach’s growls and my chewing as the silver-haired girl told me her tale.
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“I
 was the last child born in the compound. The youngest daughter of my parents, I was seen as a miracle birth. Premature and weak, Dr. Elenore Rigle saw that I got through those first few months. She was over a hundred at that point but still one of my grandfather’s closest confidants.

“Father worked for the government, as all the young Alphas did at the time. Traveling around the world, putting out fires, and starting foundations. So, I was raised by my mother in those early years at the compound. My sisters and mother were… special. All of Grandfather Dean’s children were, but there was something about me that Grandfather saw at a young age, and he took me to his private retreat, where he brought no one, and there I learned much of what he’d discovered over the years about what he’d become.”

Dee reached over and plucked the water bottle from my hands, taking a big swig before continuing, her tone lighter and her look distant but smiling as she described her early years in that forest paradise.

“It was up in northern Montana, three thousand acres of wild mountains, forests, springs, cliffs, and all manner of animals. It was heaven on earth for a young girl just awakening to what she is. You see, Dr. Wagner’s formula, that’s the man who created the Enkyos Catalyst… His formula wasn’t meant to create a super soldier, like the government always thought he had. His intent was deeper and more altruistic.”

She turned her gaze on me, the yellow catching the faint light and almost glowing in the darkness. The rain hammered the roof above as I finished the last of the food, my stomach still a touch rumbly but no longer burning with hunger as it had been.

“Mankind has lost touch with nature. The philosophies of Rousseau were a fascination for the doctor, my grandfather as well. Dr. Wagner feared that eventually mankind would seek such great freedoms from the confines of nature, it would destroy it. He sought to draw the dual nature of man, that which seeks freedom and that which seeks perfection, into alignment with man’s primal self.”

Dee shook her head sadly as she raised a hand before her and stared at her jagged nails, dark with dirt and blood from our recent adventures.

“My grandfather discovered that what Dr. Wagner wished to do and what he actually did were two different things. Instead of binding our dual natures, and drawing us back to a more primal self, the Enkyos Catalyst… Changes us… We’re no longer the same life-form that Rousseau theorized about, but it is in there, deep down. The roots of what we’ve become. The good doctor and my grandfather were careful not to inject anyone else with the Catalyst in those early years, but life always finds a way.

“My mother and her sisters were born, and the doctor learned more. But it wasn’t until a spy broke into the labs and absconded with a sample of the Catalyst that the government really took notice, and the Alpha Project took off. That was right around the time of DNA sequencing, and they were able to learn something about what we are. You see, humans have 92 strands of DNA in the nucleus of each cell, but if a person is capable of metabolizing the Catalyst, the number of strands in each nuclei balloons to 8,464 strands. Strands isn’t even the right term, because they aren’t paired like the rest of nature but arrayed like squares, with millions of genetic markers they’ve never seen before. Some can be found in other animals, but most seem to be new and unknown.

“The questions only increased after the Paulson, AZ, affair.” When I frowned in confusion, she waved a hand. “I’ll tell you another time. Suffice to say, the… variants of Alphas increased after that, and it became more vital than ever that the government and my grandfather got a handle on it before one of the other countries trying to steal the Enkyos Catalyst were successful and made their own army of Alphas—or else the world would soon fall into war.

“It began with the noblest intentions. Volunteers from around the world were provided by all the major powers, and Grandfather was there to guide the men through the Change. For several years things were wonderful. With the dawning of the internet age, the world was coming together like never before, and the men who went back to their countries brought new ideas and technologies that helped everyone.

“This was when I met Matthew.” Donatella’s voice dropped, losing its excitement when she spoke of her former love. “He was the leader of a new age of Alphas. The most handsome and capable of the new generation, he formed strong ties with men from other nations and eventually they created the Council.

“I was young, and Grandfather kept me at his compound in Montana for the most part, but I did journey to Virginia with him a few times. It was an incredible place, but even then I could see the seeds of what was to come. Matthew and the others didn’t like the rules placed on them by their governments, and I would hear them arguing with Grandfather about taking orders from weaklings and Betas… The word ‘cuck’ was thrown around a lot, though I didn’t know what it meant at the time.” Dee blushed and went on quickly, though I sensed a story there that she was avoiding.

“I know Grandfather regretted teaching Matthew and the others about ascension. But they were present when he discovered it by accident… and though most of them didn’t have the sensory control to harness their primal sides, once they knew it was possible, there was no stopping them trying… After that, Grandfather spent more time with me at the Montana compound, teaching me everything he knew. He worried something like this might happen… I can see now that he feared what Matthew and the others would become. Feared how the power was corrupting them and what horrors they might cook up once they had access to the Paulson fiasco’s data on what the Enkyos Serum and its derivatives could do to a human population.

“I don’t know if you’ve begun to realize, but the Change affected the way you perceive the world, even the way you think. The Change is so powerful, the mind can’t remember what it was like before and looks forward and backward from its current lens.

“You told me about the night the gas Changed you. You experienced things that should have been disorienting and confusing. But because you’d changed on an instinctual level, it was the outer world that registered as wildly different. The Change is total and leaves us with… different motivations than humans.”

The gorgeous young woman rested a cheek on one knee as she gazed out at the falling rain. Her expression caught somewhere between angry and sad.

“I knew him as a boy… a bright-eyed teenager. He was so charming and sweet… My sister Hope was in love with him. Like, in looove with him.” She snorted a laugh, her back shaking as she lifted her head and leaned back, resting it against my leg and causing the hairs to rise on the back of my neck and arms from the touch.

“She would wait outside the obstacle course with a bouquet of flowers every day, no matter how many times he patted her head and said she was sweet. Now that I look back on it, the man always wanted something above his station. Matthew would trail Diana around, like Hope and I followed him, but Diana had Grandfather and never gave the teenager a second glance.” Dee snorted a short laugh and tilted her head back to look up at me, her yellow eyes holding faint amusement. “Hope would like you too. She always had a thing for boyishly handsome men with blue eyes.”

“Back to the story,” I said, reminding myself of the stakes involved and not wanting to get my head spun around by the woman’s charms. Dee’s delicate features even looked gorgeous when she frowned, her small upturned nose crinkling. A small part of me wanted to smooth over the moment, but I stayed silent, letting instinct guide me.

“There isn’t much more to say,” Dee said. “The last ten years I spent in Montana. My grandfather was old but still powerful, and he spent most of the time teaching me everything he knew. There was a network of people who brought me supplies and information… When the bombs dropped, that’s how I heard about everything.”

“That’s who was on the other end of the walkie-talkie?” I asked and Dee nodded.

“Sara and Leonard live in Wyoming on a ranch that avoided the gas. They were a big help to me those first couple of days. I need to let them know we’re free and what’s been happening.”

“Not yet,” I said. “I don’t want anyone to know where we are or what we’re up to until it’s too late.”

Dee glanced up at me and nodded, her expression showing the same curiosity that filled her scent. “What are you planning?”

“I’ll tell you when it’s set,” I said, pushing the young woman off my legs and leveraging myself off the cot, happy to see my legs no longer shook as they supported my weight. “You’re going to teach me everything you know about ascension, though.”

“That could take weeks, months… we can’t afford to waste the time—”

“I know, that’s why you have one day, or whenever this storm lets up. I want to be gone from here before Matthew or his goons have a chance to track us down.”

Donatella’s perfectly sculpted lips turned down in a frown, but she didn’t voice any complaints as I led her out into the rainy night. Dee was right, of course. I couldn’t begin to learn everything she knew in one night, but I wasn’t after mastery—only a better understanding and control of the power residing within me.
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D
 ee spoke of the process as one of alignment. Drawing the two halves of the soul into alignment and awakening the genes that have lain dormant since the Change took root. The more you practiced, she promised, the less energy ascension would take, but it would never be free or even cheap.

“You’ll want to load up on proteins and complex carbohydrates if you know you’re going to ascend the next day. This will mitigate the exhaustion, but you’ll still have to be wary of overexertion. It’s possible to push yourself too far, like you did today, and force the body to consume itself for energy. Do that too much, and your body will come back slower and slower, and be weaker.”

I could feel what she talked about, a tremor of weakness in my limbs that took hours to fade and another big meal before it was gone entirely. It was a disconcerting feeling, like my bones might break if I pushed myself too hard while it was happening.

“What is it really?” I asked. “What are all the gifts it gives you?”

“Strength, speed, cunning… There may be others, but those are all I’ve experienced. I know Grandfather could sit for hours at a time in stillness, his mind in other places, lost down foreign trains of thought… He would become strange after those times, for months or even years afterward.

“You have to understand there were only a handful who ever showed the talent, and I never trained with the men. They may have discovered things I know nothing about.”

I was curious she didn’t mention the powerful instinct that guided your actions when you sank deep enough into the mindset, as I had on the plane. Filing that information away, I listened with fixed attention as she described her grandfather’s lessons with her, enhancing her senses so the primal part of her could find purchase.

“Mastery over your senses is key to the Change, to controlling it. You’ve shown surprising speed in learning what I’ve taught you, but it takes time to control all of them at once. When you can, you’ll find ascension is as easy to take on and off as a heavy coat, and it will require far less energy.”

“The couple who helped you, are they in contact with others?”

“Yes,” Dee said, blinking at the change in topic. “The resistance group in Arizona and several other small groups around the country. They’re mundane humans, for the most part, I don’t know what use they can be—”

“Let me worry about that,” I said, motioning for her to continue. “What else do I need to know?”

Donatella sighed before continuing, but she spoke with growing excitement as she taught me. Her exasperation with my questions faded, and she seemed to become her old self for a time, forgetting the awful truths she’d learned about Matthew only a day before.

I was expecting techniques like she’d taught me with the eyesight, that I could practice on my own, but instead Dee spoke more of the philosophies behind ascension and how the senses tied in with the primal self. Her instruction grew esoteric, and the words imprecise to describe the sensations and will she spoke of, but they hinted at truths I felt deep down.

My hope that I’d be able to master this thing in a few days faded through the night. I could achieve ascendancy, smelling things from several miles off, seeing mountain peaks on the rim of the horizon as if they were a half-mile away, and even leaping over a boulder taller than I was. But I couldn’t release the power at will, and it often ran wild in me, pushing me to do ever more dangerous things.

Finally, Dee called a halt when I went ascendant and thought it an excellent test of my enhanced balance to race across a tree downed over a two-hundred-foot gorge. It hadn’t even occurred to me the tree might be filled with rot and snap beneath my weight when I was halfway across, much to my chagrin when Dee shouted in my exhausted ears.

It was several hours after midnight when we stumbled back onto the plane. The walls rang with the sound of rain outside, louder than I would have liked, but the interior was dry and warm, better than we could have hoped from a tent or abandoned building. Ava and Madge were cuddled around Shandra on a large mattress they’d pulled from somewhere and stuffed between two captain’s chairs.

The exhaustion of having gone ascendant three times, even in short bursts, was threatening to drag me under on my feet, and bed had never looked so tempting, but duty called. Shouldering open the back office door, a dark sweat-matted head lifted from the desk and dark blue eyes, haggard but glowing with triumph, met mine.

“I will choose my master!”

Her words were dreadful, teeth gritted, and I saw the veins of her neck standing out. She looked like a drug addict in the throes of horrific withdrawals, and I could even smell her sickness on the air, twisted in with a scent gone manic. Then I noticed the cut cords on the ground and a small pool of blood.

Rushing forward, I scooped Brianna into my arms and called for Dee. The woman weighed nothing, and her limbs were so weak she couldn’t wrap one arm around my neck like she tried to.

“You did good, girl,” I whispered in her hair as I held her close, carrying her over to the long couch while Dee laid out thick blankets. “I’m so damn proud of you! The worst may not be over, but I’ll be here. We’ll be here.”

“Please… bond me… sir.”

“Courtney,” I said, and her eyes grew confused, “my name, or CT. You don’t have to call anyone ‘sir’ anymore.”

“But… I… hmmm…” Her lids blinked heavily, and I saw exhaustion sweep her under as her eyes rolled back into her skull and she slumped on the couch, spent.

Dee was watching me with a strange expression as I laid a blanket over Brianna and pulled a chair close to sit down. A sound from the door alerted me that the noise had woken the pride. My stepmom’s eyes met mine, and a grin flashed across her lips when she saw Brianna resting, the same joy I was feeling inside. I glanced to Dee, and Ava nodded, slipping her arm in the younger woman’s and drawing her back out into the main cabin of the plane, exclaiming about how wet and cold Dee felt from her night of training me.

I sat there for long minutes watching the young woman sleep, and I tried to puzzle through our next moves before finally giving up and letting sleep drag me under where I sat. Dark dreams claimed me, carrying me down tight paths of heavy foliage, while golden eyes glowed from the surrounding darkness. They were never close enough for me to make out what type of creature they belonged to, but the threat was impossible to ignore.

Waking with a start, I groaned at the pain in my neck from having slept in the chair. Rubbing the aching muscles, I sat up straight and saw Brianna still resting on the couch. The young woman had snuggled deep under her blanket, but she wasn’t feverish or shivering when I checked, but resting.

The woman’s eyes fluttered open, blinking blearily up at me as she cracked a smile.

“You stayed.” She closed her eyes and rested her cheek against my palm, the warmth comforting me. “Thank you.”

“Of course,” I whispered, “rest now. I have to speak with Ava and the others.”

“Will you be back to…” Her dark blue eyes pled with me, but I shook my head.

“Not yet. I want to make sure you’re safe first, have the doctor check you out. And then… I have a plan and you might be useful… as you are.”

“Anything you need,” Brianna said, nodding. “Just… yawn… let me know.”

“I will and thank you.”

Brianna smiled and snuggled deeper into the blanket as I stood. The woman was brave and strong. Stronger than I had any right to expect her to be, and that forced me to be even more certain about my plans.
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S
 CENE ONE




Seven boys stood awkwardly in a white room, shuffling from foot to foot. They appeared to be in their late teens, and their nervous glances at one another signaled they hadn’t known each other minutes before. That impression was enhanced by each being of a different nationality or race.

They wore white smocks, with nothing on beneath, and slippers on their feet. The sound of a door opening and closing caused the seven to stand straighter as they carefully composed their features.

“Excellent, you’re all prepared,” said an older female’s voice from outside the field of view. “Your governments have nominated you to take part in a special exchange program. Project Enkyos has been in operation in one form or another for the last forty years. Started by the late Dr. Hiram Wagner and myself, in the hopes that it would give humanity a guiding light to lead them.”

The woman paused before continuing. Most of the boys listened attentively, but a pair on the end was poking one another surreptitiously, trying to push each other over. The woman must have glanced at them, because both stood straighter, locking their hands behind their backs and blushing.

“As I was saying, Dr. Wagner's hope was that our light would guide the world, but the US government had a different idea. After a recent security incident involving one of your countries”—a tall blond boy who looked Russian or eastern European blushed a deep shade of red and shuffled from foot to foot—“the US agreed to a joint UN resolution about the Enkyos Serum. Each of you has demonstrated top marks in mathematics, the sciences, and language, in addition to having the genetic markers necessary to metabolize the serum. Now… are there any questions?”

“Yeah,” piped up a smaller Asian boy with a crooked grin. “When do we get a harem of sexy blonde women?”

The other boys snickered, and the two to either side of the Asian boy bumped him with their shoulders and winked.

“An Alpha’s pride is a sacred thing, not to be taken lightly,” the older woman said in a firm tone. “You will be all be allowed introductions to the opposite sex once your master agrees.”

“Master?” the redhead asked with an eager grin, a few other others matching it. “Do you mean Dean Williams, who single-handedly fought off ten Russian spies who came to kill his wives?!”

Even the Russian boy looked excited at that, but before the older woman could respond, the image faded to darkness.



I found the women sleeping soundly and slipped out into the early morning. The storm had broken, the sun just beginning to climb over the eastern horizon, illuminating the last of the dark thunderheads as they broke up down south.

Footfalls on the narrows stairs leading down alerted me I’d attracted company, and a second set accompanying the first drew my head around to find Madelyn and Shandra descending the steps. Both wore long shirts, and nothing more, that they hugged close about their legs as they hurried over to where I stood.

“It’s freezing out here!” Madelyn said, her frown accusatory as she pressed herself against me and hugged her arms tight.

“Then go back in,” I said with an amused chuckle as the tall doctor did the same, her dark cheeks blushing when she pressed against Madelyn. “I need to think.”

“We know,” Dr. Gupta said. “Ava sent us out here to… clear your head.”

“It’s too cold, though, brr! Come on!”

Madelyn grabbed my hand and hauled me after her, the good doctor skipping along at my side, a shocking giggle escaping her mouth. I couldn’t help appreciating the sight of the women’s long, naked legs flashing bare beneath their long shirts as we ran for a small bunker.

“Perfect.” Madelyn grinned when she hauled open the door to find piles of cloth-wrapped bundles inside.

Surprisingly firm hands pushed me back and down, and I grunted when I felt the hard surfaces within the bundles dig into my ass and back, but the discomfort faded the second both women stood and reached down to gather their long shirts in both hands.

“You made a promise to us, CT,” Madelyn purred as she rocked her hips side to side, knees scissoring as she teased the edge of her shirt down the gap between her thighs. “And no matter how many pretty silver-haired girls end up in your bed, you better not forget what you owe us.”

“Oh?” I asked, one eyebrow rising as I licked my lips, letting my eyes take in both women’s figures, both the hourglass curves of Madelyn Heatherton and the graceful slenderness of Shandra Gupta.

“Yes,” Shandra said, her tone lacking Madge’s confidence, but not the heat, as she ran a hand over her smooth stomach with a hunger I hadn’t seen in her before. “We bring life into the world for you, and you… You share yourself with us. I will not be forgotten and set aside simply because you’ve already… you know.”

“Bred you?” I asked, letting a hint of deeper growl enter my voice and enjoying the tremble it set in the dark-skinned woman’s knees.


“Oh, God,”
 she breathed, eyes burning with desire.

“Do you imagine I could ever do that?” I asked, shifting my gaze to Madge and meeting those green eyes of hers. “Do you think I would ever take you for granted?”

“No,” Madelyn said with a sharp shake of her head, her eyes shining with love as she fell against me, causing an “oof!” of exclamation when the sharp edges dug even deeper into my back, “but I needed to hear you say it.”

“Me too,” Shandra said, lying against me far more gently and wincing as she pressed against the bags. “Whatever’s in here, it’s no fit bed for what we planned.”

“Oh?” I asked with an amused grin as I reached down and caressed both of their asses. “And what did you both have planned?”

“Honestly, C… what’s in here?” Madelyn asked as she sat up and pulled at one of the sacks and let out a soft curse.

I craned my head back and saw green steel with the yellow stenciling of army ammunition and tried to jump away from the bed of explosives I was lying on. The shouting and excited women made that harder, but eventually we dug through most of the bags and found tens of thousands of rounds of ammo that looked like it had been thrown in this bunker hastily.

“What’s it doing out here?” I asked.

“Must be one of Alpha Command’s supply dumps. We might find more around here. I heard a few of the delivery ladies mentioning being flown around the country to pick things up.”

“This is amazing, CT!”

“We can only take so much with us,” I said, my brain trying to fit the new piece into the puzzle of my plan. “And it’s way up here in Alaska… but we might make use of it somehow.”

“This calls for a celebration,” Shandra said, her face registering shy excitement as she glanced outside but saw no one else in the growing light. Then she turned to Madelyn with a smile that stretched her mouth wide. “Which scene?”

“I think Halloween Hellscape
 ,” Madelyn purred, stepping close to me and dancing her fingertips down my stained T-shirt and cupping my crotch with a firm hand. “The sorority sister scene. The actor was gay and couldn’t get into it, but I always wondered what might have happened…”

The woman offered me a wink.

“Excuse me?” I asked, not understanding what was passing between them as Shandra flashed the blonde woman a grin and tied her hair back in a ponytail to match Madelyn’s.

“Dr. Gupta was a fan of my movies, dear,” the older woman husked as she reached down and flicked the long shirt over her head with a quick flourish, then grinned when my eyes traced the curves of her large, sloping breasts. “She wanted to reenact some of the scenes… Tell me, did you ever watch the coed scene in Halloween Hellscape
 ? Maybe at night by yourself?”

With a knot between her sleeve and a bottom corner, Madge fashioned the shirt into a skirt that just covered her womanhood and ass, the folds nearly like the pleats I remembered from the movie. My dick surged to steel-hard thickness, and the woman cackled when she noticed and quickly helped Shandra with her “skirt.”

Snatching one of the ripped bags and tearing two small holes in it with another wink, Madelyn slipped it over my head, mimicking the hood the hero wore in the movie masking who he was from the popular cheerleaders.

“Look at this, Heather,” Madelyn said, her voice mimicking the actress from the movie’s youthful tones with uncanny accuracy. “Blake is all drunk and out of it. Now’s our chance to steal him from Katie! What do you say?”

“Yee…” Shandra’s voice broke, and she swallowed hard, but when she continued, there was a breathless excitement in her voice that masked the poor acting and renewed the hardness in my cock. “Yes, oh I can’t wait! We can wear his cum on our face back into the party!”

“Now in the movie they cut away,” Madge said, her breath warm on the head of my cock as she fished it from my pants and dragged it into the open air. “But tell me, Shandra… what did those little whores do?”

Instead of speaking, the doctor drove forward with a moan as she swallowed the head of my cock. The hot, wet sensation of her mouth encasing the head of my cock drew a sigh of pleasure from me and a laugh of amusement from Madge. The former actress pressed her thick lips to my thigh as she moved in beside Shandra.

The slender woman moved aside, her eyes smiling as Madelyn's tongue reached and ran up the shaft of my cock to meet hers. The two tongues warred with one another as they played around the fat head, their lips teasing each other’s and sliding around the soft skin of my dick. The feeling was so intense it caused shivers of pleasure to sweep through me, and Madelyn’s eyes rose to meet mine as she bit her bottom lip.

“Fuck it, CT, fuck her pretty mouth!”

Shandra groaned in agreement, nodding gently as she sucked hard on me. Madelyn reached up and slipped her fingers in the woman’s dark, silky hair, gripping her ponytail, and I watched the doctor's eyes widen in pleasure and shock as my dick pressed against her tonsils. To my surprise, the woman swallowed hard, instead of gagging, and my dick slid down her throat.

“Holy…. Fuck!”

I groaned, earning another groan of pleasure from Shandra. Wet sounds alerted me to where Madelyn’s other hand was as she teased and fingered the doctor's dripping sex while driving the woman’s head forward and back with the other.

“Fuck that’s so hot!” the actress said. “How is it, Shandra? Is this what you wanted?”

“NGH HNG!”

The Indian woman’s wordless cry of agreement was joined by my own sigh as she pulled back till just the tip was in her lips, tongue teasing it, and I drove forward again, watching in awe as my dick disappeared down her throat.

Reaching down, I rested my hand on the good doctor’s head, and the woman moaned even louder in pleasure. Needing no further encouragement, I took control of her head from Madelyn. Gripping her, I drove in and out of the woman’s mouth, the beast within me purring in pleasure as my balls tightened and I felt my rhythm faltering.

“Do it!” Madelyn moaned, her eyes wide and excited as she continued to play with the slender woman’s tight slit.

Shandra’s eyes flew open and met mine as the first thick shot of cum hit the back of her throat, and her cheeks hollowed as she sucked hard on the tip. The woman’s throat bobbed up and down as she milked every drop of cum from my cock, her fingers gliding along the shaft to drain the last drops of my seed before she shook in her own orgasm.

“Oh… God… Madelyn, I’m… ohhhh MMMM!”

The beautiful actress had a broad, pleased smile on her face when her new friend collapsed to the dusty floor in a shivering heap. The elegant doctor’s hair was mussed, face smeared with saliva and cum, while her pants were pushed down past her hips, the evidence of recent orgasm coating her thighs and ass in wetness.
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T
 he sight of the woman was incredible, especially with the backdrop of a remote airport and forest behind her. But as incredible as she looked, Madelyn Heatherton looked even better as she knelt with nothing covering her. Once again, I was forced to remind myself this wasn’t a dream, that the object of so many teenage fantasies knelt before me, caressing her large breasts and gazing up at me with a hungry expression that promised she wasn’t done with me.

“Is your head… clear yet?” Madelyn asked, running a pink tongue across her lips as her eyes dropped down to my deflating cock.

“No,” I growled, and enjoying the woman’s shocked expression that melted into pleasure, I drove my dick into the actress’s mouth.

“Mmmhmmmph!”

Madge’s eyes met mine in a smile of delight as her tongue swirled the soft head of my cock. The woman did something with her tongue and mouth, sucking and curling around my cock, that had my knees shaking in moments and my dick hard as steel.

“I don’t want to fuck this gorgeous face,” I said, enjoying the control I was taking over the woman’s body and even more so when the doctor sat up and shuffled over with a lopsided grin. “I want to coat it.”

“NGGHH!”

I pulled my dick free of Madelyn’s fiery mouth. She whimpered in sadness until I reached down and cupped her large breasts. Then the actress’s eyes flashed in delight as she reached up to help me cup her large soft breasts around my dick. The feeling of the smooth flesh was incredible, and even better when Madge dropped a thick stream of saliva between her tits, and I slid between them easily.

“That is sooooo sexy,” Shandra said as she pressed up behind Madge, one arm reaching around and down between the woman’s thighs while the other slipped fingers up between the blonde’s tight tush.

“What are you… dooooooooohhhhhhh you… ohhhhhhh!”

Dr. Gupta’s dark eyes grinned up at me, and I heard a wet squishing sound come from Madelyn’s pussy, as Shandra’s hand worked. Then I noticed the doctor had another hand down Madelyn’s backside and, from her mischievous grin, was hard at work finding the actress's every pleasure point.

Pressed between us, Madge whimpered in pleasure, her head lolling forward and tongue swirling the head of my cock whenever it pressed up through her tits. The feeling of those large soft breasts wrapped around my dick was heavenly, only topped by the occasional hot suck from her or Shandra who pushed in close.

“Cumming,” I grunted, my knees shaking and legs trembling as the pleasure rushed through me.

Shandra pressed Madelyn’s head forward, and I felt the woman’s fiery mouth sucking hard as my seed shot forth. Then the actress was orgasming as she was assaulted from three points. Her shrieks of pleasure cut off when she wrapped her lips back around my cock, sucking the last bits of cum out before collapsing against Dr. Gupta.

The pair clutched at one another as they came down from their great heights of pleasure. A large part of me wanted to join them, to carry both back to the plane and throw them on the bed and slake the last bits of my lust on their gorgeous bodies. If I wanted to remain a boy, careening from event to event like a pinball, then that is what I would have done. But I needed to grow up, and a man plans. A man protects and provides, especially women who grant such blessings as I received.

Leaving the two there, I walked out of the bunker and turned toward the forest. Neither Madelyn nor Shandra tried to stop me, though I could feel their eyes following me and hear their quiet whispers until the forest swallowed me up.

I’d never been so far north, and the odd angle of the sun added to the crisp air made me feel like we were in some primordial wilderness, even with the airport stretching behind me. The forest called, and I started jogging, following a narrow game trail that wound its way across the broken landscape.

The monotonous exercise enlivened my limbs and trained my thoughts out of the skittered tracks they often found themselves in. In the wake of the orgasms, my mind worked with more clarity than it could normally, and I focused it on the problem at hand.

My initial plan had been to rush to Shenzhen, break Dee’s mom free, and bounce around the world to break the others out. But after half a second’s thought, I knew that wouldn’t work. The various groups and cells of Alphas were in contact with one another, and they’d be alerted, hunkering down and making it impossible to rescue the others.

It needed to be a coordinated effort, one that could guarantee the safety of Dee’s family members. That wasn’t the only objective I had, though. I couldn’t forget the thousands of women trapped in Olympus, brainwashed to be slaves for the Alphas there and subjected to all manner of indignities and horrors.

The sun was high overhead before I made my way back to the airport. I’d covered far more ground in my jog than I’d thought possible even a few days before and arrived back at the plane with a deep hunger.

Ava was waiting for me with the others, a large lunch already prepared on a fire they’d built directly onto the tarmac. When I came jogging up, the women were conversing quietly, and I noticed Brianna was sitting beside Dr. Gupta. The woman’s color looked much better than it had the night before, and she even offered me a wan smile as I pulled to a stop.

“We grew worried when you didn’t come back at breakfast,” Dee said, plating up the food.

“I had a lot to think about,” I said, taking a bottle of water from Ava with a grateful smile and finishing nearly half of it in one go.

“Did you come up with anything?” Madelyn asked, and I could see the trepidation in her expression. She wasn’t looking forward to what was to come, but she was braver than she thought, ready to push through her fears to help Dee.

“I did,” I said, turning to Dee as I shoved half a sandwich in my mouth and chewed it down quickly. “Those friends you mentioned. I need them to get in contact with everyone who can help us. How many do you think that is?”

“I don’t know,” Dee said with a frown as she thought. “With Arizona… probably a couple dozen? At most?”

“That’s more than enough for what we need,” I said, pulling out my phone and opening the maps app. “You see these Landing Stations on the east and west coasts? We need those taken out on the same day. All six. Do you think they could handle that?”

“Perhaps,” Dee said, her frown deepening and her face screwing up in confusion as she glanced from the map up to me. “But why would they need to? If Tom Redding and his coven come out of hiding, they’ll be targeted. William and the others won’t be able to let Tom, or anyone connected to him, live for fear of creating a competing power structure.”

“I know,” I said, having thought this problem through, “but it’s our only option if we want to get your family back. If we take out those Landing Stations or the cables linking them, then all overseas communications will be dead. They’ll get it back online somehow, but there will be a gap, a window of opportunity we can work in. You need to get in contact with your friends and arrange for six teams to take those cables out in two weeks’ time.”

“Two weeks?” Dee said, an edge of anger entering her voice. “We need to rescue my sisters and mother now!”

“William is on high alert right now,” I said, shaking my head. “We need to let things cool down a bit. Besides, the teams will need time to prepare and get into position, and we have a side trip we need to make.”

“Where?” Ava asked, her eyes shining with excitement. It gave me heart to see my stepmom up for the adventure, even if Madelyn and Dee seemed hesitant.

“I want to see this compound where Dee’s grandfather was first injected with the Catalyst. Refuel the plane. We fly out when I return.” Looking to Dr. Gupta and Brianna sitting off to the side, I nodded, indicating I wanted to speak with them apart.
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M
 adelyn and Ava began speaking at once, but Dee had a thoughtful look on her face as she watched me take the two women aside. From the young woman’s scent, I knew she was annoyed, but beneath the spiky aroma was a smooth thoughtfulness I’d come to recognize often when she was sitting and staring at me. I wasn’t sure what it meant, but it was a lot better than the deep sadness she’d fallen into from time to time over the last day.

“How are you feeling today?” I asked Brianna.

The slender young woman took a deep breath, thinking about it for a second before responding.

“I feel a lot better than I did, but there are still… desires and thoughts that I can’t seem to stop from pushing into my mind. Sir… sorry, CT, I don’t know if you can trust me on your mission. I don’t want to go back there and warn them… but a large part of my brain is telling me to do just that. And when I stop ignoring the thoughts for a moment, I find my feet moving against my will.”

“It’s going to take time until she’s back to how she was,” Shandra said with a frown of concern for the younger woman. “Perhaps with your… help… she would have a different… response to the conditioning.”

“That’s a possibility,” I said, trying to ignore the shining hope in Brianna’s eyes, “but I’m not ready to take that step just yet.” When Brianna’s expression fell, I reached out and gripped her slender hand. “Not that I won’t ever, but I have a use for you… as you are now.”

Both women gave me curious frowns, and I kept a grip on Brianna’s hand.

“Would you allow me to try something?” I asked her, and Brianna nodded quickly, her eyes shining with hope once again as I stepped close and slipped an arm around her slender waist.

When my lips met hers, I felt the beast within stir, hungry to claim the young woman but wary of the chaos we could both sense in her scent. The kiss was chaste at first. But as Brianna relaxed, her back melting against my arm as she pressed herself against me, she succumbed to the passion rising in her. As she did, her pheromones smoothed out, losing the chaos of her conditioning and triggering my own hunger to bind with and breed the viable mate.

With an effort, I pulled away from the woman’s sweet lips and pushed her away from me before the beast within could growl out my desire. Once the woman dropped to her knees, I feared I wouldn’t be able to control myself, and I had uses for the woman as she was.

“Sir…? Please… don’t tease me with your touch like that,” Brianna purred, wrapping her arms around her torso and shivering as if she were freezing.

“I’m sorry,” I said, marshaling my self-control to keep my hands to myself, “but I had to see something.”

“What?” Dr. Gupta asked, but the roar of several voices a couple of miles distant drew her head around.

“The scent travels faster than I’d guessed,” I thought aloud. “That’s good to know. We better hurry to the plane and get out of here before the mutants arrive.”

“Why would they be coming here?” Brianna asked, sharing a confused look with the doctor.

“Because right now you’re giving off the scents of a woman unbound by an Alpha. Something that drives the mutants wild and a tool I plan to use. Go on, both of you, on the plane now.”

They hopped to at my commanding tone and hurried back to the plane, but I saw they still shared confused looks back and forth. I wasn’t concerned, the flight back across the country would give me plenty of time to lay out my plans to Dee and the rest.

The musky, stale aroma of mutants reached me just as I was hauling the short ladder up and sealing the door. Dee had the engines spun up and was taxiing us to the main runway when the first wave came racing out of the trees.

These northern men were a hardy and powerful lot, hundreds having survived thus far. The sight of their torn lips, broken fingers, and the flaps of flesh hanging off them as they ran didn’t horrify me, but instead caused a deep well of sadness to rise up from within. I couldn’t forget the countless lives that had died on that horrible night, or worse, those who had survived to live in the mutant hellscape much of the world must have become.

Ava and Madge pulled me onto the bed with Dr. Gupta as Brianna fled to the back office once more. As the women slowly peeled off my jeans and the g-forces of the plane taking off pressed us all down, I unraveled the first stage of my plan to them. Ava was excited, but Madge was nervous, as usual.

It was Dr. Gupta who surprised me the most with her enthusiastic approval until I remembered her professional expertise. The chance to explore a laboratory designed and lived in by two of the most brilliant scientists of the previous century was too good an opportunity to pass up.

“We trust you, CT,” Ava said, as she lay against my side, her lips pressing against my neck, “and we’re with you to the end.”

“Yes, I’m terrified… but it’s going to be a grand adventure, and I’ve always wanted to see the world.”

Madelyn wasn’t as scared as she made it out to seem, and I sensed she was excited to put her talents to use.

“So long as we get to fuck this glorious thing,” Shandra said as she flopped my hardening cock to one side and slipped her thighs inside mine, kneeling between my legs, “I’ll follow you anywhere, baby.”

“Hey, that’s supposed to be my line!” Madelyn said with a laugh that turned into a groan when I reached down and gripped her wide ass and gave it a firm slap.

“Come on, then.” I grinned at the beautiful actress. “We have a seven-hour flight. Get up there and show these ladies what you can do.”

Madelyn laughed and flicked aside her panties as she swung one leg over my hips. Shandra’s hand reached between the older woman’s legs and gripped the base of my cock, angling it upward.

I barely paid attention to what the pair were up to as my stepmom had pulled my face to hers. Thick lips met mine in a kiss of sinful passion, her tongue snaking into my mouth as mine met hers in a sensual dance. The hot sensation of Madge’s pussy slipping down my cock brought a gasp from my lips and a grin to Ava’s. Then massive breasts were dragging across my face, and a fat nipple pressed between my lips as I suckled and teased her massive breasts. A few seconds later, the breasts left, and the musky aroma of her sex moved in as she slipped her thighs to either side of my head.

“Oh… right there, baby!” Ava’s moans joined Madelyn’s as the two women rode me. One on my face, the other on my cock.

The hand that gripped Madelyn’s hips was twisted free, and I felt wetness press against my fingers. Shandra’s moan of pleasure rose as I plunged two fingers into her sex. My thumb found her hard little clit and worked it in circles as the three women clung to one another, their orgasms oddly synced.

My plans for the trip went by the wayside as I sank into the beast and indulged in pleasure. I hadn’t realized just how much Ava and the two others wanted the full-on orgy. The part of my mind that whispered that I was being greedy by indulging in such things had kept me from pushing for it.

Instead of being shy or retiring, as I might have guessed, the three women were completely uninhibited with one another. It made the experience all the more enjoyable when I saw Madelyn pull Ava into a passionate kiss, the two women falling atop one another, hands caressing and exploring one another’s bodies. They didn’t do it for my benefit, but because the passion took them there. While they kissed, I pressed Dr. Gupta down and spread her slender thighs wide, driving into her hungry sex as the beast sought to flood her womb with another blast of seed.

We cavorted in the large cabin for hours as clouds, mountains, and green countryside passed by beneath us. Dee kept us to unpopulated areas on our flight east, extending the trip by several hours but hopefully reducing the chance of us being spotted.

I took advantage of the plane's many couches and captain’s chairs throughout the flight. First was when Madge and Shandra were twisted into an erotic sixty-nine. I pulled Ava over to a chair beside a stunning view of the Canadian wilderness and bent her over, easing into her with slow, firm strokes before letting loose.

The gorgeous woman’s massive breasts jiggled and shook with every thrust, and her face was twisted in pleasure, reflected back in the window. Gathering up a breast in one hand, my fingers sank into the firm flesh as I massaged it, loving how my stepmom cried out in ecstasy when I pulled hard on her large nipple.

I left her there, her mind overcome with pleasure and sunken into unconsciousness after I flooded her depths with a massive load of cum. Next, I found myself on one of the short couches with Madge and Shandra once again servicing my cock. The pair were becoming exceptionally skilled at the double blowjob, taking as much delight in their tongues teasing one another as they did in teasing my cock, which only made the experience all the hotter.
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M
 adelyn rode me, climbing atop my lap before my balls could blow another load all over their faces. While Shandra sat on the other end of the couch, slender legs spread as she touched her hairless slit, the gorgeous actress did her best to put on a show for both of us. As her round ass hammered down on my thighs, her large breasts swayed side to side hypnotically, and her white little teeth bit down on her bottom lip to keep from screaming out another loud orgasm.

Dr. Gupta rode me next, Ava crawling over and pressing herself to the woman’s back as they made out atop me. The four of us slipped back onto the carpet and lost ourselves in one another’s touch until sleep dragged us under.

I didn’t nap for long, wakening as the plane dipped down into its descent angle. Ava stirred beside me as I extricated myself from the pile of limbs and offered me a wink.

“Don’t put on your pants,” she mumbled as I stood and reached for them. When I gave her a questioning frown, she cast a sly smile up toward the cockpit. “Make her see what she’s missing.”

“You’re cruel,” I said with a shake of my head.

“She needs to get out of her head,” Ava mumbled as she pulled the thin blue blanket up to her chin. “Thinking about that asshole Matthew too much. Good for her to see what...”

She drifted off into slumber, the last words mumbled together and lost as I rose and headed to the forward cabin. Perhaps I should have felt some embarrassment or shame for my nakedness, or the scent of sex filling the entire plane, but I couldn’t muster up the emotions. Instead, I felt silly remembering how my appearance had embarrassed me.

True, it was easy to think such a thing when I was coated in firm muscles like I never had been before the Change and had a dick inches longer and thicker than the one I’d known before. But I’d only been given the one body, and it felt silly to hold any shame over it, no matter what its appearance.

The pilot’s door was locked, and I was forced to knock heavily before I heard a scrambled sound from the other side. After a few seconds of waiting, the door finally pulled open, and Dee peered down the short set of stairs. The young woman’s silver hair was disheveled and her cheeks red and wild. She had a slightly lost look in her eyes when she blinked down at me, her jaw slowly dropping open when she took in my nudity.

“Were you sleeping?” I asked.

“Of course not!” she said, moving back. When I stepped into the cockpit, I scented the aroma of the gorgeous woman’s arousal. “I was just going over some charts… CT, are you okay?”

“Yes, I’m fine,” I said, pushing down the beast within as it sluggishly clawed for control. “I just wanted to talk about your friends and all of our plans.”

“Can this wait? I’m a bit busy,” she said, flopping down into the captain’s chair and carefully avoiding glancing at my nakedness.

I was having a hard time keeping my thoughts clear. If not for the fact that I’d drained my balls before stepping into the small space, I don’t know what I might have done. Donatella’s scent filled the cabin, and the aroma was so thick and heady, the woman so absolutely perfect, that it triggered every switch inside me.

“Yeah… we can talk about it once we land,” I said, my eyes tracing the perfect lines of her high cheekbones and the graceful longbow shape of her upper lip.

The autopilot light blinked and a dinging noise sounded, startling us both, and Dee flipped a switch.

“I better take over controls if we want to land in one piece… C?”

“Yes?” I asked, wanting nothing more than to reach down and cup that perfectly smooth cheek and pull her into a kiss.

“Thank you for keeping your promise… and for not leaving me.”

“Focus on the landing, Donatella.” My use of her full name caused her black pupils to rapidly swell and shrink, and I filed the information away. “We’ll have your family back soon.”

“Yes, sir,” Dee said, blinking in surprise, her scent turning annoyed.


At herself
 , I thought as I stepped down the short stairs and pulled the door shut behind me.

I went to find water and food, and then strap myself into a seat as the woman woke and groggily did the same. Brianna came out of the back cabin, slipping into the chair beside Ava after the older woman patted the empty space. The young woman looked haggard, but she offered the women a shy smile as they spoke quietly.

The plane touched down in a small, abandoned airport far to the north of the compound. According to the maps, it would be at least a two-day hike through rough land to the location. The only other entrance was one that would probably be under heavy observation.

“You’re sure you want to do this? I can’t imagine there’s anything there that will be relevant to rescuing my family.”

“Perhaps,” I said, “but I still need to see the place. And besides, Shandra could use a day or two in the lab to analyze what was done to Brianna.”

The young woman kept her concerns to herself after that, but I could tell it was because she didn’t want to frighten Madge, Ava, or Brianna who would be staying behind.

“No matter what happens, you have to make sure you never open this door,” I said as I stuffed half a box of energy bars into a backpack along with several bottles of water. The water wouldn’t last, but Dee knew of a small community where we could resupply along the way.

“We know,” Ava said, with a reassuring smile as she pulled me into a final hug. “But you remember to not be the hero out there. And bring both of them back safe.”

“I will,” I said, hugging her back, then grunting when a body thudded into my side, and I heard Madge’s dramatic wail of sadness.

“Hurry back to us!”

The voice made me laugh, reminding me of old black-and-white TV shows I used to watch with Ava late at night. I felt the eyes of nervous prey on me and turned my head to find Brianna sitting on a couch with two of the blue blankets pulled about her.

“We will be back as soon as possible, but you have what I gave you if you run into trouble… right?”

Brianna pulled a small hotel-sized shampoo bottle I’d nabbed from the lavatory and topped off. I saw a wan smile work its way onto her lips as she clutched the sealed bottle close.

“Maybe you could leave another few… deposits for us?” Madge asked with a weak grin on her face.

I laughed, harder than the joke called for, but I knew the woman needed to hear my confidence. She was a beautiful, brilliant, vivacious, and talented woman, but I was learning that she wasn’t as brave or strong as Ava or the good doctor.

Shandra pulled a backpack on and snapped the buckle holding the shoulder straps together in place. Her face held a determination that matched her scent, and I was reminded that she had been quick-witted and brave enough to escape the control of Alpha Command’s Pogrom, as well as avoided being detected. The woman had depths I’d only begun to plumb.

“Seriously, though,” Madelyn said, her expression growing fixed as her little fists clutched at my shirt, “you better make it back to us in one piece.”

“I will,” I said, gripping her tight and sharing the same passionate kiss with her, I had with Ava, then releasing her slender waist and stepping away before I had second thoughts. “Let’s go.”

I nodded Dee and Shandra out, sealing the door carefully behind me and giving the three ladies one final reassuring smile before they were closed in. Donatella had parked the plane in a large hangar that would lock and help to protect the women. I wasn’t too worried about Brianna’s scent getting out and attracting mutants to come down on them, not now that she had the bottle of my seed to ward herself with. We’d also landed hundreds of miles away from any major settlements so they should be relatively safe.
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“W
 e go west first,” Dee said, pointing to a distant valley. “I spotted a farm with a couple ATVs on it. We should be able to use those to get most of the way on fire roads and back trails. The last few miles will have to be on foot, but it should take a day off the trip either way.”

“We need weapons, so keep your eyes peeled, both of you,” I warned as we started out with long ground-eating strides.

Dee and I marched without effort, but Shandra was my worry. The tall doctor was strong and in shape, but we would be moving fast and over a large distance. If she hadn’t been so insistent on joining us, I’d have left her behind with the others. But perhaps she could prove a good distraction to keep my thoughts from focusing on Dee too much.

The young woman walked ahead of Shandra and me, her tight camo pants hugging her hips and small ass. Even the dark camo and stiff material of her fatigues couldn’t hide the perfection of her figure, and my eyes kept straying back to the perfect half-moons as they swayed before me. It wasn’t only the shape of her that tantalized; stronger still was her scent that hinted at desires I felt as well. I couldn’t allow myself to get distracted, though. There was too much on the line, and Donatella’s emotional crisis wasn’t something I could help her with.

“You have the vials of blood somewhere safe?” I asked the doctor as we approached the dilapidated farmhouse, surrounded by rusted-out old cars and machinery.

“Safe as I could make them,” Dr. Gupta said, patting her backpack. “Keeping them at temp will be a bit of a struggle, but so long as it doesn’t take us more than thirty-six hours to get to the lab, they should be fine.”

“I’m going to search the house. You two search the barn,” Dee said, her silver eyes sweeping over Shandra and me with the barest tightening of the surrounding muscles. “And don’t get up to any hanky-panky in there, we need to get a move on.”

The comment only caused Shandra and me to frown at one another in confusion, but then the dark-skinned woman sighed and nodded me forward.

“Jealousy’s bite is strongest when you don’t realize it’s there,” she muttered under her breath, and I cocked an eyebrow, not sure she was right about that.

Donatella was annoyed with the detour, and I could scent the frustration growing in her every time she glanced at me. I wasn’t looking forward to walking on eggshells around the young woman but hadn’t been able to convince her of the need for this trip. Her arguments had made me doubt the need for it, but I’d been unable to ignore the voice inside whispering that I needed to know everything I could about the serum that had changed me and the world so much. The desire might have been irrational, but once it was in my head, I couldn’t get it out until the itch was scratched.

The barn was empty, save for a broke down tractor and an old thresher shoved into the back. Poking around a few of the stalls, I found an ancient shotgun. The butt-end was cracked, but the twin barrels were clean of rust and debris. When we headed back out, I found Dee with another shotgun, pistol gripped and pump action, and a small beretta.

“Found these in the bedroom, along with ammo. There was ammo for more pistols and a rifle, but I didn’t see any sign of them anywhere.”

“This will have to do for now,” I said with a frown at our woefully small supply of weapons and ammo. “You’re certain there’s more at this community?”

“I wouldn’t say certain,” Dee said with a pretty little frown, her cute nose scrunching up. “But it was used by Green Berets and Delta Force when they did land navigation training in these mountains. They leave weapons everywhere as a matter of principle, so it’s a good bet.”

“I’d still like to be certain,” I said, pulling out my phone. “Plan B is to head far east and hit up one of the small mining towns. It would add a day to the trip, but with the ATVs and enough fuel, we should be fine. What do you think?”

“I think this whole thing is a waste,” Dee said, her frown turning sour, “but if it comes down to it, you’d do better with a sword than a gun when you’re ascendant, and the doctor here will be useless either way. Sorry, Shandra, no offense.”

“None taken,” the Indian woman said with calm poise. “I think she’s right, CT. Let’s not waste the day, and if it comes down to it, I know you and Donatella will be able to protect me. Or I’ll just climb a tree.” She finished with a little laugh, clearly trying to mask the fear growing in her scent.

The bikes didn’t start up right away, but after pulling and brushing off the spark plugs, they started right up. Fuel would be an issue, but we found a couple fuel canisters in the barn we strapped to the backs of the quads. The sun was still near the eastern horizon when we lit out on a narrow country road in search of one of the fire roads that would carry us through the mountains.

Dee rode ahead, a plastic map taped down to her fuel tank so she could navigate as we rode. Shandra sat behind me, her slender arms clinging to my middle as the quad bounced beneath us on the old, pothole-strewn road. My teeth felt like they were going to rattle out of my skull and my joints would never make the long trek. But once we were on the dirt road, the ride smoothed out considerably.

Hours flew by, and we only stopped once to drink bottles of water and eat energy bars and jerky quickly while Dee double-checked our position against three visible landmarks.

“We’re on the right path,” she said after triangulating our location with her compass. “Should arrive at the depot in a couple hours.”

“Warn me when we get close,” I said, patting the shotgun strapped to the side of the quad. “Better to be safe than sorry.”

“We won’t make it to the compound before dark. Are we stopping somewhere for the night or rolling through?”

“We should be able to see in the dark, even if there’s cloud cover, so I say we roll through and get there as fast as possible. Shandra, you have any objections?”

“No,” she said with a shake of her head, “I’ve been dozing on your back, so don’t stop to rest on my account.”

Two hours later, Dee held up a fist as she drew to a halt near the base of a short hill. The area was sparsely wooded, but a thicket on one side of the hill hid a gray shipping container. The container had a tumbler lock I managed to snap free with a grunt of effort.

Inside we found two cots that were opened up and looked like they’d slept hundreds of men over the years. Past the beaten-up army cots were boxes of MREs, the military meal rations, as well as piles of broken and used gear. In the back, we found the fuel canisters Dee knew would be there, as well as several boxes of 5.56mm ammunition.

Dee and Shandra strapped the boxes of ammo to the back of the quads while I dug through the container. I managed to find a dozen knives of various shapes and sizes, including a brace of half a dozen throwing knives in a leather sheath. There was also an old, rusted luger that I left behind. I didn’t know where we’d find ammo for the thing, and it would require hours to break the rust free and clean it enough so it would fire.

After another quick meal, we were back on the quads and rolling down the hill's grassy slope to the fire road below. The roads in these hills were overgrown and treacherous, causing Dee and me to move slower the last ten miles than we had the previous thirty.

As the sun sank below the horizon, I pushed out other senses and let the fading light gather in my eyes. The night wasn’t as bright, to my over-dilated pupils, as it was in daylight, but I could make out details on the road clearly. Everything had a dark blue haze over it as the evening’s last low-angle rays struck the ionosphere and illuminated the world.

“We’ll have to walk from here on in,” Dee said an hour later as she pulled her four-wheeler to a stop beneath a thick stand of trees.

“Mark the location on your phones,” I said. “Just in case we get separated.”

Dee and Shandra followed suit, dropping red pins in the middle of the unmarked wilderness. I prayed they wouldn’t be needed, but it was better to be prepared just in case. After checking our weapons and gear one last time, we climbed around the washed-out road and headed down the mountain to the valley below.
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 CENE TWO




A broad green field stretched out, extending as far as the eye could see. There were white lines marked off, marching out toward the horizon, every five yards. A tall, powerfully built man with black hair and piercing pale blue eyes stood before the same group of young men. Time had passed, as evidenced by the boys’ thickened frames and the scruff and peach fuzz growing on a few chins.

The boys joked and jostled one another, their comradery easy and good-natured as the man helped the small Asian boy grip a baseball properly.

“You want to make sure you’re feeling the beast within, Shen, when you access the strength,” Dean said, in a calm but firm tone. “The same with sight and hearing. Block the rest of the world out, harness your body’s power, and drive it up through your back and out the arm. You’ll feel a second of dislocation, and that’s how you know it’s working.”

“But what if I can’t feel the beast within?” Shen asked with an embarrassed frown.

“Don’t think about the doctor’s metabolization percentages and lipid responses. I wish Elenore hadn’t given you boys the test. Only makes it harder to keep you from sorting yourselves in unhelpful ways. Sasha! Fredrick! Cut that out this instant and pay attention.”

The pale-haired Russian lad from before had shot up like a reed and now towered over the rest of the boys. He and a sandy-haired boy with a soft and pudgy face were flicking each other’s ears, clearly a prank they’d played often as both had been guarding their ears with hands and shoulders while seeking to attack the other with painful flicks.

The other boys had expressions ranging from bored to annoyed as Shen listened to the silver-haired man’s instructions. Matthew, clear by his bright red hair, moved around the group, whispering in boys’ ears and earning eager, mischievous grins from each. It wasn’t clear what they were up to, but the boys huddled together, passing something back and forth before a beanpole-thin boy with sallow features and dirty blond hair slipped from the group and snuck up behind Dean.

The slender boy hadn’t gone two feet before the man swung his head around, obviously sensing someone approaching from his blind spot. The boy swept his hand behind his back, hiding the bit of paper from the man as he frowned in confusion.

“Master Williams, do you mean the power comes from inside? But what about the law that governs conservations of energy? Wouldn’t it contradict the theory…”

“Morty, shut the fuck up and get back in line.” The man’s annoyance at the slender boy’s questions was clear as he turned back to the Asian boy.

Morty took the opportunity, and the hand behind his back shot forward and with a touch lighter than a feather pressed the paper sign to Dean’s back. Turning quickly, Morty hurried back to the group, a grin stretching across his face as he struggled to hold in the laughter. The five other boys were all shaking with silent laughter as the man nodded for Shen to throw.

As the baseball launched from the short boy’s hand and shot out like a bullet, soaring a half mile before falling to the ground, the man seemed unaware of the sign taped to his back that read: MY BUTT SMELLS LIKE FARTS. Until he turned with a frown to see what had caused his young coterie to fall down in gales of laughter.

Plucking the paper from his back, he grinned, then barked an order, laughing as the boys scrambled to their feet and took off running in every direction in a futile attempt to escape their punishment.



The going was rough without a trail to follow, and even harder for Shandra in the dark, but Dee was excellent at woodcraft and led us through grassy areas for the most part, or beneath large stands of oak trees. The valley had a small river that we forded in the early hours of the morning, and I wanted to pause on the other side to let Shandra rest, but the woman was adamant that she wasn’t tired and could go on. Her heavy breathing and the tremble I could feel in her limbs gave lie to her words, but her toughness impressed me and I kept us moving but at a slower pace as we climbed the shoulder of the small mountain.

The sun was just tinging the sky in lightness when we crested the ridge and I got my first sight of the compound. I don’t know what I’d been expecting, but the neatly built and laid out lines of white houses surrounded by picket fences wasn’t it.

“This was housing for the workers and scientists,” Dee said, pointing to the far side of the narrow valley where three massive mansions stood. “That was my mother’s home for a time, when grandfather and his wives lived here. It’s been so long since I’ve seen the place… Amazing how little has changed.”

“I don’t see signs of movement,” I said, “but stay wary. We can’t be certain this place is empty.”

“It’s empty,” Dee said with certainty. “Matthew and the rest of them always hated what this place symbolized. It’s always been a reminder that what makes them special came from scientists and a syringe.”

“Let’s keep our guard up just in case,” I said, pulling Shandra before me and making sure her shotgun was held in a ready position.

Dee didn’t respond, but I saw she loosened her sword in its sheath, the silvery blade peeking out for just a second before she moved out, her steps light and fast as we skirted the idyllic little community. I spotted a post office and a small grocery store, both with dusty windows and no lights on inside.

The entire valley looked abandoned, but there was an odd scent that rose the hairs on the back of my arms and neck. It was a musky odor, like that of a wild animal, but it came and went, and I saw no sign of bears or other wild animals having nosed about the area.

We walked around the sculpted mountain and saw a large concrete structure tucked into the side of it. It was clear they had built the building in a bygone era. Set in the middle of a pastoral scene of sweeping green slopes and spreading oak trees was a massive gothic building of slate gray concrete.

There were stains on the building’s walls, from years of rain and weather, and there was a hazy film of dust over the windows on the upper floors. There was no sign that anyone had been into the place in months, if not years.

“When was this place abandoned?” I asked Dee.

“I’m not sure,” she said with a shake of her head. “It’s been little used for years, but there still should have been a few dozen staff members and test subjects here right up until the bombs dropped.”

“Stay sharp in there,” I said. Dr. Gupta’s skin had a green cast to it, and I could smell the terror rolling off her, but she gave me a firm nod saying she was ready. “And remember if we get separated to meet back at the pinned location.”

Dee nodded, indicating that she was ready, and I pulled open one of the heavy glass doors. The door was locked, but the steel bent easily when I yanked it open. The musky aroma of a wild animal struck me full in the face when the door swung open and I caught something rancid and off, mingled with the smell.

“Is that bear?” Dee asked, pinching her nose and glaring up at me as if I’d caused the scent that so offended her. “Smells like it’s sick or something else is rotting.”

“What?” Shandra asked, glancing between us.

“Do you smell that?” I asked the doctor, but she shook her head.

“I don’t smell a bear, or anything like that. Just dust and my own sweat,” she said with a frown as she scented one armpit with a frown. “Gross.”

“Best to get this over with. I’ll hunt down the bear and put it out of its misery. You two find what you want in the labs. They’ll be underground.”

“Wait, Dee, don’t just take off—”

The silver-haired woman darted off with a fixed expression on her face. I didn’t want to shout after her and was forced to growl a quiet curse as I heard her light feet running down the hall and fading quickly.

“She’s not used to taking orders,” Shandra said with a commiserating frown.

“This is the wrong time and place to start flexing your independence,” I growled. “Forget her for now. She can handle herself. Let’s find a map of the facility.”

We found one on the wall behind the reception desk. Three levels of it at least were outlined in simple drawings with the major sections blocked off. Accounting was upstairs, along with human resources and legal, while the bulk of the scientists, engineers, and researchers were spread throughout the first floor. The basement level had two long laboratories and a half-dozen exam rooms. There was even a small apartment in the basement; either for subjects or the scientists, I couldn’t be sure.

“I need to get down here,” Shandra said, pointing at the labs. “All I need is one of the Agilent chromatography machines to work, and I’ll be able to check what I need to in a couple hours. Do you think we can get power going in here?”

“They might have generators somewhere,” I said, scanning the map and pointed to an electrical closet near a utility cabinet on the first floor. “Let’s see what’s here.”

Shandra nodded, her eyes scanning every doorway as if she expected mutants to spring out of one any second. Past the receptionist desk, I found a suite of small offices and cubicles and a few locked doors that held larger offices when I peered into the windows. All seemed quiet and still, but that musky scent filled the place and I saw evidence of some great beast’s passage down the halls, dark hair and dirt smeared halfway up on either side.

The small cubicle-filled space looked like a tornado had destroyed it, the short walls tossed everywhere, and desks broken with cables and computers strewn throughout. The destruction continued through most of the first floor, but I found that the utility closets with their heavy steel doors were unaffected.

The first one held servers in tall stacks with hundreds of cables reaching out of them and up into the rafters or down into the floorboards. The next place I checked had a massive array of fuses in two large banks, and tucked into the corner was what I’d been hoping to find. Popping the metal cap, I gave a sniff and grinned when I smelled the heady aroma of diesel fuel.

It took a couple minutes to figure out how to turn on the diesel generator, and it gave a horrible whine as it started up, but the exhaust kicked out a tube that sent it up and out of the building to my relief. A few seconds after the powerful generator began humming, the overhead lights flickered and then burst alight.

Shandra’s relief filled her scent as I blinked away the afterimages of the overhead lights and let my pupils adjust to the increased brightness.

“Now let’s find the lab—”

“RRROOOAAARRR!!!”

The walls shook with a sound so awful it woke a primal fear in me. Dr. Gupta cried out, her whole body locking up as fear froze her in place. I felt the same fear sinking into my bones, an emotion I was growing past, suddenly so strong I could taste copper at the back of my throat and my bowels loosened.

“RRROOOAAAAAARRRRRRR!!!”

“Ahhh!”

The second roar of that dreadful beast drew a whimper from Shandra, who sank down where she stood, and my own feet felt heavy as lead. But Dee’s terrified shriek a second later flipped off my terror, and my body moved, desperate to save my pack-mate.

With one powerful hand, I snatched up Shandra by the scruff of her neck, dragging her behind me by a fistful of coat while she screamed in terror and clawed at my hand, desperate to be anywhere but nearer whatever had made that sound.

I let out a sharp growl, and the woman’s fear lessened somewhat, her eyes regaining their focus, but I directed my attention up the hallway of buttery yellow light where a wide staircase led up. The sounds of some monstrous animal crashing through walls and furniture as it tore after Dee was plain, but of the silver-haired woman I couldn’t hear anything over the tumult.

“This way!”

I shouted at the top of my lungs, and would have cursed myself for a fool because my plan was nonexistent, but black-leather-clad feet darted down the steps a second later.

Donatella was in a full-on sprint as she took the stairs four at a time, her slender legs stretching out. The fear clawed at my throat when I saw how wide and white her eyes were. The female Alpha spotted Shandra and me at the end of the hall and with a look of blind terror turned to the right, darting into the shadows and out of the barreling path of the beast on her heels.

I don’t know what I was expecting, but the horrific creature careening down the staircase a half-second behind Dee wasn’t it.

“AHHHHHHH!!!!”
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D
 r. Gupta’s scream nearly deafened one of my ears, especially when the beast within me surged up, its terror matching my own as my senses ratcheted up. I didn’t have time to wince as I spun on one heel and fled, turning down the first set of stairs I saw, wincing inside when I felt Shandra slam against the wall, but unable to shield her anymore in my haste.

A creature dreamt up by a madman raced behind me, careening off walls with a sickeningly wet sound as it roared and snapped its slathering chompers. Even though I ran down steel stairs into blackness, I could still see that wide head, sunken down between malformed but powerfully muscled shoulders. Eyes as big as basketballs sat one atop another, above a mouth as wide as my arm span, filled with what looked like thousands of oddly angled and sized teeth in multiple rows.

I’d barely registered the shaggy body or the clawed hands and feet, but I could feel them nipping at my heels as I smashed into the wall at the bottom. Naked terror fueled my motions as I ripped a thick steel door open and threw Shandra inside. The stench of wet dog, musk, and rancid meat was so thick I could taste it as I threw the steel door closed behind me and felt a colossal weight smash against the other side.

“NNGGHGHGNNGKGKGKG!”

“Fuck!” I heard myself scream

Terror clouded my thoughts and made my limbs heavier than normal, but also fueled me as I pushed my back against the door, legs nearly buckling as the monstrous creature slammed against it again. Its screams and the overpowering musk of its body wouldn’t let me think straight, triggering more fear every time I tried to master the emotions.

I couldn’t say how much time passed, but the staccato fire of a shotgun steadily firing drew the beast’s attention, and it charged back upstairs with another roar of rage. Legs rubbery and weak, I sank to the ground, my ass hitting the cold concrete as a wave of shame and embarrassment swept in, following the fear taste leaving the back of my throat.

“CT, we need to barricade the door, come on!”

Shandra’s words roused me from my exhaustion, and with an act of will, I stood and dragged the whimpering beast back into alignment with my being. Hands shaking with exhaustion, the doctor and I shoved several heavy filing cabinets against the broken door. Eventually, I felt certain it would take that horrific thing a while to tear its way through, if it even could.

We finally staggered back from the small room and found ourselves in a large lab with red flashing lights. I collapsed into the first chair I found and dug into my backpack, pulling out a bag of jerky, and began eating monotonously to fill the empty space in my gut, tasting nothing. When I pushed the backpack back in place, I noticed the shotgun hanging at my side, forgotten in my blind terror.

“I think we know what was birthed in that horror show you and Dee found,” Shandra said, stepping over to one of the computer terminals and tapping the keyboard until the screen flickered. “Outstanding, the system is up!”

She glanced over to me and I drew in a firm breath and gave her a nod that I was okay, even though the fear still rankled inside. As Shandra checked over the testing machines and systems, I went around the lab, trying to remember what I’d seen on the map above and double-checking that we were secure.

I’d just stepped out of one of the side doors when a roaring and crashing sound announced the monster had returned. By the time I raced back into the small room at the base of the steps, heart hammering and fear gripping my throat tight, it had given up after a few seconds of beating on the door. I could hear it lumbering back up the steps, great breath huffing out its horrific mouth.

“This shouldn’t take me more than a couple hours,” Shandra said, fear making her voice tight as she fiddled with the dials on a small machine and pulled out the Styrofoam container she’d stored the vials of Brianna’s blood in.

“I’ll check if there’s another way out of here,” I said, moving off.

My thoughts strayed to Dee, but I told myself I couldn’t worry about that now. The woman was the most capable person I’d ever met, and if anyone could survive up there, it would be her.

The downstairs didn’t have another exit that I could find, but I did find a weapons cabinet with two pump-action shotguns and shells. Breathing out a sigh of relief, I loaded both 16-gauge weapons and slung them over my shoulders. I didn’t think a shotgun was going to be enough to stop that monster, but having the added firepower made me feel a bit better about exploring the dark basement.

The second lab and all the offices were empty, with nothing of interest in either, but the last two rooms I checked both held treasures. The first wasn’t exactly a room, but more of a closet-sized wall safe. The massive steel door had a spinning tumbler and finger ID, in order to unlock its great tumblers, but with the power off, the lock must not have been engaged, because I was able to slip a crowbar into the gap and work it outward.

Steel screeched something awful before it finally popped open. But when it did, I found three racks of vials neatly labeled and filled with different-colored liquids.

The top shelf’s rack was empty save for one vial of green liquid labeled: Enkyos Prime. The second shelf had a dozen small vials that were fully sealed, the glass neatly pinched together at the top. Each was half full of a muddy brown liquid and wrapped with a small label that read: Balpha Reversion Viral Agent. The third rack had the most vials, all filled with a milky white liquid and labeled simply: Viral Base.

I wasn’t sure what any of it was, but the second shelf gave me pause and I grabbed one of each and hurriedly finished my search of the basement. When I got back to Shandra, she’d managed to switch the overhead lights from flashing red to a steady glow that cast the room in an eerie light.

“Look at what I found,” I said, holding out the vials for her to scan.

Dr. Gupta looked in her element with her glasses pulled down to the tip of her nose, a wheeled stool beneath her as she hunched over a microscope with a machine spinning beside her. She peered up, and I caught her scent, still strong in fear but alive with a curiosity that was stronger than any I’d scented.

“Fascinating, set them on the table here, and I’ll see if I can find any notes on them on the servers.”

“Do you need help with anything?” I asked, feeling useless.

“Not really,” Shandra said, peering back through her microscope. “It’s really just waiting for the tests to finish running—”

Another terrible roar from above alerted me that the monster still was on the prowl, and I cursed myself silently when a shiver of fear ran through me.

“That’s unsettling, isn’t it?” Dr. Gupta asked after her trembling ceased. “Do you think Donatella survived?”

“She must have,” I said, biting off the rest of what I was going to say when my voice warbled with emotion.

Dr. Gupta patted my arm, and from her concerned scent and expression, she knew what I was feeling.

“I’m going to explore this floor some more,” I said, needing to be moving and busy. “Call if you need anything.”

“I will, and you be careful. If anything happens to you, Ava and Madge will never forgive me.”

I’d already given the basement a quick once-over, but searching it in greater detail allowed me to focus on the terror and fear the monster awoke in me. The instinctual response was so powerful it had overridden all my other instincts and desires earlier. I felt the beast within me shying away whenever I thought of that scent.

The fear was understandable, I told myself, for who wouldn’t be terrified if they saw a mutated monster with a mouth as wide as a man’s shoulders and claws for fingers?

Fear was necessary to all living beings, but what I’d experienced didn’t feel natural. As I puzzled over the feelings and how they’d affected me, I poked in cabinets and pulled out drawers, nosing my way through every room.

One room, that I’d mistaken for a utility closet because it was filled with tall, locked cabinets, turned out to house a large video library. One of the cabinets held an old television and a VCR, while the other cabinets held stacks of VHS tapes clearly labeled.

Most of the tapes were in chronological order, with a tape for every day stretching back years and years. Some of the dates extended back into the 60s and 70s, before VHS was even invented, and I figured they must have transferred film over to the VHS at some point.

There was a small stack of tapes in one cabinet that weren’t in chronological order. The top tape was labeled: “First Contact.” The second said: “First Breeding.” And the third tape read: “Testimonial.”
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C
 hecking that the VCR and TV were working, I popped the first VHS in and winced when static erupted out of the speakers. A few seconds later, a grainy black-and-white film began rolling, showing a short woman in a white lab coat, seated across from a large fellow with wide shoulders and a heavy brooding brow.

Historical Record Of Test Subject #2: Initial Agreement With Alpha Candidate

An electronic hiss and pop emitted from the speakers, and a second later sound emerged from the woman as she spoke with the man, motioning to a folder of papers before him.

“Let me explain,” the woman said quickly. “From historical evidence in human blood, it appears that a few special individuals spread these powerful traits widely, and from those lines they’ve matriculated down into the wider population. Take, for instance, the desire to triumph over tremendous adversity… In nature, most animals would roll over and die, but because Genghis Khan spread that trait so widely, we’ve benefited from it for hundreds of years. Unfortunately, the results of our study won’t be publishable for a generation or more, but the doctor and I believe we can see the truth of it here, in you, sir.”

“In me?” asked the man.

“Oh yes, Dean.” Her cheeks flushed a pretty shade of pink as she went on. Drawing out a long sheet and reading down it, she said, “I established the testing criteria based on the doctor’s assessment of beneficial traits. We’ve run nearly three thousand tests on different men, and none have come back with more than a thirty percent match. But you, Mr. Williams… you check every single trait we’ve been searching for. It’s almost a miracle.”

“What does that mean exactly?”

“The catalyst Dr. Wagner’s designed will only activate if it reaches a certain threshold of synchronicity with its host.” Seeing the confusion on his face, she went on quickly. “It’s more effective the higher your percentage match is.”

The video dissolved into static once again, and I rewound the tape and played it again. Seeing Dee’s grandfather made me wish the young woman was down here with me. I could see the similarities between the two, from the sharp-eyed stare to their habit of pinching their eyes together when they frowned.

More interesting than seeing Dean Williams was hearing about the Catalyst. Dee hadn’t mentioned anything about percentage matches. Popping out the tape, I slipped in the second one and hit play.





CATALYST METABOLIZED @ 92%, BASER INSTINCTS STILL RULE MUCH OF THE SUBJECT’S PSYCHE.

100% METABOLIZATION MAY CONTROL/DIMINISH THE “BREEDING DRIVE,” A POSITIVE OUTCOME BUT PROJECT ENKYOS IS UNLIKELY TO ACQUIRE A SUBJECT WITH THAT LEVEL OF SELF CONTROL.

SUBJECT IS NONVIOLENT, UNLIKE SUBJECT #1: BALPHA







The thick stenciled lettering scrolled up from the bottom of the screen, and I was still sorting through the new information when another grainy black image appeared. There was no sound this time, and the perspective was from the upper corner of a room.

The first clip showed Dean Williams again, this time dressed in a robe that looked to be lined with something heavy. The man had changed since the last video, but I couldn’t tell how much time had passed. His muscles were more defined and his hair thicker and more lustrous, if not longer. I couldn’t make out any details with the old, grainy footage, but it wasn’t the man that held my interest but the cute nurse trembling before him.

Dean said something to the woman, and she fell to her knees, eyes gazing up at the tall man with something like worship in her eyes. I knew that expression and expected what came next as Dean whipped the heavy robe off and flung it aside. He spoke again, or perhaps growled, I couldn’t be sure without sound, and the woman dove forward, her head disappearing into the man’s crotch.

Before I could hit fast forward, the scene skipped to show another room where a group of beautiful women lounged. I was wondering what I was looking at until a piece of string hanging from one of the ceiling vents began wafting, as if the vents had been opened, and the women reacted immediately.

It was like a wave passed through them, affecting some more than others. The women fluttered their blouses and blinked rapidly. Two even stood and walked closer to the vent, heads tilted back as if they were scenting the air. One of the women pressed a hand between her legs before glancing around shyly and noticing others doing the same.

“The pheromone effects are unexpected”—a male voice, thick with a German accent, began speaking over the recording—“but evidence of the awakening of the hidden traits I theorized. By harnessing dormant alpha traits, we seem to have tapped into a new paradigm. Or perhaps merely an ancient one that mankind lost along the way.”

The image switched once again to a scene of carnal bliss as Dean Williams bent a gorgeous black-skinned woman over. Another beautiful woman lay with a blissful expression on her face. Once more the narration sounded over the video, as the image shifted to show another wild orgy scene, the footage too grainy to make out much detail.

“The potential of such a being… one who almost fully metabolizing Enkyos Serum, is nearly limitless. But I fear their baser instincts will constrain them even more than they do mankind. Fear, lust, these emotions can rule them. My suspicion of a base intellect, a primordial mind subsumed by higher thought may prove true, and if it does, integration with the psyche will be paramount but nearly impossible, I fear. Subject number one was clear enough evidence of that.”

The video clicked off after the voice stopped speaking, and I rewound it again, memorizing every word the man said. Hearing that I might not have full control of my faculties awoke a deep anxiety in me and also confirmed my worst suspicions. So far, I’d managed not to give in to the desires. I’d kept my honor back in Olympus when opportunity and beauty surrounded me, but how long would my control last?

The thoughts disturbed me more than I wanted to admit to myself, and I set them aside for now and pulled out the third tape. I almost didn’t want to hit play, fearing what else I might learn.

The video clicked on and showed a slender man with a haunted expression and dark rings around his eyes. Even with the old black and white film, it was clear he’d just gone through something rough and was still shaken. The female voice from the first video spoke from somewhere behind the camera.

“Please describe your experience once the Catalyst took hold and be as descriptive as possible please.”

“It’s like I told the other doctor,” the man said in a rough voice. “Soon as you put that shit in my arm, the lights and sounds pressed in on me and… I felt things.”

“What things precisely subject number one?”

The man’s eyes grew hunted, and he shifted in his seat, clasping his hand before him and pausing before he went on. “I wanted… women. It’s all I could think about. It’s shameful to admit, but I suppose that drug was the cause. But if you hadn’t put me in that cage, I’d have done something terrible.”

“Once the mutations took hold, you mean?”

“Yes…” The man looked away, his eyes haunted as they gazed into the distance. “I could smell you… your nurses… the need in your bodies to be dominated by a man of power. I needed to be that man, to… to fill you.” He shook his head and fell silent.

“I know it’s difficult to speak about,” the doctor said, reaching out to rest a hand on the man’s clasped hands. Before she could, he snatched his hands away as if her touch might scald him. “But we need to know everything you experienced to know what traits were triggered and if it’s an issue of metabolization, or something more endemic to our study.” The man frowned at her, and she went on in a softer tone, “Dr. Wagner and I want to make sure what happened to you, never happens to a test subject again. Please tell me everything you can about that week. You never experienced hunger or thirst, correct? Only the overwhelming senses and lust?”

“Yes,” the man said, and after a deep breath he went on. “I never was hungry. Not until you gave me the serum. Then I was ravenous and… disgusted with myself… The things I wanted to do… I would have killed any man that stood between me and your nurses, or even yourself.” His haggard expression turned on the doctor. “I would have raped every woman here. To death perhaps. Then headed down to town and continued on.”

“Fascinating,” the woman said, her hand jotting down notes quickly. “How do you feel now? Since receiving the antidote?”

“Tired… sad.” The video ended in static.
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S
 CENE THREE




The scene opened up on a broad park, the landscape dotted in oak trees and crisscrossed with concrete paths. On the far end of the field was a ball diamond, and near at hand a group of picnic tables covered in red and white tablecloths.

Bowls of food covered one table, and another held metal tubs filled with ice and drinks while a couple dozen people milled around talking and laughing easily with one another. Dean, his back bowed by age and stress, stood before a grill flipping burger patties and hot dogs while a gorgeous brunette stood at his side chatting.

The family picnic was odd only because of the disproportionally large number of beautiful women and young girls running around. Everywhere one looked, there seemed to be another bright-eyed face gazing upward at the adults. A pair of silver-haired girls, just entering their teenage years, stood off to one side, staring fixedly at a group of young men and especially at the tall redheaded young man who was holding court.

“Master won’t let his daughters marry just any man. Emma and that annoying Donatella told me. Emma even promised she would marry me when she’s old enough,” Matthew said to the eagerly grinning boys around him.

“But what about the rules?” Shen said, the dark-eyed boy cast a surreptitious glance at the tallest blonde teen, watching with keen interest as the young teen giggled with one of her friends. “Master Williams wants us to form covens from our own nations.”

“You see they have a new crew coming on board?” Sasha grumbled in his thick Russian accent. “Wonder if they going to have more than simple ‘hello’ with angel-girls.”

Three young women walked past the boys, headed toward the grill to grab food. The three were clearly sisters, tall, slender, and shockingly well-endowed for their ages. The boys stared after the three with hungry looks, and Matthew took note.

“The new boys are weak, but we’ll help Master Williams train them up right. We’ll be everything he needs us to be, and I promise, we will all marry his daughters and carry on the tradition.”

“A pact then?” asked a sharp-eyed ebony-skinned boy as short as Shen. “We swear to be brothers in all things.”

“Brothers.” Matthew grinned, putting his hand in the center.

“Brothers,” Fredrick said in his German accent, grinning as he laid his hand atop the others.

The rest put their hands in. Sasha with his pale blond hair and hungry stare, Shen with his fierce pride, Morty with a crooked sneer as he sized himself up against the rest, and finally the ebony-skinned boy and a slender dark-eyed boy with dark tan skin.

“We will rule the world one day,” the dark tan-skinned boy said with a fierce grin. “The Magnificent Seven.”

“Shut up, Adesh,” Matthew hissed as an older blonde drew near.

“The food’s ready boys, if you want to come eat,” the blonde said in a musical voice. The woman had a profound effect on the group, earning blushes and shuffling steps all around as they failed to meet her gloriously blue eyes. “Well… don’t take too long gossiping over here. Dean wanted to show you off to some visiting dignitaries.”

“We’ll be right there, Diana,” Matthew said, his voice oozing obsequiousness.

The woman’s eyes flicked across the group, and she turned with an amused smile working onto her lips.

“Don’t take too long, boys.”

The group couldn’t take their eyes off the woman’s perfect backside as it swayed back to the picnic tables, but none stared as intensely as Shen. The short boy was still staring when the others began whispering quickly to one another. He licked his lips as an idea formed in his head.

“I want her,” the boy said, poking at Matthew but still staring after the tall blonde. “She will rule my pride.”

“That’s Master William’s wife!” the redhead said, cuffing the shorter boy on the back of the head.

“To break another Alpha’s covenant…” the Black boy said with a frown.

“Adonis is right,” Matthew said. “Get your head out of your ass, Shen, and focus. We need to make sure these dignitaries see us as their greatest hope for peace and alliance with the USA. Focus up, this is important.”

The scene faded as Matthew began speaking in earnest, the others listening with growing interest as he laid out his plans.



I wanted to see more of what happened to the man but couldn’t find any more tapes in the lockers with him on them. My mind went right to the mutants filling the world, and I remembered the torn-up bodies I’d seen. I realized that they all might have been saved after the bombs dropped and the Enkyos gas changed them. What could be done for them now?


Can’t lose hope,
 I thought to myself, not in the same second I find out there might be a cure. This has to mean something. I have to make
 it mean something.


Shandra was bent over a lab table, scanning the display of a machine when I walked into the lab. She had multiple systems running now and a pile of printed-out papers beside her in a stack.

“Find anything interesting?” I asked.

Shandra rose and rubbed the bridge of her nose before settling her glasses back into place.

“Not really. Or rather, I can’t learn enough without Brianna here to perform some tests. I’d love to get her brain scanned, but the toxicology reports and tests I’ve run show pretty much what I suspected. I can’t be sure what the drug is they’re giving the women, but Brianna shows withdrawal symptoms, as well as spikes in emotion-regulating chemicals. It’s a mess. What took you so long?”

“You have to come see this,” I said, leading her to the small video room.

When I started the first video, Shandra had a look of confusion on her face that faded into mild curiosity.

“We suspected much of this, but what a discovery, to be able to hear it from the source of this research. Play the next one, quick.”

I played the second video, and Shandra watched with rapt attention. She made me rewind at the part where the woman dropped to her knees, and again when the pheromones struck the women. She watched the video a second time in silence, and I could see the gears of her mind working.

“The third video is even more disturbing.”

I put it in, and she watched without rewinding as the first subject recounted his experience. When the doctor mentioned the antidote, she turned and met my eyes with a wide stare.

“This changes everything, CT,” Shandra said when it ended. “You realize what this means?”

“I do,” I said. “How long would it take for you to test those vials I found? We need to know for certain they’ll be efficacious.”

“Give me six hours.” Dr. Gupta popped to her feet, her scent having lost most of its fear from earlier and now filled with hope and excitement.

We were two steps down the short hallway, heading back to the lab, when a dreadful roar sounded from above, followed by the pounding of heavy footsteps and a high-pitched scream of fear that cut off abruptly.

Fear and adrenaline coursed through my body, but I forced my feet forward, dragging Shandra with me. I shoved the woman toward her workstation when we got into the lab, barely able to register the mixture of determination and fear wrapped into one that filled her as I stalked toward the small room and staircase.

The beast within me whimpered and pulled on my thoughts, willing me to turn around, but Dee’s scream made that impossible. With limbs enervated by adrenaline, I pulled the filing cabinets away, unworried about noise with the crashing and roaring still going on above.

That first step took every ounce of willpower I had, and I was only able to do so by ignoring the fear. I blocked it out of my thoughts the best I could and tried to forget my clammy palms and the rattle of my teeth.

The staircase was still humid and reeked of the monster. I couldn’t escape the smell, and halfway up, a hacking cough rose up in me, my throat convulsing as I retched. The coughs grew harsher until I was dry heaving.

The beast within me was attacking my body in its fear of the monster stalking above, and for one dreadful second, I almost let it. Nothing seemed easier than giving in to the fear and giving up, but the image of a beautiful, silver-haired face flashed in my mind, and with it came a wave of rage.

Rage at the loss of control. Rage at what had been done to me, to my stepmom and Madge and all the others. Mostly rage that this mutated horror would seek to control me and mine.

“DDDAAANNNMMM YYYOOOUUU!!!!!!!!”

I didn’t even recognize the roar as my own voice, but the angry sounds from above grew silent for a second. The heavy steps stilled. Then an answering roar greeted mine and energy rushed into my legs.

The beast within was gone, as if it had never been, but I thought with the same clarity as if I’d just spent hours frolicking with my pride. My legs propelled me with frightening speed as I reached the top of the stairs and raced down the first floor's long hall to one of the back offices. The building shook and walls rattled as the monster barreled down the stairs to find me, but I slipped into a small closet just behind a vent, guessing the multiple air currents would disrupt the thing's sense of smell.

It must have worked because I heard the thing crash past my closet, the walls swaying, and tear into the room behind mine. I popped out of the closet, my feet carrying me into another office as my hand threw a heavy stapler up to the front doors. I was in the office before the stapler crashed into the glass doors and to the floor.

The noise alerted the monster, and it was back down the hall, roaring in frustration when it didn’t find anything. I was off again before it could finish its roar, skipping into another office after dropping a pool of spit on the floor of the room I was in.

Again the monster chased back after me, tearing through the office and floor with awkward claws, its great maw chomping at empty air.

The air reeked of the thing, but underlying the reek was a scent I’d hoped to smell. Grinning in triumph, I raced off again, leading the monster on a merry chase all through the first floor. What parts of the offices and cubicles that hadn’t been destroyed before were completely trashed after twenty minutes of this, and I could hear the monster huffing and puffing from exertion.

When the thing finally lumbered away upstairs, the building rattling with its heavy steps, I breathed a sigh of relief but didn’t let my guard down. Waiting long minutes until the sounds of its passage faded, I slipped up the wide staircase and onto the third floor, wishing I could be anywhere else.

Moving with deliberate slowness, I crept my way through the large conference rooms and offices, searching for Dee. I caught whiffs of the female Alpha’s complex scent everywhere, but as I grew closer and closer to the monster’s lair, my anxiety ramped up when I didn’t find her.

Nearly three hours had passed by the time I hunkered down outside of the torn hole that led through a wall into the refuse-filled den of the monster. I could see it shifting around in the pitch-black hole, my eyes gathering every last scrap of light and ears attuned to any sound.

It wasn’t my sense of smell, sight, or sound that alerted me to Dee’s location, but touch.

My fingers rested against one of the solid steel support beams that held up the floor and roof. Through the beam, I felt the briefest tremor. At first, I brushed it off as imagination, but then it started up again.

Glancing up, I followed the beam to where it connected to another heavy beam that ran straight through the ceiling above the monster’s den.

My brilliant plan to tire out the monster had sent it right back to where Dee had hidden. I could see the cracked section of ceiling tile where she’d jumped up, and the slight depression her weight made on the ceiling.

I couldn’t hear the young woman’s breathing, nor catch a whiff of her scent over the reek of the den, but I could feel her hands, feet, and knees slowly, ever so slowly making their way back out of that dark space.
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H
 unkering down in the shadows, I heard the monster huff and grunt in anger, getting my first clear breath of its scent. The reek of old sweat and decaying meat had masked the creature’s primal aroma, and a fresh wave of fear rose up, but I ignored it as I had before. Instead, I focused on what it was that so triggered my terror.

There was a tight knot of feelings and sensations underlying the rancid aroma that triggered our fears. As I sat in the dark, surrounded by collapsing, decades-old infrastructure, I found layers and layers of pain and trauma. So much torment turned inward, it was a miracle the creature could find the strength to stand and move.

That pain had turned into a warding of sorts, I decided after a time. Pain so acute it triggered such primal fear and revulsion in those who encountered it.

A light scrape of a boot on steel sounded from above, and three things happened at once.

The monster woke, rising with a roar and smashing its fat, flat head up against the ceiling. At the same moment the monster rose, the ceiling tile buckled and gave out, dropping Donatella onto the ground, curled up in the fetal position.

The last thing that happened was that I hurled myself out of the shadows, the world slowing down as the battle juices rushed through me. The monster spotted Dee, and its giant eyes widened in pleasure as it went to drop down on her, massive maw chomping at empty air like a pair of “chattering teeth.”

Dee cowered into an even tighter ball, her scent one of absolute terror as a scream rose from her lips. The monster’s slavering jaws were a mere foot from tearing into her torso when I whipped the curved blade from her back, and stabbed up into that horrific maw with all of my might, feeling the blade punch through thick bone and plunge into the thing’s brain.

Hot, wet air blasted me in the face, but it was nothing to the rancid, black blood and viscous fluids that rushed down to coat my arms and head. Retching and heaving up the last of what was in my stomach, I shrugged off the heavy mass and stumbled back.

“Courtney… how did you… where did you… oh, God!”

The young woman’s strong arms grabbed me right before I was about to stumble into a desk, clutching me close as she gazed at the dead monster and back at me.

“How did you get past the fear? I couldn’t think… could barely move.”

“Don’t let emotions rule you,” I said as I pulled her away from that place, the two of us stumbling back toward the stairs and down to the first floor.

“Is Dr. Gupta…”

“She’s alive and well,” I said, feeling at my shoulder where one of the monster's canines had punched a hole in the flesh.

“We need to clean these wounds out fast,” Dee said with a frown of concern.

“We need to get back to Ava and Madge,” I said, feeling a sharp ache of loss when I thought of the women. “Shandra! We’re coming down!”

“Oh, thank God you’re both still alive!” the woman shouted back, her voice thick with relief. “I’m almost done, and you were right, CT!” The woman was bouncing on her toes when we staggered in and her expression of excitement faded as she hurried over to a first aid cabinet.

I fell into a chair and let the woman see to my wounds. They were far more extensive than I’d first assumed. The monster’s upper jaw had slammed into my shoulder and back when I stabbed it, and I’d barely registered the impact at the time. Dr. Gupta wiped stinging antiseptic across a dozen cuts while she explained what we’d found to Dee.

“I need to see these tapes,” Dee said, her expression fixed as she marched out of the lab.

“I tested the antidote against your blood,” Shandra whispered, worry creeping up in her scent. “CT, I’m sorry but unlike with the other Alpha samples I tested, there was no change to yours.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“The antidote works to revert Alphas. But I think there is a threshold of metabolization that reduces its efficacy to nil. We can cure the Balphas, assuming they aren’t too damaged to survive. And we might also be able to revert many of the Alphas. The process looks… painful, but it might be possible.”

“Excellent work Shandra,” I said, offering the woman a smile with all of my pride for her in it. She beamed back, cheeks blushing faintly at the praise.

“Well, it’s just some tests so far. The real test will be if we can find another Alpha to test it on. One without near-total assimilation of the Catalyst. C, they have a system here that tests for Alpha compatibility—”

“Grandfather never told me about a cure for Balphas!” Dee said, her voice heated with emotion, eyes still a little wild from her earlier experience, and I could scent that she was unsettled and fragile.

“I don’t think he knew,” I said. “They told him he was their first subject, but obviously they lied. We could stay here another day or two and make sure we learn everything we can, but I won’t leave Ava, Madge, and Brianna alone any longer than necessary. Shandra, take what data you can from the servers, and let’s get the fuck out of here. I don’t want to be in this place a minute longer than we have to.”

“I’ve already taken everything I could,” the doctor said, holding up a portable hard drive.

“Good, then let’s go,” I said, stuffing the shotguns I’d found and ammunition into my backpack as Shandra packed the vials away in foam to keep them safe in her pack. Neither woman argued, and we hurried back up the steel stairs and out of that awful building.

Dee and I drew in deep lungfuls of fresh air when we stepped outside, and even Shandra gasped in relief. Now that I knew what to look for, I could see signs the monster had ventured out of the building, either for food or to explore. I noticed heavy four-toed footprints on the overgrown lawn and claw marks high up trees, like it was a bear marking its territory.

“Shandra thinks it came from that facility we found in Idaho,” I said, without having to explain what “it” was.

“Hmm,” Dee said with a frown and a nod of agreement. “We will find out who did that to the mother and child. They will know the edge of my blade—” The silver-haired Alpha glanced up to where the hilt of her sword normally hung and frowned. “First, I need a new sword.”

We didn’t speak much on the march back to the airport. It took longer than I would have liked because we had to keep to a pace that Shandra could match. I was relentless as I pressed Shandra onward, not that the woman complained, but I could sense how exhausted she was.

Dee stayed quiet the entire walk back, and I knew she was struggling to come to terms with how she’d reacted. My own shameful reaction when I’d first encountered that thing was still with me, but I took a lot of comfort knowing I’d overcome it and Dee didn’t have that peace.

I could no longer sense the beast within me. The competing desire and will was simply gone, as if it had never been, and I found I missed it. The reassurance I’d felt that something greater than myself was helping and guiding my path was gone. The strength and primal motivations were still there, the beast and I were just in alignment, our wills synced, or so I guessed.

If Donatella hadn’t been in the midst of her own personal crisis, I would have discussed it with her. Instead, I spent the fourteen hours of hard hiking parsing through all that had happened in the compound. The trip had been a risk, but one I’d felt was necessary so I could understand more about what they were trying to do when they’d created the first Alphas.

In that sense, it had been a failure. We didn’t know any more about their purpose, other than the pablum of “build a better world,” that had been scrawled at the head of a few documents in bracketed quotes as if it was their mission statement.

I glanced at Shandra’s backpack where the vials resided, each carefully sitting in a cocoon of Bubble Wrap and taped within a Styrofoam container. My brain sparkled with possibilities when I thought about what lay within there. What had started out as a rescue mission, hoping to break Alpha Command’s back, was now the most vital mission in the world, for we carried a cure to the poison that had mutated so many and turned so many men into unfeeling monsters who leapt from one pleasure to the next.

“We need to get in contact with your friends as soon as we get back to the plane,” I said to Dee when we entered the valley.

I knew we were within a couple miles of the airport. I needed something to take my thoughts off whether Ava and Madge were safe. Suddenly my decision to go to the compound felt utterly stupid as I really considered what could have happened to us, or what I might have been lost on the side quest.
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T
 o my annoyance, Dee ignored my statement that we had to get ahold of her friends. The young woman didn’t look up, merely grunted an affirmative, her feet plodding on beneath her without pause. I glanced over at Dr. Gupta, and she met my frown of worry with one of her own.

“Now that we have hope—” I began, but Dee cut me off with a harsh laugh, more a bark than an actual laugh.

“Ha! Cure, right. Cure for whom? You saw what’s become of the world… Can you imagine waking someone from that nightmare, to see what they’ve become? Is there even anyone left to save?”

“There is a chance,” I said. “Perhaps it’s too small to make a difference in our fight against Matthew and his Cabal, but it’s something. We need to know if anyone in your friend’s network has lab experience. Shandra will be able to tell them what’s necessary. We need to get more of antidote manufactured if we can, and as fast as possible.”

My mention of Matthew's name was a mistake, because the hint of fire that I’d awoken in Dee was snuffed out and her eyes fell back to her feet. Though Shandra and I planned aloud what might be possible, the gorgeous young woman didn’t rouse from her morose silence. I wanted to stop and help Dee work through her issues, but my feet wouldn’t stop until I knew Ava and Madge were safe and she seemed to want to be left in silence.

When I saw the air traffic control tower reach up above the treetops ahead, a rush of adrenaline swept through me and I was fairly vibrating with the desire to sprint ahead. I couldn’t leave either woman alone. We finally stepped out of the tree line on the opposite side of the tarmac as the hangar, and I felt my anxiety spike when I saw a small group of mutants outside the hangar door.

Fearing the worst, I raced ahead, feeling Dr. Gupta and Dee take off after me, but I quickly left them in the dust as my longer and enervated legs propelled me forward. When I saw the heavy steel doors to the hangar were still intact and the mutants dumbly milling about outside, I breathed a great sigh of relief and slowed to a jog, letting the women catch up.

Dee was at my side two seconds later, dark circles ringing her eyes but as alert and ready as ever. The mutants spotted us when we were a few hundred yards away and with screams and roars started charging.

“Fucking hell,” I swore. Slinging the shotgun from my shoulder, I started dropping them one by one. Dee’s twin blasts accompanied my shots as she moved away from me, both of us circling our enemies.

Before when I’d killed these things, it hadn’t felt like I was killing people, more like rabid animals. But now that I knew there was a cure for them, my heart ached with every corpse that dropped. Even though they were disfigured and caked in refuse and none would surely survive being changed back into men, a small part of me felt it was unnecessary slaughter.

Careful not to cross lines of fire, Dee and I circled the pack and dropped them all, leaving two curving trails of corpses that led back to the hangar. When the last body fell, I raced over to the doors and pried them open, relief making my eyes well up when I saw the plane sitting in the dark, safe and sound.

When the ladder fell down, Ava threw herself out of the plane and into my arms, Madge running down behind her to throw herself into me. The second I held both, I sagged in relief, nearly falling down as my knees buckled. Exhaustion swept in, and I had an odd moment where the world split into two, then the beast within was back and purring in contentment to have my pride around me once more.

“We were so worried about you three,” Ava said, pulling back, her expression falling when she felt the bandages beneath my shirt. “What happened to you? Did you guys encounter trouble?”

“Let’s head inside,” I said, “and we’ll tell you all about it. What have you two been up to while we were gone?”

The pair shared tight grins with one another, and I breathed in the aroma of sex as I stepped into the cabin, finding the mattress pressed between seats covered in pillows and strewn blankets with Brianna lying in the center, her dark hair in disarray and a thin sheet covering her nakedness. It was only then that I noticed Ava and Madelyn were wearing long tank tops that did little to hide their nakedness beneath.

“We wanted to make sure Brianna felt welcome,” Ava said, blushing an even darker shade of red when I raised an eyebrow at her. “Tell us everything that happened!”

“One second,” I said, motioning Dee up. Ava and Madge frowned at the younger woman’s morose expression, but kept their concerns to themselves as I sent her to the cockpit to contact her friends.

“Tell them I want to meet if they find someone who can do the work,” I said as Dee slipped off with a nod of affirmation.

It was only then that I let Ava pull off my shirt and check out my wounds as Shandra and I related what had happened to us. I relayed everything in dry terms, but Shandra had a flair for the dramatic, describing our flight down to the basement as if it were a horror movie, every dark shadow holding another horror.

When I told them about the monster, Ava and Brianna snickered at the description I gave, but their amusement faded when I told them about the fear and how it had frozen us in place. Madelyn seemed the most interested in the videos and wished she could have been there for it. I could tell she was thinking of her first husband, and I reached out and gripped her hand, earning a smile of gratitude as she snuggled in closer to my side.

“So, these vials you found…” Ava said, turning to Dr. Gupta. “They can really cure the Balphas, or mutants?”

“It looks that way,” Shandra said, nodding. “I don’t know how it would work, or if there are any we can still save… but CT’s right, we have to try if there’s a chance we can save even one.”

“How did you get free?” Brianna asked, her eyes wide as she clutched the sheet to her chin.

“CT killed it,” Shandra said, her eyes shining with pride as she gazed at me. Oddly, more than a little arousal filled her scent.

I couldn’t get away with that being the whole of it and described my final encounter with the monster as Ava finished replacing the bandages on the last of my wounds. The sting of alcohol felt almost refreshing after the discomfort of running with the bandages rubbing against the injuries. I was just finishing up telling them how the thing had died when Dee pushed open the cockpit door and poked her head in.

“I just spoke with Craig and he agreed to meet tomorrow at noon, just outside of Montreal. On the condition you and I go alone, unarmed.”

“That’s acceptable,” I said, patting Madge’s hand after the older woman hissed in anger at hearing we would be separated again so soon. “What else?” I asked, sensing there was more.

“He wants to send his daughter with us. A spy and…”

“And a tie to CT here when he bonds her,” Ava said, with a knowing look as she folded my shirt and set it aside.

“I believe so,” Dee said, and I couldn’t tell her feelings on the matter behind her expressionless mask.

“We need their help if we’re going to free your family, and again if we’re going to produce more of the antidote,” I said to the young Alpha, meeting those pale-yellow eyes. “If you have another idea, I’m all ears.”

“No,” she said with a firm shake of her head. “This is a good plan. All I care about is getting my mom and sisters free.”

“Then take us to Montreal.”

It wasn’t so simple, of course. We had to open the hangar and back the plane out, as well as properly chart a course that would keep us away from any Alpha strongholds. But two hours later I was pressed back in my seat, Ava resting on my lap with a block of cheese in one hand and the other resting in the hollow of her hip as the g-forces pressed us back and the plane lifted off.

I would have gone up to speak with Donatella, but I could tell I was the last person she wanted to speak with right then. But Shandra slipped out of her seat when we started to level off and went into the cockpit. As I munched on the cheese, my stomach rumbling for meat, I let the comforting warmth of Ava relax my aching muscles.

Ten minutes later, my stepmom bounced on my lap, her energetic cries of pleasure filling the cabin and joining with Madelyn and Brianna as they pressed against one another on the bed. The slender little brunette’s scent might have driven me wild, but I blocked it out, mastering myself as I had in the basement—with ironhard willpower.
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I
 don’t know what I was expecting of Craig, but a short, pudgy man with a ratty goatee that hung down to his soft breasts wasn’t it. The man stood beside a massive motorhome. The vehicle, all in sleek black and festooned with satellite dishes and antennas, stood on the far side of the landing field from where Dee had stopped the plane.

After making sure Ava and the rest would be safe within the sealed cabin and that no mutant swarms would come down on them while Dee and I left, unarmed, the two of us walked along the long tarmac toward where the short man stood. We hadn’t gone a hundred yards from the plane’s shadow when the silver-haired beauty turned to me with a questioning frown, her scent a swirl of attentiveness for the coming meeting and a burning frustration, with herself I thought.

“How were you able to get over the fear?”

Her question didn’t surprise me. I’d been expecting it from her at some point, just not the first second she had the chance without others to overhear the misery and shame in her voice and expression.

“You want to do this now?” I asked, eyeing the little man ahead and the surrounding buildings and woods with a sharp eye. “We should focus on any threats.”

“Craig isn’t a threat,” Dee said with a half-laugh. “Look at him, he’s about to piss himself. Trying to look brave for Donna.”

“Donna?”

“That’s his wife. She’ll probably stay in there. Terrified of shadows that one.” Dee lost her half-smile as she looked up at me and frowned again.

“I was thinking about this on the flight here,” I said after a deep sigh. “Trying to think about what I did, instead of relying on instinct again. It’s like… Have you ever struggled to hold two opposing ideas in your mind at the same time? Knowing both are true and in opposition at once?”

Her face screwed up in confusion and I nodded. “See, it’s hard to explain. Let me try another way. You were guiding me toward what you call ascendancy by focusing on my senses to the exclusion of all else. By harnessing all the primal instincts in us and channeling them to the fore… The thing is, I don’t think ascending is an end, or a destination. It’s the pathway there, but you can’t progress when you’re swimming in that sea of sensation and animalistic thought. You have to wall it all out, force yourself above… if that makes sense at all.”

“No,” Dee said, shaking her head. “It doesn’t at all. But I’ll think on what you say.”

The Alpha girl's scent was still troubled, but it was also thoughtful, and that was better than the crisis of faith from earlier.

Craig was a thoughtful man, and it showed in where he’d chosen to park his RV, directly upwind of where we’d be approaching from. I appreciated the thoughtful gesture as it gave me plenty of time to take in the man’s skittish scent.

I’d rarely had the opportunity since the Change took hold in me to analyze a common man through his pheromones, and the initial reading I got from Craig was “nerd.” The man solidified the image by adjusting the heavy-framed spectacles resting on his pug nose as he spoke into a phone.

“The Alpha shows the same masterful control as Dean and Tom. Extraordinary to find one such as he in the wilds…. Yes, I see Donatella, and no, she looks unharmed, from what I can see, but something is wrong from her posture.”

The man cut off long before we drew near, and I saw Dee’s lips turn down in a frown of annoyance at his words. She’d clearly been focusing on the sounds just as I had, but Craig slipped the phone into a pocket and painted a sickly smile onto his lips as we drew close.

“That is far enough, sir!” he shouted when we were more than fifty feet away, and I snarled in annoyance at the man’s persistent caution.

He flinched back when I continued marching forward but clutched at the phone in his breast pocket with both hands as if it might save him from me. I stopped a few feet away and pinned the man in place with a hard stare, enjoying how he squirmed as his scent grew thorny with anxiety.

“Donatella, it’s so good to see you again,” he said with a brief smile for Dee before shirting his wary gaze back to me. “Are you… well?”

“I’m fine, Craig. Let’s just get this over with.”

The man blinked rapidly and frowned at Dee but didn’t argue with her morose tone.

“It was me who wanted to meet with you,” I said, scanning my eyes over the RV and seeing movement in one of the tinted windows. “I was hoping you’d bring someone who could help us properly test and manufacture the antidote we found.”

“Donna and I have barely been able to establish lines of stable communication between those who survived the bombs and gas.” He adjusted his heavy spectacles and frowned up at me. “You’re asking for the impossible—”

The man cut off and flinched back at my growl of annoyance, but he wasn’t being entirely honest from his scent.

“Craig, CT’s discovery could have a massive impact—”

“And who will protect me in the lab?” asked a white-haired old woman as she stepped down from the RV. She had a frown on her face, but the woman’s pale blue eyes drifted to me and I saw wonder there as they traveled up and down my form. “We had to stay moving to keep away from packs of those Balphas. Can you guarantee I’ll be safe for all the time it will take to do this work?”

There was something odd about the woman’s scent, but I couldn’t place my finger on it.

“And who are you?” I asked.

“I am Dr. Jessica Redding perhaps the only living person who can accomplish what you’re asking for, and I won’t do a damn thing until you can guarantee our safety!”

“Jess,” Dee said, drawing the woman’s gaze. Those pale blue eyes met the younger woman, and I saw her flinch at the compassion she saw in her. “Where are the rest of your coven?”

“Dead,” Jess said, her voice dreadful and scent twisting into such aching pain I thought the woman might collapse, but she remained ramrod straight. “That selfish boy you and your sisters were always sniffing after, killed them for…” Her voice caught with emotion, but she went right on tears gathering and falling down her cheeks. “For daring to oppose his plans.”

“I’m sorry for your loss, Jess,” Dee said, “but we have a chance to save lives. To reverse what Matthew and the others did, at least in small part. We have to try.”

“I don’t care about saving lives,” the woman spit. “All I care about is vengeance!”

“Do you imagine yourself alone in your grief? That man took everything from me, and five days ago I was this close to putting my blade in his neck.” Dee held her fingers an inch apart. “Don’t talk to me
 about vengeance!”

Craig clutched his phone again, and Dr. Redding flinched back from the silver-haired woman’s anger.

“None of this is helpful,” I said, shooting a warning look at Dee, who smoothed out her expression and crossed her arms with a huff of anger. The anger was better than the sadness, and I didn’t want to stifle the fire woken in her, but I needed these people’s help. “Craig, you have people stationed at the Landing Stations, correct?”

“Yes, sir,” the man said with a quick nod. “They’re ready to blow the locations on my orders.”

“And how difficult would it be to find a lab with the equipment you need and have it secured so Dr. Redding could do her work?”

The white-haired woman opened her mouth to speak, but I silenced her with a look. Oddly, the woman’s scent mollified after that and even had a small streak of affection twisting through it.

“Well…” He glanced at the taller woman and back at the RV where a third woman, short and plump, stepped down, “Donna, what do you think?”

“The University of Maine down in Bangor. The group of Alphas operating out of DC, that Matthew controls have been making sweeps of New England, rounding up all the mutants they can find and herding them south.” The plump woman glanced from her husband to me, fingers fluttering on her breast and voice losing some of its strength as she finished. “If we can’t have young Courtney here… at our sides… then we’ll have to call in help.”

“We can’t,” I said, turning to the man. “What help can you call on?”

“Michigan… North Carolina… The risk is too great to have them travel across the country, though! Perhaps… perhaps we can—”

“No perhaps, Craig!” the plump woman snapped, surprising me with the sharpness and strength of her tone. “Dee and her friend have brought a cure! Have you lost your marbles?!”

“It’s not so simple, Donna dear,” the man said with a placating gesture, but the white-haired woman was shaking her head.

“She’s right, Craig. We can’t afford to let fear rule us anymore.” She took a deep breath, and the fear diminished in her scent as she went on. “I will oversee efficacy testing and mass production of the chemicals you found, but only on two conditions.”

“What’s that?” I asked, glancing up at the RV when a young, pale face pushed up into the window.
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“F
 irst that you agree to Craig and Donna’s demand that you allow their daughter to accompany you on their mission.” Craig and Donna nodded emphatically at that, their hands finding and gripping one another’s. “And second, that you promise to lead the efforts to cure the mutants. We can’t do it”—she motioned to herself and the other two, then pointed directly at me—“but you
 can.”

“I’m not sure about that,” I said, “but I was already planning on joining the effort once we free Dee’s family.”

“Annie, come down!” the plump woman called up to the RV, her scent suddenly sharp with sadness, along with her husband’s.

There was a scramble of feet, and a short young woman was scurrying over to her parents. She kept her head down, long red hair covering her pale features, but the prodigious curves of her body couldn’t be hidden by her bulky wool sweater or long skirt.

“Hello, sir,” the girl said, in a squeaky voice.

I frowned and glanced back at her parents, who were both beaming with pride. Even Dee was smiling at the young woman

“Annie is a trained surgeon and an excellent software engineer,” the white-haired woman said, hugging the girl with one arm and running her hand down the girl’s long red hair. “Last week was her nineteenth birthday, and she decided she wanted to join Dee on her adventure.”

The woman’s voice gave a hitch, and she pressed a hand to her lips, her eyes shining with unshed tears as she stared at the girl.

“Look at me, girl,” I said, letting my voice deepen with tones of command.

Her head snapped up, and I met her bright green eyes. The girl was adorable with her delicate nose and cherubic features, but her innocence shone through like a beacon.

“You realize what traveling with me will mean for you?” Her expression grew unsure, so I went on. “I don’t know what we’ll be walking into yet, but I can promise you it will be dangerous. What’s more, I already have one woman unbound by pride, and your scents will attract mutants wherever we are.”

“Will you not… bind her?” the girl asked in a fragile voice.

“Soon, but not before I make use of that scent.” My gaze flickered to her parents, but they gave nothing away, watching their daughter with nervous pride. “Is this what you want?”

“I…” the girl's eyes shifted to Dee, then back to me as she swallowed hard and went on in a stronger tone. “I do, sir. Donatella has told us about you, and from all I can tell, you’re a good man. Ever since I was a girl…” Her eyes shone as she went on and her scent grew complex as the shyness faded from it. “I’ve studied the Alphas and their prides with my parents. I told myself as a girl, if the opportunity to bind myself to a good man, a powerful Alpha ever came… Sir, please take me with you, and if you find me acceptable…”

“I will agree to your demands,” I said to Craig and the young woman beamed a beatific grin at me before throwing a quick hug around her mother’s and father's shoulders and turning to hurry back into the RV. “How quickly can you get started?”

I motioned to Dee, and she handed the Styrofoam container we’d brought from the compound. Dr. Redding opened the box carefully and peered in at the neatly packaged vials with a small hopeful smile working its way onto her lips.

“Craig will drive through the night. We’ll be at the lab by dawn, and I’ll get started right away. Did you happen to get any notes from the facility? Anything to help me get started in my work?”

“Dr. Gupta did,” I said, pulling the portable hard drive from my back pocket, “but this is the only copy we have.”

“Give me a moment and I will copy it,” Dr. Redding said, taking the hard drive from me and hurrying up into the RV, passing Annie on her way out.

The young woman wore a heavy coat and black Doc Martin boots and carried a heavy pack on her back, and I was happy to see a pair of handguns strapped to her hips and a rifle in her hands. She peeked up at me from under her red bangs, blushing prettily, before hurrying over to say farewell to her parents.

Jess emerged with the hard drive a few seconds later. What she’d used to copy the drive so fast, I didn’t know, but she pressed it back into my hand and threw her arms around the girl’s shoulders.

“It was good to meet you all,” I said, “and we’ll be sure to keep in touch. Remember to wait for our signal to blow those Landing Stations.”

“Yes, sir,” Craig said with a sharp nod. “And please care for my girl… She’s all we have in this world.”

“You have my word,” I said, ignoring the girl’s scarlet blush and the scent of her sudden and overwhelming arousal as the man pushed her toward me. “Come along, Annie.”

“Yes, sir,” the girl said, hurrying up to my side with a small smile creasing the corners of her lips.

I left Dee to speak with her friends as I led Annie across the tarmac. The conversation behind me was hushed, but with my keen sense of hearing it would be too easy to eavesdrop so I pressed the girl or details about herself.

“Where did you grow up?” I asked her when we’d gone twenty feet or so, her scent jumping back and forth between excitement and anxiety.

“On my parents' farm,” she said with breathless excitement, the girl practically bouncing on her toes as we walked. “There and the university where they taught. It was basically my playground as a kid. Did you grow up in Portland?”

“In a suburb,” I said.

“I always wanted to visit Portland… before…” Her expression fell for a second before perking back up. “What was high school like? I always wanted to go to a school with other kids my age.”

“You didn’t go to school?” I asked.

“Oh, I did, but after a few tests when I was young, they put me in accelerated programs. I had a lot of teachers but no peers.” She grinned, the smile slipping when I didn’t laugh. “I’m not a total nerd, though! Well… maybe.”

“Nothing wrong that,” I said, with an easy laugh. “I suffer from my fair share of nerdiness too.”

“What was it like growing up in Portland? Were your mom and dad… with you when everything went down?”

“No, my parents passed away years ago,” I said, glancing back and seeing Dee still huddled with Annie’s parents, the pair resting arms on the young woman’s shoulders. I couldn’t make out her scent, but the shake of her shoulders told me she was finally releasing the emotions she’d bottled up.
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S
 CENE FOUR




Three dozen men sat around a long oval conference table. Flat-screen televisions on the walls showed other faces connected over a video link.

The seven young men, now in their early twenties, were scattered throughout the room, sitting beside silver-haired men in expensive suits with the neatly coifed hairstyles of politicians. An older man sitting at the head of the table began speaking, his face etched with concern.

“Recent reports from the media sector indicate growing polarization derived from a lack of accurate information. This contravenes our mission of providing free access to information around the world. Matthew, do you have a report?”

“Yes, Director.” Matthew rose smoothly, and when he spoke it was in a calm, commanding tone that put the others around the room at ease. “My data scientists have discovered it’s in our organization’s best interest to encourage the polarization happening within our nations. This will lead each of your respective governments to take our advice to heart.”

There were murmurs of disapproval at this, and the director’s frown deepened. The man clearly hadn’t been expecting Matthew to say this.

“If you’ll open the packets provided.”—Matthew motioned to folders before each of the politicians—“you’ll see how a further increase of disunity by roughly 10% of your populations would provide the exact openings we need to put our reforms in place.”

“You Alphas were supposed to make the world more peaceful!” shouted a man with a long, dark beard near the center of the table. Looking around angrily, he slapped a hand on the table. “When King Mohammed agreed to provide his youngest son to your unholy experiments, he was promised the world order would remain in place. These separatist forces will tear our nation apart!”

“Peace, Uncle,” Adesh said, placating the older man beside him with a calming gesture. “Neither Matthew nor I want those separatist whores to gain an ounce more power, but you can’t smash them with the military like you want. Listen to the man, and if you don’t like what he has to say, we choose another path.”

Around the room, the coterie of young Alphas whispered in the ears of their politicians, and it was a more receptive audience that listened as Matthew spoke about furthering divisions around the world so they would look to those in the room for guidance.

“Tom Redding and the director have begun something grand with this Council,” Matthew finished with a flourish, “but it is up to us, the men in this room, to see Master William’s vision of an ordered world at peace. And we will see it through to the end!”

Not all were convinced by the man’s words, but those who were on the fence had a young man at their elbow whispering in their ears, allaying concerns and fears. The old director sighed and hammered his gavel once more, calling for a vote. And as Matthew looked on with a proud smile, every hand rose to back his proposal.



I found myself opening up to Annie as we strolled across the tarmac. The girl was shy but flirty, and her sidelong glances and long fluttering eyelashes gave it the feel of a first date, ruined only by the pack and bulky weapons she carried. Her mood was mercurial, bouncing from question to question randomly as she pressed me for details about my life and our recent adventures. I was relaying the tale of how we’d infiltrated Alpha Command and escaped when Dee came marching past me with long strides, a frown on her face when she glanced over.

“If you two are done ‘walking out’ then let’s get aboard. We’ve wasted too much time already.”

“They won’t harm your sisters or mother,” Annie said, walking over and gripping Dee’s hand. “They’re too valuable.”

“There are multiple ways to harm a woman, Annie. You’ve lived a sheltered life.”

The girl was quiet after that, and I was happy when Ava came down from the plane. She was bundled up in a fur-lined white coat with black leggings. I took in her beauty and felt as if I was returning home, odd after only going a few hundred yards.

“Ava, this is Annie. She’ll be traveling with us for the foreseeable future,” I said, introducing the girl who tried to curtsy, or bow, but nearly dropped her rifle, snatching it at the last moment.

“A pleasure, ma’am.”

“The pleasure is all ours, I’m sure,” Ava said, drawing the girl up the stairs and into the cabin. She shot me an approving grin over the girl's shoulder and glanced over our heads. “It seems your parents aren’t quite done with you, though.”

We all looked back to find the RV trundling down the tarmac with Craig waving an arm out the window. The heavy trailer pulled to the side before us and stopped, the man hopping out and shouting as he moved down the side.

“Donna would have my hide if we didn’t offer you all your pick from the armory. Can’t say as you look best prepared for what you’re taking on. Mayhap this will be some help.”

Craig’s expression was mischievous, and I saw a beaming grin on his face as he unlocked one of the large panels on the side of the vehicle. I frowned at the girl, and she flashed me an impish grin.

“Daddy likes guns and things that go boom.”

I turned back with interest and swore softly when the heavy door tipped open to reveal rows of firearms neatly resting against the panels within. I saw heavy machine guns, small pistols, a bazooka or R.P.G. of some kind, braces of grenades, and boxes upon boxes of ammunition stuffed into the floor of the space.

My jaw was hanging open as I walked close, approaching the portly little man’s collection and unable to take my eyes from it. The man scratched the back of his neck and looked embarrassed.

“Should have thought about it earlier, but this is a lot of excitement for me.”

“Sir, you have nothing to apologize for,” I said, reaching and gripping his shoulder. He winced when I gripped it and grinned at him but offered a weak smile in return.

“Please… take whatever you want!”

I thought I was excited until Ava ran up and I caught the look on my stepmom’s face. She looked like a kid in a candy store as she ran her eyes over the collection. In the end, we each ended up taking two to three new guns apiece, with so much ammunition for them all that I feared the plane would burn too much fuel.

There was even a small collection of curved blades, in various lengths and thicknesses, similar in design to the one I’d left in the monster’s skull. Dee replaced her sword, and I took one as well. I had no idea how to use the thing, but I couldn’t pass up the opportunity.

As the others were sifting through the guns, Dee pointing out what might be useful to each and helping them gather ammo for the weapons, Ava pulled me off to one side.

“It’s time, Courtney,” she said with a firm tone of voice that I hadn’t heard in weeks, if not months, from her.

“Time for what?” I asked, curious at the fixed determination in her scent.

“You’ve put off bonding Brianna and healing the girl for too long.” I opened my mouth to object, but she spoke right over me, her tone that of my mom once again, causing odd feelings to awaken inside. “I know you have plans for the girl, maybe even Annie now. I assume it’s some plan to use the mutants against our enemies, but can you do that now? Can you consign a single one of the Balphas to death in furtherance of your cause?”

My mouth closed, and I felt a frown slip onto my face because she was right, of course.

“I won’t pressure you about Donatella,” Ava said softly, slipping her arm in mine and pressing her warmth to my side. “But we need to be as one if we’re going to have any success.”

“I wanted to avoid putting you, Madelyn, and Shandra in harm’s way,” I said, finally admitting it to myself as I said it out loud.

“We are capable of deciding for ourselves whether we want to be or not,” Ava said, and I heard the chastisement, even if her tone was gentle. “You were always the type of boy who would put others' happiness before his own, and you’ve become the type of man who does the same with safety. What is it that’s really holding you back? I thought you would have taken Brianna on the flight here. I know she was hoping for it. Are you still having trouble with how comfortable Madge and I are with all this?”

There was a hint of amusement in Ava’s eyes as she cocked an eyebrow at me.

“I’m over that worry,” I said with a smile for her. “Mostly.”

She chuckled and patted my wrist. “I wish you could see the man you’ve grown into these past weeks. It’s extraordinary what you’ve done here.” She nodded at the women all arming themselves and at Dee standing off on one side watching with an amused smile. “You don’t even see how different Donatella sees you now, do you? She follows your lead, Courtney, we all do. And you’ve given Madelyn and I the greatest blessing in the world.” She rested a hand over her belly with a look that held all the love a woman could hold in it, and my heart swelled to know I had a hand in her happiness.

“I’m stretched too thin,” I said, realizing the truth as soon as I admitted it. “Things have been barreling forward like a ball rolling downhill, and I barely know what the hell’s going on. The world is chaos, and I’ve barely had a chance to sit down with you or Madelyn, let alone Shandra, and have… I don’t know, a deep conversation or something.”

“Is that what this is about?” Ava asked, her face growing thoughtful as she nodded. “I can see that… and I might have a solution to that for you.”

In answer to my questioning frown, Ava just offered me a wink and slipped out of my arms to find Madelyn, who was hearing instructions on how to load and chamber rounds in a light machine gun.

Annie gave both of her parents another hug goodbye before climbing onto the plane to join us. We thanked the pair one last time before sealing the cabin door and taxiing around to the runway. As the plane took off and I watched the world shrink outside the small window, I couldn’t help fearing this was the last time I’d see my home continent.
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“W
 e want you to bond us together,” Annie said, drawing me out of my focused study of a map on my phone.

The two young women stood beside one another, shifting nervously from foot to foot, but their scents were as determined as their expressions. I sat back in my chair and glanced over to where Ava sat, but she offered me a smile that said, “Don’t look at me.”

“We already know what your objection will be,” Brianna said quickly. “But this will be special for both of us!”

“Explain,” I said, closing my phone and setting it aside.

I indicated they should both sit down, but they remained standing, both with hands clasped before them as if they’d prepared this speech in the three hours we’d been in flight over the Atlantic.

“I’ve grown up dreaming of being a member of a pride,” Annie said, her freckled features cherry red and her eyes looking at the floor, but she powered through the wave of embarrassment that filled her scent. “Once, when I was twelve, I snuck into the Alpha-Omega house when Tom Redding was visiting. His first-wife, Jocelyn, was a professor for a semester, and she’d identified two coeds for her Alpha…” The girl’s eyes traveled up to meet mine finally and I saw a burning well of passion in her that remained untapped. “Watching him bond them together…” She shivered and bit her bottom lip before going on. “After that, the pair were inseparable. They’d been friendly before but became like sisters after, and I would like to be that for Brianna.”

She smiled at the dark-haired driver, but I was unconvinced. Shifting my gaze to Brianna, I raised an eyebrow, and she swallowed hard before speaking.

“I’m not as… romantic as Annie,” I was happy to see her break into a grin for the girl and lean against her. “Though I wish I was. My problem is… Sir, I need the sisterhood… I’ve never been comfortable around men and thought I might be a lesbian when I was younger. I’m not,” she hurriedly added. “But I can see this…”—she reached out and brushed a lock of Annie’s red hair over a shoulder and smiled when the teen blushed—“with less fear than I can contemplate… the rest of it.”

A half-dozen things became obvious when she said that. The mixture of wariness and desire she often felt around me, and the comfort she took from Ava, Madelyn, and especially Shandra. Annie looked up at the brunette with a fond smile, her scent filling with compassion, and I came to a decision.

“Then I agree,” I said, holding up a finger when the pair clutched hands and flashed each other excited grins. “On the condition we do it now, before we land. I want us all to be one solid unit before we jump into the fire again.” I met Ava, Madelyn, and Shandra’s eyes and saw they were in agreement. More than that, the three shared satisfied smiles that triggered my suspicions.

“Why don’t you three head into the back office?” Madelyn asked. “I took the liberty of… setting the mood.”

“Give us one minute!” Annie said, her shyness vanishing as she dragged Brianna behind her.

The brunette wore an amused smile as her eyes found mine, and I tracked the pair as they hurried into the back. No sooner had the door shut, than Madelyn and Shandra were on their feet and plucking at my pants.

“These things are disgusting,” Madelyn said before digging through my bag. “Take them off, and I’ll get your something clean.”

“And you smell of old sweat and smoke. Not a bad smell, but we can do better for the girls, I think.” Shandra had me wipe down with a baby wipe, before spritzing me with a faint cologne.

I felt stiff nipples press into my back and the heavenly aroma of Ava surrounded me like a cloud as she ran her fingers up through my hair, combing the dark locks back. As the other two fussed, my stepmom’s hands worked my stiff muscles, easing the last of my tension away before sending me off with a firm swat on the ass and a wink.

I glanced out the window before stepping into the back office and saw the continent passing by beneath us. Dee hadn’t reported any other flights in the air, but I half expected a jet to show up any second and blow us out of the sky. Putting the thought out of my mind, I drew in a deep breath and pushed open the office door.

The sight I found waiting for me inside gave me pause, and I took a long second to take it in. There were no candles on the plane, obviously, but the women had taken pains to give the office the same mood. Red cloth and lace were draped over the three desk lamps around the space, their lights positioned to fill the room with a dim, romantic light.

The desk had been pushed up against one of the curving walls and the chairs and couch stripped of pillows. The pillows and half a dozen blankets lay in the center of the floor, arranged in a large heart shape. Sitting in the center of the heart were Annie and Brianna, each with an arm around the other’s lower back, their fingers gripping one another’s hips nervously as their shining eyes alighted on me.

The girls had removed their clothing and sat in their undergarments. And though I caught a hint of nervous anticipation in their scents, the overpowering aroma in the room was one of accomplishment and desire. Letting the door swing shut behind me, I took a single step into the room, feeling the beast within, slumbering since my fight with the monster and subsequent escape, purr in pleasure.

Brianna looked like a pale angel. The exact type of pretty brunette that would have caught my eye and heart when I was in school. Her dark hair hung down her back long and straight, framing her beautiful face and long neck. The young woman’s breasts were high, firm, and tiny in comparison to Annie’s, and they didn’t seem to need her thin black bra to retain their firm shape. It was the woman’s long, slender legs and her perfect, tight ass that had driven me so crazy over the past couple of days, and from the way she sat and the glint in her eyes when mine fell down to the curve of her backside, she was aware and proud of her best features.

Annie in contrast didn’t know her body at all. The nineteen-year-old held one arm before her stomach, trying to hide the small softness there, as well as cover the green panties that hid the treasure between her legs. The girl’s heavy hips and thighs were smooth as baby skin and a creamy white that made my fingers itch to touch.

It was the teenager’s massive chest that trapped my gaze and made my mouth go dry. She caught the stare and her grin widened and some of the shyness faded from her scent. She sat up a little straighter. The thick green bra she wore swayed side to side with its heavy load. Annie had the biggest and most beautiful tits I’d ever seen before.

Suddenly the tight bra, barely containing those colossal tits, sprang open, Brianna’s fingers having flicked the clasp, and fell down. Annie gasped prettily, and both Brianna and I had similar looks of awe as the teen’s breasts swung free, only to stand out from her chest, firm and proud. The ends were capped in large pale areolae and small inverted nipples that my mouth ached to suckle.

“Hey!” Annie said, flashing the older girl a shocked grin before reaching up and flicking the clasp on Brianna’s bra.

The slender brunette had one second of embarrassment, looking at the other girl’s massive breasts. Until she saw Annie’s and my expressions when we took in their perfection. Capped in firm, dark pink nipples, Brianna’s breasts were a perfect handful and looked like they’d been sculpted by a surgeon.

“Kneel.”
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T
 he word ground out from the back of my throat, filled with deeper tones of command that I took note of with one part of my mind. The beast growled its need, and I wasn’t going to deny it. Not when the pair of them crawled forward with such alacrity.

Annie's massive breasts swayed side to side, and the wide sweep of her hips tantalized, but it was Brianna’s catlike crawl that incensed my desires. The slender woman moved like a dancer, her limbs and torso undulating until she knelt beside Annie, their bottom lips trembling as they stared up at me.

Reaching down, I popped the button on my clean pants, finding it amusing that I’d changed, only to wear them for a couple minutes. As my manhood flopped into view, Brianna sighed in pleasure and Annie gasped, her round eyes going wide. I saw her hand grip the other woman’s tight, a hint of trepidation entering her scent.

The desire to breed filled me, the beast rising up, all want and need, but I didn’t need to submit to its desire. I ruled.

The beast faded as I felt my cock throb. With a tightening of muscles, I was only dimly aware of, I pressed a bit of my essence out. The cabin filled with the musky scent and both women swooned as it affected them.

Their pupils dilated, and they clung to one another, swaying on their knees mere inches from the tip of my cock. Their eyes fell to the fat bead, but both held in place, locked by my will. The effect was so similar to the fear I’d experienced with the monster that I was shocked in place for a long second.

“Nghh.” The faintest whimper of desire escaped Brianna’s throat, and I was brought back into the moment.

Pushing aside the revelation, I came back to the moment and let a low growl of desire escape my own throat. The sound released the women from their spell of stillness and they fell forward as one. Arms around each other’s backs, they both slipped hands around the base of my cock as their tongues ran over the fat head, warring with one another as they both sought to take me into their mouths at once.

“Together,” I purred, seeing them struggle for pride of place. “Work as…. Ohhhh… yesss…. One…. Hmmm.”

The pair glanced at one another and Annie blushed deeply, but Brianna grinned, shuffling closer to the curvy little redhead. Biting her bottom lip, the brunette ran her fingers up into those thick red tresses and pressed the teen’s thick lips around the head of my cock.

Annie’s eyes went wide and rolled back into her head, a moan of pleasure escaping her as she sucked hard, eager little tongue lapping at the tip of my cock as she sucked down my essence. Her thick hips shook, and with difficulty she drew her lips back off my cock, fingers slipping around the base as she angled it to the other woman.

“Now you… I want to see how to do it right.”

Annie’s shy smile made my cock throb all the harder, and I flexed those muscles, my control growing ever so slightly as another bead of clear pre-cum pooled at the tip of my cock. Brianna shuddered when the scent hit her, and she didn’t need the younger woman’s hand pressing her forward as she took my cock into her hot, wet mouth.

I sighed in pleasure as her tonsils massaged the head of my cock, her long tongue teasing the underside. Then Brianna pulled back, her big, dark blue eyes rolling back under fluttering lashes as her lips curling up at the corners in a grin.

“Mhmmm,” she moaned, before pulling back and gasping, her big eyes slowly coming back into focus as she stared up at me. “What…”

“Pre-frontal cortex orgasm,” Annie breathed, the girl’s expression awed as she sat back up, recovering and grinning at the other woman. “I’ve heard it theorized but never… Never dreamed it possible. My entire body is alive… Every nerve ending is screaming for one thing…”

The pair flashed eager grins at one another, then pressed in close, their nails digging into my ass as they pulled me to them. Two sets of lips latched to the sensitive flesh, licking, sucking, and kissing their way up and down either side of my dick.

They kept their eyes locked on each other, their arms holding one another tight as they worked in tandem. I could see their smiles back and forth, the crinkles at the edges of their eyes, when they discovered some new trick together. Such as when they moved back and forth together, lips puffed out and sucking as they moved up and down my dick, earning a moan of pleasure from me. Or when their hands stroked me together, fingers interlocked and slick with their saliva while they took delicate licks around the puffy head of my cock.

The intense pleasure surrounding me had my dick throbbing and balls churning in minutes, but I held off as long as possible, building up a massive double load of cum. Words were beyond me as the pleasure raced up and down my spine and out to curl my toes, but the pair could sense my approaching orgasm and they whimpered wordlessly as their hands worked me with quick, short strokes.

“Yesss!” they cried as one as the first thick shot of pearlescent cum arced forth across their upturned mouths. Then both dove forward, lips and tongues lapping up every drop of my cum as they shared it between them.

My legs were shaking and knees trembling when Annie fell atop Brianna. The teen was shaking with pleasure, her whimpering moans causing my dick to plump up as the girls kissed, tongues pushing my cum back and forth.

“It’s so sweet,” Annie purred in surprise.

“The sweeter it is, the more powerful our man is… that’s what they say.”

“Really?”

“And from the look in his eyes, our man is ready to plow you right now.” Brianna’s hands reached up, gliding across the teen’s pale round ass. “How about it, sir? Do you want to breed this virgin pussy first?”

“Oh, God!” Annie cried when the deep growl of desire issued from the back of my throat and I dropped behind her.

Gripping the teen’s soft hips, I pulled back and her wetness slid along the length of my cock. Brianna’s fingers pressed it against Annie’s pussy lips, grinding the girl’s hard little clit along the shaft. Pulling back, she pressed the fat head into the girl’s waiting sex, and I pushed forward slowly.

I’d never fucked a virgin, and the feeling of her tightness gripping my thick cock was incredible. I nearly lost control and drove forward to the hilt, remembering at the last moment and pressing forward with deliberate slowness. Her womanhood parted like paper before me and with only a brief tensing of her back, the girl sighed out in pleasure.

“Ohhhhh yessss!”

Annie shocked me by thrusting back when I was only a third of the way into her tight red pussy, and I watched in awe as her big soft ass slammed back into me and the girl shrieked in pleasure. Running one hand up her waist and gathering one of those massive, pendulous breasts, I began driving in and out of her with harder and harder thrusts.

“Fuck me, sir! Oh, God, yes, CT, fuck me… breed me… fill me!”

Annie’s shyness was gone as she arched her back, eyes wild with pleasure and her screams filling the cabin. It wasn’t long before the intensity of the teen’s spasming pussy, convulsing in orgasm since the moment I began driving into her with purpose, sent me over the edge.

My fingers sank deep into her firm breast, and I grunted as I flooded the girl’s womb. Her head nearly cracked into mine when her final orgasm hit and she threw it back, a silent scream escaping her before she collapsed upon Brianna.

I didn’t have a chance to recover as the brunette flipped me onto my back with shockingly strong arms. The redhead slumped to the side, a weak grin of bliss twisting her thick lips as her ass shook, aftershocks wracking her body.

Brianna wasn’t screwing around, figuratively.

Ironhard fingers gripped the back of my neck as she pulled me into her kiss, the other hand gripping the base of my still throbbing cock, sensitive from cumming seconds before. I gasped as the pleasure intensified almost to pain when Brianna pressed me into her sopping sex.

The young woman’s dark blue eyes were locked on mine as she slowly sank down. I watched her expression melt from one of fixed need to gentle joy and then into awed pleasure as she came to rest upon my lap. My manhood filled the slender woman, and I held her close. For one second we remained there, as the last of her mind’s walls tumbled down.

Brianna’s eyes welled up with tears, but she blinked them away rapidly, a fierce smile flashing onto her lips, and before I could open my mouth to speak, she pressed her lips to mine in a passionate kiss.

“Mhphm!” She never broke the kiss, her firm little tongue working its way into my mouth as her ass rose and fell, slamming down with a wet sound as our sexes met.

My hands explored Brianna’s tight little body, cupping her firm ass and breasts as she rode me with wild abandon. It took a little longer to reach my peak of pleasure, but not by much, as the wild little woman screamed out in pleasure in my lap. Her eyes flashed open wide, and her scream choked off into gasps when she felt the first powerful spurts of my cum invade her womb. Then her muscles sagged as she collapsed against me.
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I
 fell back onto the blankets as Brianna mumbled incoherently atop me. Our combined juices sloughed out of her sex as my softening dick slipped free. But instead of crawling off me, Brianna dragged herself upward, hands clasping the side of my head as she drew my lips to hers in a deep kiss.

When our eyes blinked open, and I stared into hers, I saw peace for the first time since I’d first met her. As I trailed gentle fingers down her spine, Brianna shivered and nipped at my lips before slipping her hips beside mine.

“Shandra was right… I feel alive now, like never before.”

“Master isn’t done with us yet,” purred Annie as she crawled up to my side and dropped down onto my chest, her massive breasts pressing between us. “There are still so many positions to try. And he hasn’t completed the Trinity yet.”

“The Trinity?” I asked with a raised eyebrow and a crooked grin.

“Uh huh,” Annie said, her freckled check blushing scarlet as she wiggled her plump rear against my hand, encouraging me to grip and spank it. “A true Beloved Bride offers up every hole for her Alpha to breed, and when he does, her heart will be his for all time.”

“What are you talking about?” I asked with a chuckle, giving her plump rump a firm slap and earning a yelp of pleasure from the teen. “Beloved Bride?”

“Ohhh, do that again, Daddy!” The girl’s cheeks turned a brighter shade of red as she buried her face in the crook of my arm, earning a snort of laughter from Brianna. When I planted a red mark on the creamy skin, Brianna ground her wetness against my hip, all signs of amusement gone as she watched the redhead writhe.

“Tell me what you’re talking about?” I asked.

“It’s nothing, just something I overheard.” The teen still blushed a furious shade of red, but she spoke with a breathless excitement as her hand joined Brianna’s on my slowly rising cock. “I think it was a joke… but maybe we should find out?”

“I’m willing to try.” I chuckled, my eyes tracing the girl’s curves as I throbbed under their light fingers. “But first I want to try something else.”

“Anything,” Annie breathed.

Brianna was already grinning, and she reached out and wrapped a hand around one of the teen’s massive breasts, latching her lips onto the small, inverted nipple. The sight was incredible, and I lay there for a second, hands filled with both of their asses, arms around them as I watched the teen’s eyes close and lips purse in an “O” of pleasure as Brianna nursed gently.

Lowering my head, I traced the tip of my tongue over the second soft nipple, feeling the nubbin of flesh firm under the gentle touch until I could suckle it into my lips.

“I’m so… ohhh God… I can feel it… down in my… please!”

What she wanted, I couldn’t say, but Brianna and I grinned at one another as we pushed the girl onto her back. The brunette on one side and I on the other, the teenager’s body was our plaything.

We both sucked and chewed on her nipples as they grew harder and harder. Annie’s breasts were sensitive, and the girl moaned, her body writhing against ours as we played with her. Brianna and I were kissing on her smooth neck when Annie’s fingers found my stiffness and, grinning, she hauled me up.

Brianna giggled when I threw a leg over Annie’s midriff and swung her ass around so her firm little breasts hung over Annie’s lips.

“I was hoping I’d get to see you fuck these beautiful boobies!” Brianna’s white teeth flashed in a delighted grin before pursing in a moan of pleasure as Annie latched onto one of her nipples.

Annie’s head rested on Brianna’s thighs as she watched in pleasure as the thick shaft of my cock pressed between her big firm breasts. Reaching down, I gathered and pressed them around my cock. Brianna leaned over and drooled a line of saliva across the teen’s tits, causing Annie to shiver as my cock slid easily between them.

“Tell me… uhh… how it feels,” Annie panted as my cock slid through her massive breasts.

“Like heaven wrapped around my cock,” I breathed.

“Mhmm.” Brianna ran her thumb over the younger woman’s thick lips and shifted forward, angling her head upward.

The position brought the head of my dick near the girl’s lips, and she hungrily took the opportunity to give the bloated head a swipe with her tongue. I groaned as the act sent a thrill of pleasure shooting up my spine. The pair took turns licking or sucking the head of my cock as it drove through.

My dick was steel hard and aching, but the women hadn’t forgotten their earlier desire, and I found myself pressing myself into Brianna’s tightest hole as the young woman whimpered in need. It took long seconds for her tiny little opening to relax so my dick could sink in, but she never gave up and was rewarded moments after I filled her body, with a body shaking orgasm that relieved her of her ability to speak for a few minutes.

As the slender brunette clung to her new friend, eyes rolled back into her skull and wetness draining down her thighs, I took her ass with long slow thrusts. I thought Annie’s comments earlier were mostly a joke, but as I flooded the beautiful woman’s ass, our connection deepened and solidified. I can’t say whether it was something about the act, or if it was the ultimate sacrifice of her body to her Alpha that did it. Either way, I felt as deep a connection with Brianna as I did with Ava and Madelyn, and I found a hunger to deepen the connection with Annie.

The redhead was ready for me. Having teased herself to the point of explosion, her tight little ass swallowed my cock in a second as the teen screamed through a loud orgasm. As I gripped those wide hips and rode her bucking ass, I couldn’t help but be in awe of the teen’s inhibition. All the shyness was gone as the girl threw herself back into me, her wicked words causing my balls to throb and tighten.

“Fuck my ass, baby! Take me, Daddy!”

Brianna flashed a weak grin at that as she sluggishly pressed herself to my side. The brunette’s hot lips were on my neck, and her hand on my ass, urging me on, but I couldn’t pay much attention to her because Annie’s wicked ass had me on the verge of exploding. As the girl cried out in her third orgasm, I watched her eyes bulge and the sound cut off as the first thick blasts of my cum filled her bowels.

“My love, I have found my love,” Annie whimpered as my cock slipped from her ass and she spun in my arms, clinging to me.

The three of us were sweaty and covered in love juices, but that didn’t stop us from rolling around in the blankets and making out for another hour. Annie and Brianna both earned themselves another load of cum as they sucked me together after we washed off. That’s how I arrived in Europe, with a naked woman in either arm and a smile on my face.



After two nights camping in the wilds, my little crew had fallen into a comfortable routine. In short order, the two tents would be up and a small cook fire crackling away while Dee and I scouted the area.

This particular evening I sat on the edge of camp with my back to the fire, my senses attuned to the snow-blanketed night.

The indistinct murmur of quiet conversation behind me was reassuring, as was the lack of fear I scented from Ava who rested against my leg, staring out into the night with me. Annie was busy pestering Dr. Gupta with more questions about what we’d found at the compound for the dozenth time while Brianna followed Dee’s directions in cleaning a rifle.

“She will be fine,” Ava whispered, her hand gripping my calf tightly. “It was her decision, remember. If anyone can act her way past the guards, it’s Madge.”

“I know,” I said. Though knowing didn’t ease my fears, her words were a comfort, and I gripped her tightly and glanced back at the pair of blonde sisters who huddled near the fire, quietly eating. “How are they doing? Did Dee mention anything?”

“The poor things,” Ava said, turning her head and frowning sadly at the pair of hollow-eyed girls. “Shandra says they’re all right physically, but they’ll need time to get over the trauma of their experiences.”

“It would be better if we could have left them someplace safe,” I said, careful to keep my voice low. Dee still heard me with her sharp hearing and offered me a nod of agreement and a frown of worry for her older sisters. But after we’d tried to leave them behind in a safe location, both had dissolved into fits of weeping, unwilling to be separated either from their sister or the man who’d saved them.

“Have you thought about what we’re going to do if we find them all in… similar situations?”

“Goddamn animals,” I cursed softly, remembering the horror shows we’d found outside of Southampton and Frankfurt.
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O
 utskirts of Oxfordshire, England




Two days before, we’d landed in the south of England and made our way to the outskirts of the Alpha compound. The facility was a fraction of the size of what they’d managed to create in America, but housed just as many women in tall apartment buildings that filled a field like a forest.

I set aside my initial plans when I saw how lax the security was. With Dee at my side, the two of us followed her sister’s scent and found the girl tied to a bed within a couple hours.

Getting her out hadn’t been nearly so easy since once a slender little man with a viperish tongue found us, things got interesting. As Dee protected her sister from two of the man’s lieutenants, I fought the leader in single combat.

The man’s cruelty was only matched by his cowardice, and after trying to slip a hidden dagger between my ribs and failing, he tried to flee, throwing more of his men between us. The Betas were no match for me and scattered after a ferocious battle cry and a thrown fist that tore free a man’s jaw.

I found the sniveling, little Alpha atop one of the buildings trying to board a helicopter. He was pushing four dark-skinned beauties ahead of him as he cursed their slowness. From a quick glance, one pair looked like mother and daughter and the others far too young to be used as they were.

With an anger I thought myself past, I leapt atop the man’s back and beat him to death with heavy fists. A brief thought flashed through my mind that we should capture him, but what authority would pass judgment? Who existed to hold this being accountable?

The women wept unconsolably when their master died at my hands, but their fear of me kept them back. As I made my way back to Dee and her sister, I passed through the building’s halls, passing rooms where women still lay or were tied up, mute evidence of what the man and his underlings had been up to here.

The remaining Alphas scattered before I emerged. The death of their master reverberated through their ranks, and though many took women with them, we couldn’t waste our time tracking them down.

“We could be leaving a worse chaos behind us,” I said as I stared around at rising columns of smoke and growing crowds of scared women.

“They have defenses and numbers,” Dee said with a frown as she pulled her shell-shocked sister close. “Once I get my family back, I can think about helping them, but not before.”

I didn’t want to agree with the silver-haired woman, but I knew time was pressing. Craig and his people had taken out the Landing Stations that very morning, and we had days, hopefully, before internet and communications were back up. We had to move fast if we wanted to get her family back without their captors being alerted that we were coming.

Donatella’s sister Glynis stood an inch taller than her and was, if anything, more attractive. Where Dee was all delicate features and expressive eyes, Glynis had a softer beauty. The young woman’s mouth was wide and sensual, her nose aquiline, and her eyes a blue so dark they appeared violet in direct sunlight. Glynis was a full-figured woman, and her curves were enough to make any man stumble, but her muted scent and the hollow look in her eyes spoke to the ordeal she’d been put through.

I found a blanket and covered Glynis’s near nakedness, but the only reaction she offered was a single blink of eyes locked on her feet. Careful to leave her in Dee’s protective arms, I guided the pair out of there, ready for anything but not surprised when we were left unmolested.

There were Alphas stalking us as we left, men young and old who trailed behind walls and buildings or roofs. What they wanted I couldn’t say, but the air was thick with their fear. The fear was so thick the hackles on my neck rose and a part of myself I had to wall off wanted to hunt the Betas down as prey, or at least one or two, to teach them a lesson.

Instead, I reached within and imagined the pain I’d sensed in that monster. The pain of a life lost, a body malformed, and of a mother killed in birth and left to rot by your creators. The pain of a creature so intent on justice or revenge or blind hate that it tracked its creators to their homes and ate every mutated one of them.

The howl I let loose there near the Alpha compound outside of Oxfordshire, shocked Dee and Glynis so much the latter blinked rapidly, her cheeks gaining a good bit of color but did nothing to the Alphas. What scattered them was the brief pulse of fear scent that I sent out in a wave.

One second they were stalking us, then fear the likes of which they’d never felt before froze them in place as my howl rose up. Confusion, shock and more fear followed, and I grinned as I sensed the men withdraw, the last Alphas leaving the compound free.

“What the hell was that?” Dee asked, licking her lips and watching me warily.

I realized too late that the fear had hit her and her sister too, the scent as indiscriminate for me as it had been for the monster. The apology was on the tip of my tongue, but something in the way she was now looking at me stilled my tongue. The girl’s complex aroma shifted, the deep well of sadness that had been there since our confrontation with Matthew faded, replaced with that same shy curiosity I’d felt building from her before.




Frankfurt, Germany




Seven hours later, under the cover of darkness, I was walking through the front gates of the Frankfurt compound. There were no guards at the neatly built guard station, nor did I find any inside the compound. In fact, the place seemed mostly deserted until I passed a small stadium and heard the roar of a crowd inside.

Peeking through a chain-link fence, I found thousands gathered in the stands, all the women wearing a facsimile of a European schoolgirl’s uniform. Only the crowd wasn’t all women here. Men took up a sizable portion.

It wasn’t until I found another vantage point that I saw what it was they were cheering, and my stomach turned. A pair of naked women with spears fought a wild tiger, their faces straining with terror while the crowd screamed for blood.

“There she is!” Dee hissed, pointing into the stands at a tall blonde woman with a sad expression who sat beside a tall lanky man with a cruel cast to his features.

Donatella had been loath to leave her sister alone, but Ava and Shandra had built up a rapport with the young woman. The airport I’d left my pride at was less secure than the one we’d found in England, however, and I wanted to get this over and done with.

It would be suicide to go in and grab Dee’s sister right now. With thousands watching and dozens of young Alphas near at hand, whoever the lanky man was, he’d have all the help he needed to put us down. Then a muted roar sounded from the other side of the stadium, and I had an idea.

“Come with me,” I said, skirting the building.

We passed a couple cavorting in the bushes, the woman’s bare feet rising into the air and kicking with each grunt and cry of pleasure. Another three didn’t even bother with the bushes, and I saw Dee blush faintly when we passed the threesome in full swing.

She was about to ask where we were headed when we saw the cages and her scent shifted from curiosity to amusement. There were several women in charge of the animals, but they were easily herded out of there with a few threatening words from Dee while I walked around and snapped the heavy locks with my bare hands.

A single growl or warning kept the dozen or so great cats from seeing me as a snack or threat, and another sent them racing out of there and down the long hall into the arena. Screams and cries erupted from the stands a few seconds later, and within a minute it was pure bedlam as the tigers raced around looking for an escape.

Dee and I slipped in the fearful masses of uniform-clad women and men while I stalked the lanky man and Dee the tall blonde he dragged out at his side. We passed several Alphas and their prides, but most seemed oblivious to us in the tumult. The one or two who offered challenging or questioning looks were easily backed down with a hard stare or a quiet growl, reminding them of their place.

“We’re going to try again tonight, and I swear, woman, if you’re still not bred, I’ll have my pride beat some sense into your again, you understand?!”

“Mmm.”

We were mere feet behind the lanky man and Dee’s sister, my heart thudding slowly as I controlled my emotions so we wouldn’t clue anyone to what we were about. Dee didn’t have the same control as I’d learned and the man must have caught a whiff of her determination because he spun, suddenly wary as he stared at the faces streaming past in the crowd, quickly spotting the pair of us.

“Donatella?” the man said, his tone amused more than shocked. “How did you get in… Doesn’t matter,” he continued, his grin turning evil. “I’ll have two of my master’s Treasures to play with—”

It was Dee’s sister who reacted first. The tall woman’s vacant eyes settled on the silver-haired woman and widened in recognition, and then terror filled her scent when the lanky man mentioned having “two to play with.”

Heedless of her own safety, the woman threw herself at the tall man, hands reaching for his neck. The man was so shocked he didn’t smash her down in an instant, as his Alpha reflexes would have let him, and she managed to wrap strong fingers around his throat.

A half-dozen men nearby came rushing to their leader’s aid, and I leapt to intercept them, dropping two with heavy blows to the sides of their heads and the third with a foot to his stomach that dropped him heaving and retching to the ground.

In the chaos of the crowds rushing past, none seemed to notice the Alpha who lay on his back, hands pinned by a silver-haired young woman’s boots as a stunningly gorgeous blonde choked the life from him. The man’s eyes bulged and his tongue lolled out to the side as his face got redder and redder. His heels kicked and thudded against the turf, but the determined young woman never released her grip. Her sobs and heaves of emotion didn’t weaken her arms, and it took Dee and I both to pry her fingers from the man’s still form.

“We have to go, Emma!”

“Dee?” the young woman asked, glancing around as if she were lost.

Reaching down, I picked up Emma and cradled her in my arms. The woman went stiff for one second as fear filled her scent, but then Dee was there, pressing close and whispering in her sister’s ear. I couldn’t make out what she said over the loud crowd, but Emma sagged against me, her scent shifting to wary relief and exhaustion.

No one stopped or questioned us as we walked back out of the compound the way we’d come in. We were a good hundred meters outside the neatly arranged outer walls when a siren and shouts erupted from inside.

“Looks like they found the body,” Dee said with a concerned frown for her sister, who was dead asleep in my arms, her head resting on my shoulder. “I wish we could kill that bastard again.”

“There are other bastards that need killing,” I reminded her. “Focus on the living.”

She blinked, and I saw a series of emotions flit across her face and through her scent from hurt to anger and finally to agreement as she frowned at her sister. The frown shifted up to me and the shy curiosity was back, but added to it was a new emotion. I’d never thought to smell jealousy from Dee, but as I held the voluptuous body against me and glanced down at Emma’s flawless features, I couldn’t help but be affected.
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M
 ovement on the dirt road leading up to our camp brought me to alert, and when I spotted Madelyn’s dirty blonde hair, I patted Ava on the shoulder and pointed. We hurried down the slope and met Madge on the edge of the tree line. The sight of her safe and unharmed released a knot of tension I’d been holding inside, and I folded the beautiful women in my arms.

“We were so worried about you!” Ava said to her friend as she joined the hug and we turned to head up to the camp.

“What happened down there?” I asked as Madge flashed us both grateful smiles.

“Let’s wait till we’re with everyone,” she said, the smile slipping from her face as her scent turned troubled. “I don’t think you or Dee are going to like what I learned.”

Five minutes later all of us were huddled around a small fire as Madelyn told her story.

“I presented myself at the gates and told them the story I’d rehearsed, not that it was even necessary. The guards they have are no more than boys, and it was a simple thing to convince them I’d wandered in from the wilds.” The actress blushed, and I scented amusement from her as she went on. “I feared they might want something… dirty… and was about to turn and flee, knowing I’d rather die than be with another man, but they were entirely focused on some schoolgirls who were trying to join their prides.

“After meeting a harridan of a woman and being given a mop bucket and ordered to clean up after an orgy, I was left free to wander the place where I chose.” Madge grinned gratefully when Brianna handed her a steaming mug of tea and took a delicate sip before sighing in pleasure. “That’s one thing I never thought of before, but the easiest way to go unnoticed is to look like you’re a janitor. I walked right into their command building and stood outside offices and conference rooms as they discussed all manner of things. My Russian is poor, but from what I gathered, the men in command left this morning with all of their women.” Madelyn shot Dee and me frowns and said in a soft voice, “And the last thing I heard was that a pair had forced a silver-haired woman onto the plane with them.”

“Where did they take her?” Dee hissed.

“I couldn’t find that out,” Madelyn said, her voice pained, and I knew this is why she drew her story out, she’d been working up to telling us. “I stayed as long as I dared… Once the sun stared to set… Those men scared me.”

“No,” Dee said with a shake of her head and a tight-lipped smile for the older woman. “You did perfect, Madelyn, thank you.”

The young woman stood and glanced over to the pair huddled next to one another, and I saw her face crumple in tears before she fled to into her own tent. I glanced over to Ava, and she nodded, rising, and slipped in after Dee.

“We keep on with the plan for now,” I said to the unsure faces looking to me for guidance. “Cairo next, and then Mumbai. But tonight, let’s forget our mission for a few hours and try to get some rest.”

“I don’t need rest,” Madelyn said with a snort of laughter. “I need a drink.”

“Ditto!” Annie said with a bright grin, her freckled checks reddening as Shandra and Madelyn frowned at her. “Come on… don’t say I’m too young to drink!”

“We’re in Russia,” Madelyn said with a chuckle as she dug through her bag and came up with a sloshing bottle of vodka. “I think it’s illegal not
 to drink vodka if you’re here.”

“Pour me a double,” Brianna said with a shiver. “It’s fucking freezing.”

“Should we invite Dee and Ava?” Shandra asked with a worried frown at the girl’s tent.

“She’ll come when she’s feeling better,” I said, taking a tin cup of strong smelling alcohol from Madge and suppressing a snarl at the toxic fumes. I had a strong aversion to ingesting the poisonous liquid, even as I craved the intoxicating effects. “You should offer Glynis and Emma cups, though.”

The pair watched us with those dull, hollowed out expressions, but I caught a hint of something in their scents. Something that craved community and fellowship. As Shandra went over, Annie pulled out her phone and put music on, keeping the volume low so the sound wouldn’t carry.

Lying back I tried to relax, but found it difficult, even with the alcohol and gentle music to help. My plans were in disarray, and I had no idea where they might have taken Dee’s sister, nor how to find out. The ladies kept up their pleasant chatter, Annie and Brianna teasing out details from Madelyn about her years in Hollywood, while Shandra sat with the blonde sisters speaking with them quietly as they sipped their alcohol.

I couldn’t help but feel like things were falling apart around me, and the fear didn’t fade when Ava never left Dee’s tent and I crawled into my sleeping bag alone. As sleep took me, my thoughts drifted back to my decision to come on this adventure and drag Ava, Madge, and the rest along, and I began to wonder if I hadn’t made the wrong decision. Perhaps we would have all been safer lost in the woods.
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S
 CENE FIVE


The same conference room appeared with many of the same men, only seated in different places. The director still sat at the head of the table, but he looked ancient and worn down. Bags hung under the man’s eyes, and there was a thick bandage wrapped around his head with a small stain near the temple.

“It is with a heavy heart that I admit to our collective failure—”

“Don’t lose faith now, Director,” Matthew said imploringly from his seat next to the old man. “We’re on the verge of achieving our dreams!”

“Your coterie’s plans are not ours!” the man said with surprising vehemence. “You and your snakes”—he stabbed a finger around the room at the boys, not men, who sat wrapped in layers of pride and arrogance—“have undermined the faith we’ve built up with the Security Council.”

“Greedy men with tiny vision,” Matthew said with a flick of his wrist. “Adonis has achieved a seat on the Council and will soon have them under his thumb.”

“Again you overstep yourself,” the director said in a dangerous tone. “Adonis was to advise the Egyptian delegation from the shadows. Don’t you see, boy? Every ounce of power we take for ourselves weakens our position!”

“And we’re supposed to let morons and ingrates rule?” Fredrick asked. The iron-haired older woman beside him hunkered down in her seat, her nervousness or fear plain around the tall Alpha. “Shizer
 ! Matthew is right. Master Williams’s original plan of Alpha Rulers is the only way to save the chattel.”

“Listen to yourself,” the director said with a sad shake of his head. “Alpha Rulers… Chattel… Ingrates and morons… You’ve lost your way, my son. I’m sorry to say we all have. This experiment was begun with the best of intentions, but perhaps it is time for it to end—”

“Don’t you say it, Director!” Sasha growled as he stood.

All around the room, scared and nervous looks passed between the politicians and representatives of two dozen nations. They couldn’t help but sense the fury rolling off a half-dozen hot-headed young Alphas as they glared at the old man.

All that is except Matthew, who leaned back in his seat, face composed and eyes vacant as his mind worked.

“I hereby call for an ending of Project Enkyos and the Alpha Program,” the director said, followed by a chorus of angry mutters.

There wasn’t an outburst, however, and much to the surprise of those who watched, the six young Alphas remained silent while the vote went around the room.



The scorching sands of the desert whipped the cloth across my face and sent stinging needles into the exposed skin of my hands as I pulled the cloth down and tucked it back into my jacket. My heart sank as I scanned the compound for the hundredth time, noting again how little activity there was.

We’d arrived in country several hours before and after stealing vehicles and convoying to the desert set up a small camp. The rocks that protected us from prying eyes also kept the sun from baking the women to death. An hour after arriving, Dee had slipped down to scout the compound while the pride and I watched her sisters and kept watch.

For the last hour I’d been tightening my vision so I could focus on the tiny shapes far off, but other than witnessing a small scuffle between two men, there hadn’t been anything to see. That alone gave me pause, because at Alpha Command in the States, and the two other compounds we’d raided, discipline between the Alphas had been tight.

“Excuse me, sir.” Brianna’s voice brought me out of my focus, and I let the enhanced vision fade as I turned to her. No matter how often I’d tried to get her to drop the honorific, it still slipped out when she wasn’t thinking. “It turns out Annie is quite skilled at hacking and computer programming and she had some good ideas.”

My first impulse was to discount the girls because the onus was on me. I was responsible for everyone’s safety and keeping my promise. Plus, my reptilian-male brain was telling me I needed to be the one coming up with all the plans. But all of those thoughts were rooted in useless pride, holdovers of the man I had been but unnecessary to the man I’d become, I realized with relief.

“Please,” I said to Annie, motioning for her to speak. “Don’t hesitate to offer any ideas if you have them.”

“I just wasn’t sure… You all seem so capable and badass!” Annie’s pale cheeks heated, her freckles standing out as she went on in a rush. “I’ve been checking local networks since we left America, but nothing was working, for obvious reasons, until this morning. I know it’s a risk, but if we can get close enough for me to access a wireless network, I might be able to track their communications, possibly even find out where they took the girl from Russia.”

Annie pushed the hair out of her face as she finished, her expression nervous, as if perhaps she’d overstepped herself, but her scent shifted to elation when she saw the grin stretching across my face.

“You can really do that?” I asked, a touch incredulous.

“Yeah… it’s not really that complicated actually unless their entire network is behind a VPN—Yeep!”

The girl’s adorable little sounds shifted into peeling giggles when I snatched her up into a quick hug and pressed my lips to hers, feeling her soft body melt against mine.

“You’re brilliant,” I breathed as I pulled back and ducked back down into the shadows.

“No, you are,” the girl said, her eyes a little wild as her fingers clung to me tightly.

“There isn’t time for that now,” I said, prying her fingers away from my belt and ignoring her delightful pout and the frown of disappointment on Brianna’s lips as she took her hands away from the bottom of her shirt.

Over the past few days, the pair had been insatiable. Often pouncing on me whenever I strayed too far from camp, like a pair of cats stalking prey. I rarely turned them down, finding my own appetite for their unbred wombs insatiable as well, but there was a familiar complex aroma on the wind, and I scanned the desert until I spotted a flicker of silver hair before it disappeared behind a boulder two hundred meters below. The next sign I had of the gorgeous Alpha girl was when she stepped out from the shadows of a rock outcropping and dashed over the intervening distance to our small hideout.

“Nothing,” Dee swore with vehemence the second she got close. “Not a single trace of my sister’s scent throughout the entire place. And what they’ve done to the women here… They’re chained up like cattle. Fed hormones or drugs so their bodies…” Her eyes took on the horror of her memories, but she went on. “There are two dozen young men, mad with lust, rutting their way down lines of hundreds…”

Those yellow eyes found mine, and I felt the eyes of all the rest focusing on me as well, and I couldn’t deny the weight resting on my shoulders. Turning to Annie, I nodded.

“Grab your computer.” She flashed a bright grin that faltered and fell as she saw the grim expression on my face. “The rest of you, arm yourselves.”

Those yellow eyes never left me, and when I turned back, I saw a good measure of the horror was lifted and a softness I’d never seen from her was there in its place.

“We can leave your sisters here—”

“We’re coming,” Emma said, her voice rough with disuse but surprisingly strong as she stood and looked down at her sister and reached a hand out.

The heavenly angel looked up at the hand, then reached up and let herself be drawn to her feet. Her face was still flat, eyes still hard, but a measure of the vacancy was gone and there was anger crackling beneath her raw emotions.

“Right,” Ava said. “Madelyn will be on reload duty, pass all empty weapons to her if we’re under fire. Otherwise, it’s everyone’s responsibility to load their own. Grenades are to be thrown by Donatella or CT and no one else. Make sure your vests are on and everything is strapped down…”

As Ava calmly took charge of the pride and Dee’s sisters, Dee stepped up beside me.

“Thank you.” She meant it for more than just this decision, by the heaviness in her tone, and I nodded, unsure what to say so stayed silent.

“My sister isn’t in there,” she said, her tone flat and emotionless, belying the deep hurt she was feeling.

“I think you’re right,” I said. “And the failure is mine… If I hadn’t wasted our time going to the lab or thought I could come up with the plan alone—”

“Stop it,” Dee said. Her words were harsh, but the hand that gripped mine was warm and soft, the touch gentle. “You were right to go there, to try to learn all we could before fighting back. It’s been my
 impulsiveness that’s gotten us into trouble.”

“We both have flaws, and we both have strengths.”

“The opposite ones.” Dee chuckled, then glanced up at me, her fingers tightening on mine, and I saw she was about to speak, but some hesitancy or fear held her back.

“These women may be my pride,” I whispered for her ears alone to hear, feeling as though I stepped off a cliff without a chute. “But they love and respect you as much as they do me. From now on we go forward as one. One mind…”

Dee gasped slightly, her mind finishing the thought as I scented the finger thin thread of her hesitancy. Almost in relief, I relaxed my grip on her hand, our fingers sliding along one another’s gently as I reached up and cupped her cheek.

Dee stood there frozen as if I’d hit her with the fear scent again, those yellow eyes looking golden beneath the Egyptian sun.

“I love you, and will wait until you’re ready.”

Her lips worked soundlessly as I placed a gentle kiss on her forehead, but as I pulled back, she drew in a deep breath and a smile worked its way onto her lips. A shy smile with a hint of vulnerability in it that I’d never seen from her before.

A smile for me alone.
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 uoyed by the sudden feeling of hope, I turned to find my stepmom’s blue eyes practically glowing with pride. She pressed a heavy bag into my arms with a wink, then went back to giving orders.

The position of authority was strangely suited to Ava, who commanded respect from other women by sheer presence alone. She’d never wanted it in her previous life, often avoiding applying for management positions that came up at the plant, even when the added income would have eased our lives.

She mentioned once that she didn’t feel comfortable being in charge, but as I watched her check over Brianna’s M4 and body armor with a critical eye, I realized she might have excelled in management or even the military. It’s often those who don’t want authority who are best suited to it.

“You’re staying near me,” I said, plucking at Madge’s shoulder as she hurried past. “I want you close by when the shit hits the fan.”

“Oh, thank goodness!” the actress said in a tone that feigned great fear. “I’m about to pee my panties!”

Madelyn flashed me a grin to show she was joking, though I could scent the thin thread of her fear. She wasn’t the trembling leaf she had been a few weeks before, and I took heart that she was able to joke still.

We’d stolen two vehicles near the airport, a Land Rover and a small pickup truck. The Land Rover was in excellent shape, but the truck would hold all of us in the back. Brianna climbed behind the wheel when we were all ready, and her excitement and fear mingled with the rest of my pride’s.

Glynis and Emma huddled in the back, clutching their M4s with white-knuckled hands as Dee spoke quietly with them. Double checking that everyone was on board and ready, I slapped the cab’s roof and Brianna started the truck up.

“When we get in there, Donatella and I will lead. The rest of you find cover as soon as you can, and if you see a man or woman who is armed, don’t hesitate to put them down.”

“But the women—” Shandra began.

“Are all brainwashed,” I said, driving each word home. “Don’t let yourself forget that right now, until they’re healed, they’re our enemy, the same as an Alpha bent on raping.”

The scent of the women’s uneasiness didn’t fade, but their determination grew and I flipped the safety on my rifle as the truck careened around a pile of boulders. There wasn’t a road for Brianna to follow, but the skilled woman managed to navigate the cracked landscape without sky lining the truck, and we burst out of the boulder field a mere twenty meters from the compound’s outer walls.

My blood was up, and the walls raised in my mind as I mastered the focus I’d learned when fighting the monster. I could sense Dee preparing herself to ascend and wished there’d been time for her to learn what I had, but she hadn’t learned the trick of it yet.

The compound was a large rectangular area, surrounded on four sides by high cinderblock walls. There was a large wooden gate half up the wall facing us, with two guard towers on either side. I spotted two heads swivel through the windows of the guard towers, spying on our truck, and before either man could shout a warning, I put a bullet in one and Dee in the second.

The twin rapports echoed off the walls, and I heard a shout come from inside the compound. Turning my head, I scanned the women’s faces and saw grim determination on all of them as their hands clutched their weapons.

“I’ll clear a path,” I said, my voice loud enough to reach them over the truck bouncing along. “Ava, keep everyone together. Dee with me!”

The words had the force of command in them, though I hadn’t meant to underlay them with such deep and powerful tones, but their effect was immediate. Crouching low, I leapt into the air, feeling the truck bottom out and the steel bed buckle beneath me, but getting enough solid footing to launch myself dozens of feet into the air.

Déjà vu hit me as I flew over the high wall and the two-story building on the other side. For an instant I was transported to my dreams, where I’d felt the exact same sensation of flight.

Then it was back to reality as the streets below came into view. They were mostly empty, but three men poured from a bunker just inside from the wall. I spotted playing cards falling inside still as the third man stumbled from the sunken building and fumbled with the long-curved magazine of his AK-47.

If I’d ascended, like Dee, the rifle in my hand would have been forgotten as I rushed to meet the challenge each man represented. Instead, I was able to prioritize properly and sublimate my own ego. As Dee cried out from behind me, I ignored her challenge and fired three times in mid-flight.

Landing on a dirt road inside the walls, I ignored Dee’s angry hiss as she rushed past me and I scanned the building for more men but heard and saw nothing. The three men lay in a heap, their heads distorted in odd ways from the rounds exiting their skulls. Shouts were raised deeper in the compound, but I ignored them for now.

The gate was heavy, but once the gear boxes that held it in place were broken, it swung inward easily. By that time, Donatella had secured the square just inside. Finding a bathhouse with two men and dozens of attendants, she’d disposed of the Alphas and locked the women and boys into the facility with instructions to stay there until dark.

The rectangular compound was laid out in a grid, making it easy to sweep through the entire place. Starting at the south end, near the gate, we rolled down each street clearing buildings.

Dee took Glynis, Emma, and Shandra down one side of the street, while I lead Ava and Madelyn down the other. Brianna and Annie drove down the center of the streets, Annie scanning the rooftops and windows for shooters, but they found none.

As well-disciplined as our two fire teams were, we didn’t encounter enough resistance to test us. Dee had been right. The commanders or whoever was in charge of this place had left, or abandoned it. The men left in charge were all young Alphas who’d learned little of their powers. Everywhere we encountered the men, we found evidence they were devolving into animals more than men.

Nowhere was that more evident than in the pens.

The heat outside was stifling, but inside the long building it was suffocating. That didn’t seem to both the several hundred women strapped into the pens that filled the place. Each woman knelt on a small platform, their bulging asses sticking out all up and down the line while their gargantuan and distended breasts hung down, their bloated nipples often dribbling milk. The women’s faces were twisted with need as they rocked against the vibrating bulbs pressed to their sopping pussies.

The women looked cartoonish in their deformities, and the sight might have been somewhat amusing except for the tubes reaching down from the ceiling into their arms and necks. Different colored chemicals dripped God knew what into their veins, adding a sinister air to the happily grunting and moaning herd of women.

We found ten men rutting away at the cattle-like women, and much to the displeasure of those they were in the midst of copulating with, Dee put each of them down with her blade, taking a good deal of satisfaction from removing their heads from their shoulders. Unfortunately, the mess spooked the women, and we had to spend several hours figuring out how to calm down and deal with them.

That gave Annie the opportunity to hack her way into their systems. Every minute that passed, I grew more and more nervous as the milling crowds of women and boys grew. Glynis was actually a godsend then. The tall blonde drew every eye as she moved through the crowds, her beauty awing them.
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 fter two hours, she managed to find a small group of women who were less affected by the Pogrom than the rest.

“When we leave here, these women will be in charge,” Glynis said, after presenting herself before me. The tall woman’s fingers gripped themselves nervously and I could scent the unease she felt at pushing herself forward, but she struggled through the anxiety. “The… changed women will be cared for as best they can, but they aren’t scientists or doctors.”

“We can’t stay,” I said, letting my gaze pass over the small group of nervous women who stood behind Glynis. “But we know people who might be able to help. We’ll pass word back to them.”

“Thank you, my Lord,” one of the women said with an awkward curtsey.

The image of the gorgeous Egyptian woman curtseying before me was so outrageous I almost laughed but steeled my expression to stillness instead.

“I am not your lord, or anything else. You ladies must be in charge now.”

The group glanced from one to another, and I saw fear and worry but determination as well. My hopes for their success were few, but at least we’d given them a chance and that would let me rest easier at night.

Our drive back to the airport was more exciting than we expected. It seemed a few of the Alphas who’d escaped had driven a couple hordes into the city in an attempt to stop us, or slow us down, but ours was a deadly little group. And with rifles pointed in all directions, we mowed down the mutants when they got close, Brianna getting us back before the men could do anything to our plane.

It was dark as we took off into the Arabian sky. Glynis was a trained pilot as well, and could finally offer Dee a rest from her pilot’s duties. As the Nile River passed by outside the left windows, we huddled together around Annie’s computer as the teen told us what she’d discovered.

“I’ve been reading through chat logs and messages, and it seems something’s been discovered that has the Alphas who were in charge in a tizzy.”

“Did you see where my sisters and mother are?” Dee asked.

Annie frowned and shrugged. “I can’t be certain, but it looks like Adonis—he’s the man who’s in charge of the place we just raided—is flying to China. He’s going to meet Matthew there and some of the others to discuss this antidote.”

“Annie?” Dee asked with a frown at me.

“Yes, Adonis thinks this is the greatest threat to the New World Order they’re putting in place. But someone named Adesh thinks it could be an opportunity.”

“Where in China?” I asked.

“Some place called Shenzhen,” Annie said, pulling up a map and finding the city in the south, just over the border from Hong Kong.

“That’s where the other compound is,” I said. “Looks like we’re flying to China.”

“I’ll go let Glynis know,” Dee said, hopping to her feet and hurrying to the forward cabin.

“There are going to be hundreds if not thousands of Alphas here,” Annie warned. “It won’t be as easy as Egypt.”

“Just leave that to me,” I said, the beginnings of a plan coming to mind. “Does anyone know if Dee or her sister can fly a helicopter?”

“Glynis can,” Emma said, her voice a touch stronger than it had been before the raid. She sat in one of the chairs next to Ava, the sisters having bonded with my stepmom after she’d guided them through the intense experience.

“What are you thinking, CT?” Madelyn asked, pulling a pillow over and propping it up under her head as she lay sideways on the ground.

The gorgeous actress was relaxed and at ease. She’d grown over the past week or so. I knew her friendship with Ava had deepened into one of profound love, and she was coming to find a similar connection with the others. Especially Shandra, who was still starstruck but had come to find out they had a lot in common. If we ever found a tennis court again, I was certain the pair would disappear every day for hours at a time to play.

Surprisingly, it was Brianna and Annie that had the most effect on her. The younger women looked up to the beautiful former actress, and she’d taken that on. Ever since the pair had joined us, Madge had been something of a mentor to them, pulling each aside when they did something that annoyed another member of the pride, or when their enthusiasm got the better of them. And her asking me what I was thinking wasn’t for her benefit, I saw, but for the girls who bounced on the edge of their seats.

“Here’s what I’m thinking,” I said as Dee walked back in giving a thumbs up, signaling we were on our way.

I’d led us into a tough situation by keeping my plans to myself. By thinking I had to do everything. Almost immediately I saw the foolishness of that when Shandra pointed out a flaw in my thinking. But in seconds she and Dee had worked out a solution.

As the plane banked to the right, flying east toward the rising sun, I discovered how enjoyable collaboration could be. We stayed up long into the night planning. It should have been a stressful and tense time, but instead it was the most relaxed and comfortable I’d been in weeks.

Once the plans were settled, Madelyn broke out a couple bottles of bubbly she’d stolen from somewhere, and the ladies broke out glasses. Emma didn’t drink, preferring to sit in the back corner and observe quietly, and Dee sat with her, the two speaking softly.

With Glynis up front and the two sisters hidden in the shadows of the back of the cabin, they soon slipped from the minds of my drunken pride. I thought we’d go over the plan again to iron out all the details, but Shandra and Madelyn had other ideas.

One of the women put music on their phone and played a catchy dance tune that had the rest up and moving to the beat. I’d never been much of a dancer, but Brianna pulled me to my feet and I found myself joining in.

Brianna it turned out was a phenomenal dancer. Her slender body swayed to the beat and her feet would fly into series of complex steps in time with the music that Annie tried to mimic, much to everyone’s amusement. Ava also moved with delicious grace as she pulled me into the center of their circle.

The alcohol hadn’t affected me, but the heady aroma of my pride’s desire as they pressed and swayed against me had its own intoxicating effects. Our cheerful dancing quickly devolved into grinding and groping as one set of lips after another found mine. Hands fumbled at my waist, and I couldn’t even be sure who it was as my own hands wandered under shirts and blouses.

“Brianna and Annie haven’t been bred yet,” Ava purred in my ear as her hot fingers slipped into the waistband of my pants and gripped my hardening cock. “Do it here… please.”

Brianna whimpered as Shandra and Madelyn pulled her tight jeans down just below her ass. The firm pale cheeks brought a growl of desire to the back of my throat and an ache in my balls when the scent of her desire filled the air. Ava pulled my dick from my pants, and biting her bottom lip, she pressed the fat head into the younger woman’s sex, one hand on my ass, urging me forward.

My hands reached down to grip her tiny waist as I drove home. Words of encouragement joined Brianna’s cry of pleasure as Shandra and Madalyn urged her on. I took the young woman with powerful thrusts as we stood there in the middle of the plane. Ava hissed in pleasure as Annie stepped up behind her. The eighteen-year-old’s shy kisses and nervous fingers found my stepmom’s most tender places. The pair of them peeled off, tumbling onto a couch as I hunched over the tiny woman’s little body.

“Yess! Take me! Fuck me like a bitch!”

The small woman and I fell onto our hands and knees on the carpet as my weight pressed her down, my dick hard as steel and the hunger inside me to flood her womb growing more desperate by the second. Brianna’s tightness cinched down around my cock, and her strong hands gripped my arm like it was a lifeline as she shuddered beneath me in bliss.

My own balls were tightening, but I wasn’t prepared for the warm hand that slipped between my legs, caressing them, or the hot tongue that slid along my shaft and teased Brianna’s pussy. Glancing down, I hadn’t realized in my desperate need that Madge lay beneath us, and Shandra crouched behind me and between the girl’s splayed legs.

“Soo big! He… just… swelled ohhh my God I can fuuuuuuck baby!”

Brianna’s body locked up as my seed flooded her womb, and I saw her dark blue eyes roll back into her skull as the powerful orgasm wracked her body. My own knees shook as I released her, the beast within purring in contentment, and I knew the job had been done.

“Ohhh damn.” I sighed, glancing down to see Madge, running a gentle hand down my cum-slick cock as it dragged across her face.

Turning, she latched her thick lips onto the head and sucked it into her mouth. Those gorgeous eyes of hers flashed in a delighted grin as she sucked Brianna’s and my mingled cum from it. Shandra pressed herself to my back, and I hissed again when I felt her warm, naked skin and the hard little points of her nipples dig into my back.

“You aren’t done yet, my gorgeous lover,” the good doctor purred into my ear, her lips hot on my neck.

Turning my head with one hand as her friend sucked me clean, I groaned in pleasure at the sight before me. My stepmom had peeled the busty redhead out of her clothing and was now entwined with her on the couch. Their naked bodies were pressed together, massive breasts squeezing out to the sides as they made out.
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T
 he teen was entranced with Ava’s body, and I could tell my stepmom’s delicious kisses had trapped her attention. Ava meanwhile lay on the bottom, her legs between the younger woman’s thighs and when she spread them, raising her knees, the girl’s pussy was presented on perfect display.

Madge released my dick with an audible pop, and the two MILFs pressed in at my sides as I slipped over to the couch. Annie let out a groan of surprised delight as the fat head of my cock pressed against her tight lips. The girl’s wetness oozed out, coating my dick as it stretched her out.

Alternating between kissing Madelyn and Shandra, I let my hands wander over Annie’s curvy body as I took her with slow, powerful strokes. The moonlight shone in through the windows beside us, but I couldn’t focus on anything outside of the circle of my arms.

Soon Annie was driving back into me as hard as I thrust, and my hands fell to her waist where my fingers sank into the hollows at her hips. With a growl of determination, I fucked the girl like a wild beast, rising up and driving down into her tightness until she sprayed her juices all over Ava beneath her.

By the time I flooded her womb, Annie was babbling incoherently, her body wracked with shivers as yet another orgasm swept through her.

“It is done,” I panted, knees shaky as I stepped back.

Annie slumped to the side and gentle hands helped me back down to the ground where I was swarmed by three beautiful MILFs. Hands, lips, and tongues were all over my body, touching, caressing, and massaging. I’d never felt such utter bliss as when the three ran gentle tongues up and down my stiffening cock, cleaning it as they teased it hard.

Ava rode me first. My stepmom had never looked more gorgeous than then. Her dark hair fell in loose curls that bounced over one shoulder as her massive breasts swayed with each rise and fall of her hips. Our recent adventures had tightened her waist and thighs, putting a touch of definition to her shoulders. She looked gorgeous as she rode me. Like a wild mustang running free, her body undulated atop me.

Madelyn pulled me toward her next. Her wide mouth twisted into a hungry grin as her heels pulled me between her thighs, and she let loose a howl of pleasure as I began rutting away. The woman delighted in being the center of attention, and her new sisters crowded in close, watching in awe as the actress put on a showstopping performance.

Shandra was almost desperate by the time she crawled into my lap. The sun was just beginning to rise out the right side of the plane, and the golden rays highlighted the dark-skinned woman’s slender beauty as she released my cock from her hungry lips and slipped her thighs to either side of my hips.

As Ava and Annie cuddled on one side of us and Madge and Brianna on the other, Shandra rode me with deliberate slowness, teasing out our pleasure as she held me close. Our fingers traced each other’s skin lightly, and I was lost beneath the curtain of her dark hair as my orgasm finally overtook me.

I found myself drifting off there on the couch, with Shandra’s legs draped over me, entwined with Ava’s. Just before sleep stole me under, I felt yellow eyes on me and turned to see them glowing with an inner golden light as they reflected predawn colors. Instead of the frown of disapproval I thought to find, Dee had a small smile on her lips as she held her sleeping sister in one arm. Her other arm was hidden beneath the tall woman, but the air was scented with a spice that set my heart beating anew.

We sat there staring at one another as the sun rose and the plane angled down for its descent. Even as the women began to stir into wakefulness around us, I found myself unwilling to release that golden gaze. The depths of our unspoken communication only seemed to grow by the second, but eventually our extended moment was interrupted by Annie’s shout that she could see the lights of the Shenzhen compound.

We all moved over to the side of the plane and gazed out at the massive circular complex. In the center of a sea of darkness only faintly lit by the morning light was a series of concentric rings lit with powerful lights. There were other lights on in buildings within the compound, but those floodlights illuminated wide boulevards of newly paved street.

The entire compound had an orderly feel to it. Even from a distance, it was clear this place was much more organized and structured than any of the others we’d seen. Instead of dorm-like buildings, there was a forest of high-rise apartment buildings filling an inner ring, along with a massive arena built into the center of the circle.

It was the outer rings that intrigued me, for one seemed to be all defense, while the others held factories, refineries, and all manner of industry. This was the first time I’d seen one of the Alpha compounds actually planning for the future.

I knew our plane would be spotted from below, and there was too much risk being in the air, but there wasn’t an airport nearby. Circling out to sea, we put down on the southern tip of the Hong Kong islands. The morning sun illuminated the airport, and we found the area blessedly free of mutants.

We hadn’t been on the ground twenty minutes before the sound of a helicopter approaching sent us scurrying for shelter within one of the many buildings surrounding the area.

“You all have your orders,” I said, scanning the group as we shouldered our packs. “Don’t forget the flares, and make sure you stay out of the way.”

“We got it CT.” Madelyn said with a reassuring smile as she gripped my hand. “Don’t worry about us. You just make sure you come back to us, okay?”

“I will,” I said, looking around and meeting every pair of eyes for a long moment. “Dee?”

The silver-haired young woman nodded and gave her sisters each a quick hug, then Ava. The three would be leading a three-pronged assault and carrying their special packages as deep into the compound as possible before signaling for rescue. At which point Donatella and I had better be finished with our task of finding and rescuing her family, or else we’d lose our chance to escape without thousands chasing after us.

“Here,” Dee said, pulling off her pack and reaching within for something. “I’ve been carrying this for a while but… I think you should wear it.”

I frowned at the white leather jacket and accepted it from her. Glynis and Annie gasped when they saw the coat, and I scented their recognition of it. The leather was supple and well-worn, but thick. In fact, there were several slashes and cuts in the dense material that didn’t go all the way through.

“It was my grandfather’s,” Dee said, her cheeks heating and her yellow eyes glowing again with that faint inner light as she looked down at her feet. “He would want you to have it.”

“Thank you,” I said, slipping the jacket on solemnly.

It was far heavier than I’d first guessed, but fit well. Ava threw her arms around me, as did Madge and Shandra, their arms so tight my ribs creaked before they finally let me go. Madge wiped a tear from one eye and Shandra did as well, but Ava’s eyes shone with pride and confidence.

“C.T. there are a few videos I think you should watch. I found them on the servers—” Annie cut off when I held up a hand and pulled her into a hug with Brianna.

I could scent the girl’s overwhelming fear for me and Dee, but she kept trying to bring up the video she’d found. Finally, I kissed them both on the top of the head.

“You keep my mother safe, Annie, and Brianna, you drive like the wind itself, okay?”

“We will,” the brunette said, sniffing as she grinned with nervous excitement.

Annie wanted to speak again, but I was already turning to go. The girl would delay us as much as possible, but there could be no more delays. The sound of the helicopter setting down near our plane was clear, and I offered them all one final nod before hooking a finger at Dee.
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“The fools have let their petty greed and corrupt desires blind them to the world we could create.” The voice drifted out from a small dark room whose narrow opening let out into a dingy alleyway.

“We owe it to Master Williams and the vision he once gave us of a perfect world to see this through,” the voice continued. Matthew’s smooth, deep voice was easy to make out, so was the heavy Russian accent of Sasha as he spoke up next.

“There are a pair of pop stars I want to add to my pride before we proceed. Can it wait six months? They’re impossible to trap alone.”

“Why isn’t your Breeding Pogrom set up yet?” Shen asked, “Mine has been up and running for a year now! Just have the boys kidnapped and brainwashed. Sorry, ‘reprogrammed.’ Adesh’s system is quite efficacious.”

“Russian women are too hardy for reprogramming,” Sasha said, and from the clink of glass on glass and the sound of liquid, someone was refilling more than one glass.

“I have a pale-haired pair of sisters from St. Petersburg,” Morty's voice spoke up, followed by a harsh gasp as if he’d sipped too much vodka or scotch. “They… cough… huh… they’re just as pliant as the rest.”

“Sasha likes the smell of eager… earthy, and real.” The deep voice must have been that of Adonis. The change from what he’d sounded like as a boy was shocking. “We have no need of Adesh’s system in Arabia. We train our women from birth to accept men of strength.”

“You mean your holy book teaches them about harems,” grumbled Adesh.

“Prophets are worshipped by all, in their own way.” Adonis laughed, and the sound of glasses clinking could be heard before he took a deep drink and let out a pleased sigh.

“Adesh, you will help our friend from Kiev out?” Matthew asked.

“It will be done. But my Pogrom is in full swing and the local authorities grow suspicious. If we don’t proceed with the plan soon, I’ll need to make adjustments.”

“No need for that, my friend,” Morty said in his cultured accent. “You just keep those delicious delights coming, and I can guarantee the plan will go off without a hitch. The Crown is in disarray, and their military’s dealing with the abdication. No one’s watching the arsenal and those feckless droogies Matthew found are switching out the warheads as we speak.”

“And your promise to me, Matthew?” Shen asked, the young man’s tone suddenly harsh. “I will have what is mine.”

“Emma will be at the compound with the rest,” Matthew said. “She’ll be delivered. You have my word… She isn’t past breeding age, but those eggs must be old and stale… what use could you have for her?”

“Same thing he did with the cheerleaders from Penn State!” Fredrick chortled, but none of the others joined in and Shen spoke with resolve.

“My people will know she was the bride of an emperor, a God amongst men. When they see her calling me emperor, see her doing my bidding without question… Then my rule will be absolute.”

There was a long silence after that before someone swore, soft and sharp.

“That’s bloody brilliant, Shen… Hey Matthew, give me one of those girls, too.”

“Comrade, it is good plan, yes?”

“It is,” Matthew said, his tone careful. “Then head back home and finish your preparations. We are all in agreement on what needs to be done and… Once the plan is in motion, the Treasures will be distributed.”

Several glasses pushed across a table, followed by the sound of a steel cap screwing on a glass bottle. The dark opening in the short hallway lit with the buttery glow of a dim bulb. A rectangle of light fell across the litter-strewn alley floor and the brick wall of the opposite building before a hulking shadow crossed it, followed by five others, all six silently slipping away in different directions.



We raced down the street, careful to make as much noise and commotion as possible to draw off any would-be captors. Shouts erupted from the airfield when we were spotted soaring through the air, and I saw men scramble for the helicopter. Dee and I shared grins of triumph and took off together, losing ourselves in the skyscraper forest of Hong Kong.

A second helicopter joined the first an hour later, and we were sure to give them enough of a glimpse to keep the pursuit close. We made our way north and east along the island until we hit a bridge heading over to the mainland. Dee hot-wired a sports car, and we raced across with her behind the wheel and me scanning the sky with my rifle.

Our pursuers kept pace, but we were able to lose them on the mainland side. We’d managed to keep them off Ava and the rest while they headed north, and from the clear skies over there, it looked like they’d made it through.

It took several hours to make our way to the border, Hong Kong being larger than it appeared on the map. The city was also a chaotic warren in places, making us rely on our senses to find our way through.

Finally, we forded the small river between nation states and hopped the fence. I half expected soldiers to swarm us, but the massive city was deathly silent. The streets, which had housed millions of cars just a month before, now stood empty and deserted.

I checked the time and signaled Dee over to where I stood in the shadow of a tall apartment building.

“We need to kill five hours while Ava and the others get things in place. I was thinking‍‍‍—‍”

Dee’s yellow eyes glowed with that odd, inner light as she stepped up to me. I hadn’t been ready for it, and so stood frozen in place as her lips met mine. Half a second was all it took for her lips to awaken my passion and love.

“What were you thinking?” she asked with a mischievous twinkle in her eyes as she stepped back, drawing me after her.

“I…”

“That’s what I thought.” She flashed an impish smile and pushed open the front doors of the tall apartment building. “We’ve got five hours, Courtney… can you think of anything we might do to… kill time?”

“You’re serious?” I asked. “Now?”

“Don’t make me ask twice,” she said with an adorable blush, her fingers twisting in the sleeve of my jacket.

We left a trail of clothing and weapons across the apartment floor after kicking in the door. I felt like a kid again as the butterflies swirled in my guts and my fingers trembled on Donatella’s ivory skin. The one reassurance I had was that the young Alpha woman’s scent was as nervous and awkward as I felt, but threading through it all was that intriguing new scent, growing stronger by the second as our hands fumbled free each other’s clothing.

I’d dreamed of this moment so many times over the past couple weeks, but now that it was happening, everything seemed to be going too fast. When the heavy clink of our belts hit the floor, I paused beside the bare mattress and tilted Dee’s face up so I could look down into her glowing eyes.

“You’re so gorgeous,” I breathed. “There aren’t words to describe how beautiful you are.”

“You know that stuff doesn’t matter,” Dee whispered. The pale sunlight glinted off the silver stitching of her sports bra. “But what you’ve done with those women… What you’ve done for me… I will love you to the ends of the earth for that.”

My head soared into the heavens above when our lips met. Something about the delicate touch heightened the emotions and sensations.

The apartment was barren save some basic furniture and a bare-bones kitchen. The mattress was bare of sheets and narrower than a single, but it was more than enough as I lay Donatella down gently.

My stepmom and the rest were right now putting their lives on the line, out there in the sprawl surrounding the Alpha compound, and I still worried about them, but the fear was faint. There was nothing we could do for now, and the heavenly creature drawing me down atop her pushed all other thoughts from my mind.

“I’ve never…”

“I know,” I breathed, grinning at the girl’s shy blush.

Slipping an arm beneath the small of her back, I lifted her up and against me, my fingers feeling at the two dimples just above her perfect rear while my lips trailed fire down her chest. She growled from the back of her throat, and I grinned as I looked up to see Dee yank her sports bra over her head as she offered up her firm breasts to my hungry gaze.

The firm mounds of flesh were capped in puffy, silvery areolae and firm little nipples. After staring for a long second, I met her shy gaze with a grin and planted a gentle kiss on first one, then the other.

“Ohhh, C,” Donatella moaned, her voice drowned out by the sounds of helicopters circling above.

Even the sounds of our enemies closing in couldn’t bring me out of that perfect moment. Her skin was baby soft and smooth, not that I had any reference, and she responded to the slightest touch of fingers or lips.

She lifted her slender hips when I pulled down her panties, and the second I had a full whiff of her scent, the beast within surged forward and clawed for control. The woman awoke every primal instinct within me, and they all shouted that she was perfection.

My will was stronger than instinct. But after a drawn-out moment where her eyes registered a nervous excitement as she witnessed the beast rising within me, awe replaced her nervousness as I mastered the beast. She parted her lips to speak, but the words came out as a sharp hiss of pleasure as I pressed my hungry mouth to her sex.

I’d never tasted anything half as delicious and soul warming as the Alpha girl beneath me. I felt her strong fingers slip into my hair, her gasps and whimpers growing as she guided my tongue to her tiny clit and tilted back so she could meet my eyes.

“What… what’s… thisssss oh God baby I’m going to… Ngh!”

I knew what had so shocked her, because at first it had shocked me, but it only made sense that the fledgling bond forged between us on that ill-fated car ride would deepen now. A part of me smiled in chagrin. One second I was so proud of myself for sublimating my own instincts, only to find out that a deeper instinct had been guiding me the whole time.

As Donatella shuddered beneath me and her thighs squeezed tight around my head, I tasted the center of her being and felt a part of her soul sink down into me.

Steel-strong fingers hauled me up, and the girl’s strong legs pulled me between her thighs as her fingers fumbled at the waistband of my underwear. Neither of us could form coherent speech as nature took over.

My hands gripped her body close, and she mine, as we became one.

The feeling of being inside her was unlike anything I’d experienced. I couldn’t tell where I ended, and she began, and no matter how I moved, she was in perfect sync. Our bodies’ rhythms were in sync on a spiritual level, and my eyes flashed open to gaze down at where we were joined.

In the dark room, I noticed something odd as I watched my cock diving into the girl’s tight sex. I could see into the dark shadows between our bodies by a dim blue light, and not the expanding of my pupils. Gentle fingers tilted my head up, and as I met Donatella’s glowing yellow eyes, we were surrounded by a purple glow.
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T
 he hairs on my arms stood on end, and I could feel something powerful and primal growing between us with every thrust and undulation of flesh against flesh. Our bodies moved as one, and so too did our spirits. I felt my own instincts shift and change as we drew closer to one another, or perhaps to one being.

The pleasure was so intense with every thrust that neither of us was prepared when our twin orgasms hit. The lights winked out, and the world grew still as the bridge between our souls was completed.

Our foreheads touched, and the world awoke once more, brighter, more hopeful, and changed in some imperceptible way from what it had been mere minutes before. I opened my mouth to say I wasn’t sure, but feeling like something needed to be said.

Donatella had her own ideas about what needed to be done and with a quiet growl and a shift of her hips, I was flipped onto my back on the narrow bed. Her strength and speed shocked me, and I realized she was employing my willpower trick as if she’d been doing it forever. She flashed a delighted smile at my surprise, and this time it was my turn to whimper in pleasure as her hips undulated.

My still firm cock had never slipped from her tightness and she took advantage of that, riding me with an unearthly grace, back arched and firm round breasts on display as she bit her bottom lip and took her pleasure from me. I was witness to the young Alpha’s sexual awakening right there as she sought out every angle and erogenous zone.

“You fill me… perfectly.” Those lambent yellow eyes flashed open and met mine with a wondrous grin growing on her lips.

“You are perfection,” I breathed, unable to pull my eyes away from the lines of her face or the supple curves of her body.

I could have stared at her forever, but neither of us could spend so long with our naked flesh parted. Pulling her against me, I let my hands wander down her strong back to cup and grip the firm globes of her ass. As she rode me with ever greater need, I thrust up into her pussy with powerful thrusts.

Once again, the world froze as our pleasure crested, only this time we were both aware of my seed flooding her womb. I watched those gorgeous yellow eyes flash and then dim as the pupils swelled, and then all focus left me as her lips met mine.

We lost ourselves in one another’s embrace for an hour of stolen bliss, and when we finally lay, sweaty and sated, our limbs interlocked, there were no words that needed to be said. We’d confessed everything in the act and felt both vulnerable and protected.

“They’ll be nearing the compound soon,” Dee murmured as her fingertips traced patterns on the back of the hand resting on her hip.

“Mhmm,” I murmured, knowing this stolen moment would pass soon and loath to release it, but feeling the weight of responsibility settling heavily upon me. “Dee… if we don’t get them out—”

She pressed a finger to my lips and sat up on one elbow, looking down into my eyes. She shook her head and smiled with such supreme confidence I fell silent. The nagging worries and fear that clung to the back of my mind were wiped away, and I felt a measure of Dee’s confidence buttress my own as she took on my worries.

“It’s a good plan…” she said. “Maybe a messy one… but I have faith in us
 to get my family out of there.” Rising to her feet, she reached down a hand for me, but I took the opportunity to take in the sight of naked perfection one last time. “We’re one now, Courtney Tanvers, and there’s nothing we can’t do together.”

“Please don’t tell me you’re going to use that name from now on,” I said with a groan as I stood up and grabbed my jeans.

“It’s your name, isn’t it? And maybe no Courtneys survived? You could take the stigma off it.”

“You admit there’s stigma, but insist on using it,” I grumbled as I pulled on the white leather jacket and frowned. “You see where my shirt went?”

“There’s a piece there.” She pointed to a tiny scrap of white cloth, then to another. “And there, and over there. I might have gotten a little carried away.”

Try as I might, I couldn’t hide the grin growing on my face as we pulled our things on. I could feel the thin veil of brusque comradery masking the young woman’s genuine awe at the throbbing connection between us.

With the rest of my pride, it was little more than a vague sense of their presence and well-being. This felt like something alive.

“We can get into position early,” Dee said as she strapped her sword in place. “I’d like to make sure the…” She turned to me and lost the brusqueness as a slow smile spread on her lips. “I can feel them too… Ava, Madge…”

“It feels like home, doesn’t it?” I said, though the words were unnecessary. I could feel her echoing my own sentiments.

Our determination solidified as one and we abandoned the little apartment. If we survived the coming conflagration, neither of us would forget our stolen time together.
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 CENE SEVEN




The scene began in darkness before peeling back to reveal a small wooden cabin. There was a single entrance and two doorways leading to bedrooms, as well as a small kitchen with two wooden chairs and a table.

Other than the basic essentials, the cabin was bare. The only sign that it was occupied was the pair of leather moccasins sitting near the door. Flashes of light and the sound of explosions came from outside, the chaos growing closer and closer to the door each second until with a blinding flash of light the scene dissolved for a second.

When the image reformed, much of the cabin was destroyed—logs tumbled down, boards splintered, and the walls sagged. Something shifted in the debris as an arm reached through the broken boards, the hand coated in blood as it hauled the massive body free.

The man who emerged was white-haired and tired-looking. His arms and shoulders looked like those of a man decades his junior, but as he pulled himself free, it was clear he was Dean Williams, though much aged.

“We gave you every chance to join our cause!” screamed a voice that shook with anger.

A tall redheaded man emerged from the smoke, his eyes burning in the darkness with a kind of madness. His lips pulled back from his teeth in a rictus snarl as he stalked forward, hands curled like claws. Behind him emerged six young men, their forms familiar if not the dangerous red glow in their eyes as the dark smoke parted.

“End him, Comrade,” Sasha said with a sneer for the old man as he struggled to his feet, one leg torn and bloody, the flesh hanging from the bone in a mangled sheet that dripped surprisingly little blood. “Our Master isn’t what he once was… He’s become soft, like the women and beta-cucks.”

“You… boys…” Dean groaned out as he leveraged himself up against the slumped wall. “Have let baser instincts rule you… Forgot what I tried to teach—”

Morty leapt forward and swung a heavy cane at the old man’s head as he screamed in anger, “Teach us? Teach us to be tools and weaklings is all you did, old man!”

Dean caught the cane when it swung for his head. After trying to tear it from the old man’s hand and failing, the man let out a curse and let go of the weapon and grabbed a pistol stuffed in Adonis’s waistband. The others watched as the slender man snapped off six quick rounds at the old man, yelling in anger as he did.

Dean moved like an eel, faster than the eye could follow, and avoided four of the bullets. But his twisting couldn’t avoid the final two, and the impact threw him into the sagging wall with a wet smack.

“Annie,” Dean whispered, his eyes rising to the heavens. “I’m coming home to you and Darla…”

“Shut up, you fool,” Fredrick said, and with an expression that seemed almost painful, he yanked a dagger from his boot and stabbed it into the old man’s barrel chest, right in the heart.

Dean wheezed out a gentle sigh, sagging into the small crack at the foot of the wall, but his fingers still scrambled, and the knife rose and fell gently as breath wheezed in and out of his lungs.

“The old fucker’s still alive?!” Morty asked, snatching his cane from Dean’s weak fingers so quickly it looked like he feared being scalded.

“Forget him,” Matthew said, turning his back on the old man deliberately and facing the others. The young man’s expression was hard, but his eyes were red and raw with emotion that he struggled to keep out of his voice. “Master Williams sealed his fate when he chose to oppose us. Adesh, have you secured all the Treasures?”

“Not all,” the dark-eyed young man said with a frown. “One of the girls escaped. The annoying one… what’s her name?”

“Donatella,” Adonis said as he licked his lips. “Shame… that one was growing up into a fine filly.”

“None of that matters,” Matthew said with a frown for the wheezing breath behind him. “The wheels are in motion now. It will be days before anyone knows of this attack, and our raid on the compound and these next days will be critical. Shen, what is our status?”

“The UK and Hong Kong authorities remain oblivious to my people’s movements.” The slender young man spoke with calm authority, unlike Matthew. He seemed more in control, and his mind far sharper. As he spoke, it was clear the others deferred to him as much as Matthew. “With the Weiger crisis consuming the media, both internal and external, my ‘revitalization’ efforts in Shenzhen have proceeded ahead of schedule. Currently, my Pogrom boasts over three hundred thousand graduates, and my Alpha Command has identified more than two thousand potential Alphas.”

There were a few whistles around the circle. All except for Morty, who knelt with a cruel expression on his face and yanked the blade out, the corpse giving a jerk and impossibly letting out a low moan when the young Brit drove the blade back home into the old man’s guts.

“You’re a genius, Shen,” Morty said, grinning up from where he crouched.

“I’ve just been able to leverage my country's centralized control mechanisms to aid our endeavor. I will need Tom Redding soon, though. The Communist Party officials I swayed to our cause have grown up with stories of…” The shorter man gave an involuntary shiver and carefully avoided looking at the man bleeding out. Most of the others showed signs of guilt as well—all but Morty, who looked ready to stab him again—and began edging away from the pool of blood as they spoke.

“We get it,” Adonis said. “It same in Egypt. Man who brought peace between Israeli and Palestinian in secret… They know the stories.”

“This will be the last time we see each other unless there’s a major crisis,” Matthew said to the others as he cast one final frown over his shoulder at the destroyed cabin. “Thank you, brothers, for joining me in this. I didn’t want to have to do it…”

“Yeah, you did,” Morty said with a snicker. “The old fuck was sooooo full of himself. Priggish wanker.”

He went to step over and kick the corpse, but Fredrick grabbed his shoulder and instead handed him a sloshing bottle with a rag sticking in it and a lighter.

“Bless your heart, you lovely soul,” Morty said with a grin. “Unless anyone else wants to do the honors?”

“Do it,” Matthew said, and the group all turned to watch, most with grim expressions as the bottle arched out, trailing flames, to explode on the dry wood. They stayed for several long minutes, watching as the fire ate at the entire cabin before slipping away to let it rage.

In their haste to leave, none seemed to notice the crack at the base of the wall, or the smear of blood trailing away from it, into the heart of the forest.



It took mere minutes to locate two suitable motorcycles. The streets were lined with bikes of all types. Most were the small commuter motorbikes that seemed common through the city, but many were higher performance machines.

Two minutes to hot-wire and make sure the tanks had enough fuel, then we were screaming down the empty streets of Shenzhen with glittering skyscrapers towering above us. We rode as one, both crouched over twin Ducatis in red and yellow.

The city flew past with breathtaking speed, but the bikes moved beneath us as one, and for long minutes it felt like I was flying, mere feet above the ground. Then we reached the industrial outskirts of the city and began weaving our way north and west toward the compound.

A trip that might have taken two hours with city traffic took less than fifteen minutes with empty streets and two Alphas behind the wheels. We zipped out of the city center and through large districts of massive apartment buildings.

For such a massive city, it was eerie to see and hear nothing but a relief as well. As we neared an industrial district, I spotted the telltale dust cloud rising ahead of us, and Dee signaled she was going ahead. Our eyes met one last time, and I prayed to God that she would be safe as I turned onto a freeway on-ramp.

I’d mapped out my route the night before, memorizing all the major freeways and roadways in Shenzhen. Finding my way through the streets on ground level was an entirely different challenge from memory, but the glittering towers of the compound’s newly constructed buildings made it easy to check my location.

The five-lane freeway curled to the north and east, skirting the compound’s outer ring, and I spotted the second cloud coming down from the north.

Ava and Madge were right on time, and I gunned the engine, feeling the g-forces push me back into the seat as the bike took off beneath me. The speedometer climbed past 150 with ease, and I felt a thrill of adrenaline as I shifted, and the engine only throbbed all the more powerful.

At 200 miles per hour, I flew around the compound and was nearing the tall northern walls when green smoke rose near a small hill a half-mile off. The construction all throughout Hong Kong and at least this part of China avoided all the high points, the hilltops and places of high elevation.

The short hill I raced toward was covered in dense greenery, and frustratingly the roads were fenced on either side in this district, making it difficult to weave my way to the smoke. In the end, I rode straight off the side of an elevated walkway and jumped two fences, landing in an alleyway on the other side and racing out onto the opposite street.

There I spotted half of my pride and heart sitting in a convertible.

“CT!” Ava shouted, racing over and throwing her arms around me as I reached her.

Madge was a second behind her, and Annie behind her, as I staggered beneath their weight.

“Thank God you’re safe!”

“How did it go?” I asked, my arms trying to hold the three as close as I could while I scanned the surrounding buildings and rooftops with worry. “How close are they?”

“Just a few minutes behind,” Annie said, and turning, she hurried back to the car to snatch something pink and frilly from the antennae. “I’ll get them, one second!”

“You finally did it,” Ava said, her tone oddly pleased and happy given the intensity of the situation.

“He did?” Madge asked. “How do you know?!”

“We don’t have time for this,” I said, kissing each quickly and pushing them toward the yellow sports car. “Make sure you get to safety and remember the signal to watch for us on.”

“You
 make sure you stay safe,” Ava said, poking me so hard in the chest I reached up to rub the painful spot. “Get in, grab Dee’s family, and get out. Just like the plan says.”

I nodded and went to go, but I couldn’t part without one last kiss from each. Then I hopped on the bike and gunned it past Annie, snatching the pink panties out of her hands as I passed.

“Good luck!” Annie called after me.

The ground beneath my feet trembled with vibrations so faint most might not pick them up, but the scent of stale sweat and excrement was impossible to miss. Clutching the panties in one hand and letting them flap in the wind as I rode along, I caught the occasional whiff of Brianna from before our bonding.

The first Balphas nearly swarmed over me as they came racing around a building’s corner. In their madness to get at the unbred and unbonded female whose scent had driven them wild, they climbed buildings, through windows and torn-down doors, filling the street in a heartbeat.

Ditching the bike, I melted into the beast, walling out the world and feeling the thrill of power surge through my limbs. In a mighty leap, I reached the roof of a three-story building and headed toward the compound’s walls with an army of millions charging at my back.

I could see the wall guards’ faces from far off, and their confusion shifted to fear and then panic quickly once they saw the wall of ravenous Balphas charging toward them. A few brave souls grabbed the small Type 95 automatic rifles hanging at their sides and stood their ground, but the bulk turned and fled.

Steel doors slammed shut over basements and storage rooms as soldiers crowded inside when I came flying over the wall. A few rifles popped off, their rounds ricocheting off the buildings around me, but I paid them little notice as I ran on. I was moving fast and cutting side to side in sharp angles, but it was the hairs on the back of my arms that let me know I was in little danger.

The couple times the mutants had drawn close to me, I’d sensed the danger of falling prey to the mindless horde. In seconds they could swarm me and by sheer weight of numbers, if nothing else, take me down.

As I reached the roof of a tall barracks building and gazed back behind me, I felt a moment of regret for the destruction being wrought because of my plans. Tens of thousands of mutants were pouring over the walls and through broken gates. Large motor pools were engulfed in flames as fuel canisters were overturned and caught fire, and an electrical substation let out a high-pitched whine before a concussive detonation sent a small mushroom cloud into the sky.

The Balphas poured into the outer ring of the compound, and I saw the bulk heading straight for a massive arena set up in the second ring.

Cursing myself, I raced on, my nose ever on the lookout for the complex aroma of Dee’s kin as I angled toward the open-roofed arena. The structure had been empty in the satellite images we’d scouted, but as I neared it, the high hum of thousands of female voices could be heard.

My legs carried me down a wide street, rapidly emptying as workers and young Alphas ran for safety, their confusion and fear thick upon the air. Turning down a short alley, I popped out into a wide boulevard filled with dozens of nervous security forces.

I’d noticed mundane men on the walls, but seeing such a large group was a shock. When they saw a tall, pale-skinned Alpha run into their midst, their relief was palpable. Then they noticed my clothing and weapons and raised theirs in challenge.

Perhaps I should have offered words of peace or sought common ground, but that just wasn’t in my nature anymore. Instead, I rose to my full height and let loose a roar from the very center of my being, meeting them challenge for challenge.

Three dozen rifles clattered to the concrete, and the air filled with the scent of urine, fear, and shame.

When I snatched the blond man with the captain’s bars on one arm up, he raised his other arm weakly to fend me off, not bothering to use the pistol at his side as fear scrambled his training and instincts.

“What do you have in there?” I shouted, pointing at the arena.

“Master…?” the man asked, his face twisted in confusion as he continued to flinch at my every little movement.

Turning to the rest of the cowering men, I glared, and one brave soul offered, “The women and girls Chairman Shen and the Council collected are all being experimented on or something.”

“Enhanced, or so Alpha Farang said!” offered another one before ducking down to avoid my glower.

“There are ten million mutants about to overrun this place any second. Any chance it can be sealed, and those women protected?”

The men stared at one another for a long second, then the sound of screams and the thunder of many feet reached them as the Balphas approached the second ring.

“They built it to keep them in…” the first man said with a frown.

“It can!” gasped the captain. His hands had been scrambling at my wrist but so weakly I hadn’t noticed, but now I released him. After a quick gasp, he continued while backing away from me. “Except for the main gate… It’s all sealed on the outside.”

“GO!”

My voice was layered with deep vibrations of command as the word thundered out. The men, enemies until a second before, scrambled to obey the order.
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I
 didn’t stick around to make sure they followed through because a whiff of familiar fear reached me then. It only took one glance to see which direction it was coming from, and then I was off, my feet pounding the pavement as my own fear ramped up.

The plan had always been reckless, but it had been the only way to break the back of a place already so organized and populated. Of course, there would be injuries and casualties, but I was banking on the biggest outcome being chaos. The appearance of another fear-spreading monster would put an end to my hope of a low body count.

A roar rose from near the center of the ring, so great and terrible that it could only be from the monster. Unfortunately, it was coming from near the same location I was supposed to sync up with Dee, near the tall glass tower at the center of the compound. My fear ratcheted up, and it had nothing to do with the scent of the wind.

Strength flooded my limbs as I launched myself forward with great leaping bounds. The streets were blessedly empty, but a long building filled with low mooing
 sent a shiver down my spine. Those voices sounded far too similar to what we’d found in Egypt. If that had been all I found, it would have been enough, but I’d found evidence of dozens of horrifying experiments.

There was no time to stop and help the poor creatures trapped in cages and strapped to exam tables, nor the women and men crucified against walls as strangely colored concoctions filled their veins. But their piteous cries followed me into the heart of the compound, adding fuel to the fire of my anger.

Fires raged all around, and the sky was rapidly filling with black smoke. Dense clouds swirled and billowed all around the outer ring now, the red glow of their fires creeping ever closer toward the center.

A short leap took me to the roof of a short building, and I got an angle in the inner ring. There were large apartment and office buildings, but the central area was dominated by a massive glass tower that was surrounded by sculpted gardens and a large square of basketball courts.

The first thing I noticed was not one, but two bulbous shapes had a small silver-haired woman pinned against one of the apartment buildings while a helicopter got up to speed on the basketball courts. A small crew of guards stood around the helicopter, nervously handling their machine guns as they scanned their surroundings.

I was spotted as I leapt from the roof to the top of a wall, then down to the street below, Dust kicked up around my feet as the men began taking aim. Something hit me in the chest, like a fist smashing me backward out of nowhere, and instead of pain, my anger flared white-hot.

If the beast within had had his way, I’d have drawn the sword on my back and raced over to cut each and every one of them down. The need clawed at my insides, but I pushed it down, sublimating the baser instincts as I drew the pistols on either hip.

The world narrowed down to tight focus as I blocked out everything else but the nine men scrambling around the helicopter to train their rifles on me. The two who’d spotted me and gotten shots off dropped with my first two rounds, and the next two with their machine guns sighted were the next to receive hollow-tipped bullets through the skull.

I leapt through hedges and ran across the loose gravel filling the gardens as I angled my way toward Donatella. Ignoring the flash of muzzle fire as my legs churned beneath me, I didn’t bother sighting as I dropped the guards one at a time, relying more on feel. As the last man dropped and I was about to turn on the fear-exuding monsters, four figures came racing out of the glass building.

Two carried heavy briefcases while two others flashed blades. The shock of red hair and the tall, pasty-faced figure could only be one man, and it took all of my willpower to keep running into the cloud of fear and not straight at Matthew and his companions.

“Fall back!”

Dee’s face was sheeted in blood from a nasty cut across her scalp, and one arm hung limp and at an awkward angle. She’d lost her sword somewhere in the fight, but still fought like a whirling dervish one-handed. It took another shout to reach through to the Alpha, and when she noticed me, it nearly got her killed as a large claw came swiping at her head.

The cloud of fear struck me then, and my knees grew weak. One of the creatures spun on me, and I could finally behold its horrific features in full. They had filed the rows upon rows of misaligned teeth into fangs, the tongue within forked like a snake and ever moving. The nose was flat against the face, and thick black hairs swayed from bulging warts. The eyes were as large as dinner plates, oddly flat, and filled with a mindless rage.

Slashing at the thing’s neck, I realized immediately that the blade might be more of a liability in my hands than not as it turned on the monster’s leathery skin, angling back toward me. Releasing the weapon, I ducked a lumbering swing and danced to the side as the jaws chomped the place I’d been standing.

“They’re in here!” Dee shouted, but her words were drowned out by my own quiet curses.

I couldn’t land a solid blow on the eight-foot-tall creature. Though its movements were slow and sluggish compared to mine, the fear kept my muscles loose and it was tireless in its attacks. The helicopter’s blades rose to a high-pitched whirr, and I noticed out of the corner of my eye all four men on board as the aircraft lifted off while Dee fought desperately with her own monster.

I’d just avoided a kick to my midsection and was digging deep to find another scrap of strength when a massive claw landed against my side and smashed me against the concrete. Pain exploded in my skull as it bounced off the ground, and I landed on my side, where I could feel hot blood coursing down.

Spots formed in my vision, big black circles hovering between me and the world, and for half a second I lay there stunned, trying to make sense of what had happened to me. The world went dark as a clawed foot the size of my torso rose above me. The malformed muscles flexed, and my brief life flashed before my eyes as death descended.


“NO.”


The single word staggered the creature back and rocked me where I lay as another aura overwhelmed me. Head clearing, I glanced around, looking for a third or even fourth monster, but found only Dee. The young woman stood straight and tall, her silver hair whipped about her by the winds and an orange glow of fire highlighting her preternatural beauty.

Donatella didn’t exude fear, but indomitability.

The subtle but clear difference was potent. I saw a glorious, silver-haired creature, but whatever the monsters registered, it was too much for their twisted minds to handle. Letting out oddly high-pitched shrieks, the pair turned and fled in the same direction. Their stubby, little legs carrying them with shocking speed as they waddled away like giant, terrifying babies.

“Courtney!” Dee blinked rapidly, the aura of command about her faltering then fading as she rushed over to my side.

“Get your family to safety,” I ground out, already pushing myself to my feet and ignoring the screaming agony in my side.

“What are you going to do? You’re bleeding!”

“I’m going to end this,” I said and turned toward the helicopter as its skids left the ground and it rose into the air.

One of the men in the open side door was pointing at the two monsters running off and raising a long rifle to sight on Dee and me.

“Go!” I shouted, and though I filled my voice with command, it didn’t have nearly the impact her word had, and she hesitated.












Chapter 79











S
 pying my discarded sword a few feet away, I snatched it up, spun on one heel, and hurled it like a spear. The man with the rifle watched incredulously as the blade flew like an arrow straight for the motor above his head. He was scrambling back and his companions shouting in alarm when the blade shattered against the spinning steel of the motor.

The men laughed in amusement at my failed attack, unaware that it had been a ruse. I’d sprinted after the weapon, knowing it to be a gamble. As the blade shattered and the pilot’s attention was directed up, all of my weight landed on the forward tip of one of the skids.

Like a frisbee falling at an angle, the helicopter came right down, and I was forced to throw myself against the fuselage as the rotor blades shattered against the ground into thousands of sharp shards. As it was, my leg got chewed up by several, and I was thrown clear of the wreckage as it crumpled to a stop.

The sound of feet quickly approaching brought me back to awareness, but I breathed a sigh of relief when I scented Dee. I was pushing myself to my feet when a roar of rage rose from within the wreckage.

“FOOLS! YOU SMALL-MINDED FOOLS!”

“Can you—” Dee’s words were cut off as the shriek of steel tearing filled the air.

“Shen!” The pain and hurt in Matthew’s voice was shocking as he rose from the column of black smoke like a redheaded demon.

A small form shifted twenty feet away, and Matthew let out a sob of relief as he ran over. Dee and I watched the man cradle the other man with the pathos one could only hold for a brother or lover, and from the emotions swirling between the two, I was certain they were both.

“Our dream will become reality,” the man sniffed, the broken body of his dying friend held in his arms. “Master’s perfect world is here, Shen… It’s here!”

“It’s over, Matthew!” I shouted, dragging one leg as I limped over to the man.

“Over?” the man asked in a dangerously quiet voice. “You think your little antidote will stop this?” He waved a hand around at the flames and chaos closing in. “Pandora’s box is open, fool, and there’s no putting the treasures back in. Master Williams was right.”

“Master?” Dee asked, and I was pleased to see nothing of the affection she’d once held for this man in her face or scent, only contempt. “Don’t corrupt my grandfather’s legacy—”

“Corrupt?” Matthew roared, his anger suddenly hot and fierce as he clutched at his dying lover with one arm and waved the other around at the chaotic world around us. “This is Dean’s vision! What is a world with Alphas who don’t lead? How can they guide humanity toward a better and brighter future? When the fools refused to see the wisdom in Shen’s plans…” A racking sob tore through him as he gripped the man even tighter. “We had to act! If we hadn’t, this world would be unlivable in two centuries and humanity gone in three! We gave you a chance!”

“You murdered billions,” I said, unable even now to fully comprehend the loss.

“We could, so we did.” Matthew shrugged as if it were nothing, and from his cold scent, I knew he really didn’t care about the loss of life.

“You’re insane,” Dee said, her expression horrified.

“Look in the mirror, Donatella.” The man smirked, his confidence suddenly back. “Alpha… Beta… all weak words that fail to describe what we are… Powerful.” He rose to his feet on unsteady legs, letting his weakly breathing lover down gently, and stood tall.


“KNEEL.”


The absolute command was similar to what Dee had done with the monsters. But where she’d been indomitable, Matthew’s naked voice of command was colder and harder, missing Dee’s warmth beneath it.

If I hadn’t been walling out the beast within and its impulses, I’d have fallen to my knees and bowed my head in submission right there. The awful power of his control upon my unwilling body and mind was horrifying. Not only because it was directed at me, but because of its potential.

I saw then that ascension and my little trick of walling out the beast within were half steps edging toward the same place. The thing Dee, Matthew, and most certainly Dean Williams before them had discovered was that, at its root, the Enkyos Serum empowered a person to dominate their enemies.

All of this flashed through my head in the second my knees trembled and I fought off the man’s powerful control. I didn’t fall, however, and was able to dodge to the side awkwardly as a silvery curved blade cut at me from behind.

The reason for Matthew’s sudden confidence was clear as two men surged up out of the darkness. The glow of flames and dense black smoke from the downed helicopter added to the lurking shadows, and all I could make out were two outlines as they danced in at me.

One leg was weak and useless. The knee would bend, but it didn’t want to hold any weight, and the pain was excruciating. My arms still worked, and I had one thing neither Alpha facing me did, a desire to live that fueled my limbs with a wild strength.

I also had no clue what I was doing in a fight against two trained men, and this was clear in seconds. Not only were they armed and better trained, but they worked in tandem. The dark-skinned man moved in low, his shorter blade seeking to cut at my injured side while his taller companion harried my left side, forcing me to pivot on the weak leg.

Swordsmanship and hand-to-hand combat might not have been my strengths, but I was aware of my surroundings. Keeping track of Dee and Matthew as they struggled behind me, as well as the pair before me, I managed to edge the pair between me and the wreckage, earning a stab in the shoulder in the process.

Blood coated my sides and one shoe was sloshing with it as they grinned in triumph.

“Go low, Adesh,” the taller man said. “This fucker ends here.”

The shorter man nodded, but before he could attack, I surged forward. When they tried to step back, to brace themselves for the impact, their heels clipped the wreckage. The shorter man went down under me, his screams of pain and anger cutting off sharply as I drove my fist into his neck, crushing the soft tissue and bones within.

The taller man twisted around and got me beneath him. Flames licked at my injured side, but instead of walling the pain out, I drank it in. Drank it all in.

As I did, I felt the certainty settle within me that this was how I was meant to be. As I would rule over my pride, with absolute authority, I would rule this thing beneath me. Reaching into my pocket, I yanked out the vial of antidote and smashed it down into the man’s mouth.

Glass shattered, and I felt the shard tear through his cheeks and grind against the roof of his mouth as I forced it shut. Staring into those terrified Alpha eyes, I felt an indescribable elation. As the fear shifted to panic and his body convulsed, froth forming around his lips, my own smile grew.

A cry of pain drew my attention, and I frowned in annoyance to find Dee fallen to the ground and Matthew standing above her with a steel beam raised in his hands, about to bash her brains in.


“NO.”


The redhead staggered but without missing a beat flung the steel bar at me. It spun through the air so fast that it nearly took my head off, and I had already been moving to duck when he let go.

The shockingly powerful awareness flickered, and I released it with a shudder of revulsion. The shaking body of the dying Alpha beneath me was a shameful reminder of the thing I’d become for a second.

The terrible thing was how desperately I wanted it back. Even knowing how cold and unfeeling I’d been, the power was too addictive.


“YOU WILL DIE.”


Every word hit me like a hammer blow as I struggled to my feet and a part of me wanted to die. The pain clouded out my concentration, not only of my injuries but also a stabbing pain in my heart that I shrugged off.


“DIE!”


The man thundered the command, and I almost fell to my knees again as pain exploded in my chest. Matthew seemed incredulous that I refused to follow his commands, and his rage filled the air with such a rancid taste that I gagged.


“DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE! DIE!”


He stalked toward me, every shout hitting my body like a sledgehammer, and I swayed under the assault, refusing to buckle or be bowed. Defiantly, I raised my one good hand and tightened it into a fist.

“No.”

My voice came out croaking and weak, but my arm never wavered. Matthew let out a wordless scream of anger and swung a hammer blow that would have taken my head off had Dee’s arm not reached around and snatched back his head. As she plunged the short dagger from her boot into his neck, I was coated in a spray of the man’s hot blood.

Blinking, I stood there and stared around dumbly, waiting for something else to leap from the smoke or shadows and attack us. When nothing did, relief, instead of triumph, swept through me and I took in the chaos closing in around us.

“What a fucking mess,” Dee said, glancing around at the destruction we’d wrought.

My mangled leg gave out, and she caught me before I fell. “We need to get you seen to, fast.”

“Pop the smoke,” I said. “And let’s go get your family. I want to be gone from here before the swarm reaches us.”

“Gone where?” she asked, and I knew what she meant. Where could we go in a world turned to chaos? Then I remembered a dream from a couple weeks before.

“We’re done saving the world.” I glanced around at the destruction we’d wrought and shrugged. “Or fucking it up. We’ve earned a rest. I know of this cabin in the woods of Montana… Sounds like a good place to raise a family.”

Dee frowned, looking around us as we made our way to where a small group of women was gathering outside the apartment building the monsters had been guarding.

“We’ll help the world as much as we can,” I said. “But let’s heal those closest to us first… and maybe ourselves too.”

When she met my eyes, I sensed the same troubled thoughts in her head as in mine. The power slumbering within us, and possibly all Alphas, was frightening. Nor could we deny what Matthew had said: Pandora’s box had been opened. Try as much as we might, there might be no hope of putting the genie back in the bottle on this one.

“Momma!” Dee’s excitement when the busty blonde raced ahead of the others and drew near pushed my worries to the back of my mind.

Off in the distance, I spotted a Blackhawk helicopter flying toward us at speed. The attack helicopter kicked up twin swirls of colored smoke, but in the open air beneath its rotors, I saw five figures hanging from the open side doors. When I saw my pride approaching, safe and unharmed, a knot released within and I sagged in relief, the pain suddenly very real as I sagged against Dee.

The helicopter barely held us all, but I managed to cling to consciousness as it rose into the air, Shandra and Annie furiously pressing gauze into my wounds. We landed outside of Shenzhen, at the airport, and while the plane was prepped, I stood and gazed back at the burning circles of fire off in the distance.

We’d found order growing from chaos, but a corrupt and perverted kind of order. I felt responsible to make sure that whatever grew from this chaos was a better world than the one we’d destroyed, and hopefully better than Earth had been before the apocalypse. But Matthew’s words kept ringing in my mind, as did the addictive taste of true power.

“Are you ready, C?” Ava asked, drawing my attention. “The plane is packed and fueled. Emma wants to get across the Pacific before the weather turns.”

“Aye,” I said, turning and letting her help me up the ladder.

“We’ll be back, someday,” Ava promised, her warm hand rubbing my shoulder comfortingly. “And we’ll have help with us.”

She smiled and rested a hand on her belly, and the dark cloud that hung around my thoughts suddenly lifted as I remembered the precious life growing in her womb. All wasn’t death and destruction. There was love and life growing in the world, and with it came hope.












Epilogue











S
 LIGHTLY OVER ONE YEAR LATER



The world was silent beneath a thick layer of freshly fallen snow. The sun was hidden behind clouds, and I could leave my eyes uncovered without the glare blinding me.

A branch hung over my shoulder with seven rabbits hanging from it. Tonight was a special occasion, and Annie was making dumplings and rabbit stew, and my stomach was already rumbling even though dinner was many hours away.

The thin line of smoke was my guidepost as it rose from the top of a cliff face above the mountain trees and wound its way into the gray skies above. I’d been leaving the cabin before dawn of late. Loving to be out in the woods, hunting or exploring as the sun rose.

When Donatella was here, she’d join me, and occasionally Ava would as well, but the others left me to my own devices out in nature. Ava had grown a touch wild over the last year, and giving birth to our squalling daughter hadn’t tempered the thrill for adventure awoken in her by our trip around the world.

It had been interesting to see the changes motherhood wrought on my pride. Ava and Dee had a newfound appreciation for life, the pair of them throwing themselves into every mission or adventure that came up, while Shandra and Madelyn had grown remarkably maternal and matronly.

The pair had been there for every birth, working in tandem to make sure everything went smoothly. And in the months after the babes had been born, their arms had been full, and their cheeks sore from smiling as they bounced babies on their knees.

In the chaos of this new world, struggling up from the ashes, it’s been Annie and Brianna who’ve helped me stay sane. The pair had become sisters in all but name, and as the rest of the world went crazy in how they saw and spoke to me, the pair never let my head get too full of itself.

Leaping up the cliff face, I couldn’t help but laugh as my passage knocked bundles of newly fallen snow off tree limbs and I rose through a cloud of white dust. Landing atop the sheer face, I took in the sight of the little four-room cabin I’d built with my own hands. The sight filled me with an indescribable joy, but something about it was off and I wondered why my hackles hadn’t risen.

A second later it registered that the sound of babies crying for their mothers or a meal was absent. An ache of loss settled in the center of my being, at the same time, I breathed a deep sigh of relief. I hadn’t believed Donatella’s mom and sisters would take the babes until just now, and I found myself skipping through the knee-high snow as I climbed the slope to the ridge-top cabin.

We’d picked the location for its breathtaking view as well as the access north, east, and west. To the south, only Dee and I, or perhaps another powerful Alpha, could pass. In those trackless forests and broken hills, I’d lose myself each morning.

The dim glow of golden light to the north signaled that Dee’s mother and sisters were waking. The family had insisted on staying near one another, although that had caused some problems in the first few months. The women were still pumped full of mind-clouding aphrodisiacs. They could hold out for days, even weeks, but eventually their bodies craved… union.

The experiments done by Shen and his scientists had been the most advanced by far, and the women we’d brought from there had been a challenge for Dr. Gupta to help. In the end, they’d forced me into a drastic form of therapy that had required a night with each.

Ava and Madelyn had been understanding, but Brianna and Annie hadn’t been able to understand until spending time with the women. All they’d seen was the women’s haunting beauty. But once they saw how Dee’s mother and youngest sisters suffered, all had been well. Still, I’d been careful to steer clear of the two-story A-frame unless there was a reason to go. I had no doubts about my willpower, even remembering the incredible evenings, but better not to poke the bears.


Think of a she-bear and she appears.


“You’re one rabbit short,” Annie said with a frown, resting her hands on her hips as she stood up from the icebox.

I opened my mouth to correct her but noticed the end of my stick had a broken thread dangling from it where a rabbit should have been trussed up. Cursing to myself, I glanced back at the cliff and frowned.

“It must have fallen off on jump… Thing’s hawk food by now.”

“Playing in the snow, again?” the redhead asked with a raised eyebrow as she brushed dry snow from my shoulder. “I guess I can make six work. Go on inside, Bri’s got the fire built up for you.”

I passed off the brace of rabbits to the short redhead and stole a kiss before slipping inside. The large living room had a flagstone fireplace against one wall with a mantle and chimney that dominated the wall. Couches and chairs were normally arranged around the fireplace in a loose semi-circle but had been moved back off the thick rug that covered the floor.

“There’s porridge in the pot,” Bri called from the back room, and I grinned to see the woman had already filled a bowl with brown sugar and dried berries and set it beside the small copper pot.

I filled the bowl with two big ladles of porridge and dug in, the berries bursting with flavor in my mouth. Annie came in a minute later with the rabbits broken down and a few onions, carrots, and potatoes. As the redhead chopped up produce and began searing off the meat, I watched the competent young woman work.

“Dee won’t be here till later,” Annie said. “Ava said she’ll be flying the Blackhawk here around noon.”

“And Shandra?” I asked. “Is she still up at the A-frame?”

“Yes,” Annie said with a little laugh. “They’re so nervous about watching the babes, they wanted to make sure the doctor was there until the last minute. They can’t hide how excited they are, though… Maybe you should consider Ava’s idea.”

“You’re pushing that now too?” I asked with surprise.

“We both are,” Bri said, coming into the living room with a stack of clean linens and setting them on a side table. “You’ve been very sweet, CT, by staying away from there, but Ava’s right. If they’re unwilling to go out into the wilds and find an Alpha, or to take one of the regular men Donna has saved with the antidote… They just seem to get more and more depressed up there. I worry about those poor women.”

“Speaking of poor women,” Annie said, pulling my empty bowl out of my lap and getting a twinkle in her eyes as she winked at her sister. “We have an hour before Ava and Madge will be back and…”

“You want me to do the thing,” I said, sighing dramatically and suppressing my grin of delight.

“Please, baby?” Bri purred, her hand slipping between my thighs and cupping the package in my jeans. “You know how much we love it… and we know exactly how to… demonstrate our appreciation… remember last Friday morning?”

“Ohh God,” I said with a shudder of pleasure at the memory.

“Come on!” Annie was pulling me to my feet taking one hand, and Bri joined her, pulling the other.

We stumbled down the short hallway as the women peeled each other’s clothes off, their kisses and touches growing hotter with every step we took. They tumbled into the massive bed we’d built, and I stood there for a few seconds enjoying the sapphic sight.

“I’ll never get over how hot you two look like this,” I said, and the two twisted to look up at me and grinned. One of Annie’s massive breasts was cradled in Bri’s hand, and the redhead had a firm handful of the brunette’s firm, little ass.

“And we’ll never get over how sexy you look,” Bri said with a wink. “Go on then take it off, husband.”

I removed my clothing and let it fall to the floor as the women’s hands reached between one another’s legs, touching and caressing their wetness. In a complete inversion of the reality, I knew before Armageddon came for the world, women now seemed to take more pleasure from seeing me disrobe than I did them, and I loved it even more than they did.

Over the last year, my body had filled out and leaned up. No matter how much I ate, the Catalyst interwoven through my DNA pushed my body into physical perfection.

“Gorgeous,” Bri breathed, and Annie growled in pleasure and turned into her sister, their lips meeting in a passionate kiss, tongues sliding along one another’s as the redhead rolled over Bri.

The women had spent every moment together since I’d bonded them, both waking and sleeping. In that time, they’d discovered a position that sent them into nirvana, and almost daily I was roped into facilitating their desires.

As Annie hunched her thighs forward, and Brianna spread hers wide, their bald pussies pressed together, Bri’s hands rose up her sister’s sides, gliding along the pale skin. One hand pulled the younger woman close, while the other gripped and massaged one of her massive breasts.

Annie’s fingers were lost in the slender woman’s dark hair. The silky tresses were a wild halo around her beautiful face as Annie planted kisses on her neck and lips. The women whispered gentle words of love to one another, their touches and kisses growing more and more passionate, and both let out little whimpers as my weight settled on the bed.

“Quick, baby, we’re so close!” Annie didn’t look back, but her wide ass flexed and hips rolled as she invited me in.

Reaching down, I took hold of Annie’s soft ass and pushed down. The women moaned as my hardness slipped between their puffy lips. Hard little clits ground along the length of my cock and their wetness coated its length. As the women made out, their kisses growing more and more heated, I thrust between them.

The sensations around my cock were soft and gentle, and it would take a long time for me to reach my peak, but the women were halfway there in moments. Slowing my pace, I edged them closer and closer to the moment. My cock throbbed, and I watched the sisters clutch at one another, their shudders stilling as they gasped out in bliss.

“Mhmmm oh, God, I needed that,” Brianna purred as her legs slumped down.

“I’m going to…” Annie shook with a small aftershock orgasm, hands gripping Bri tight before she sagged against the slender woman.

“Bring that beautiful thing up here and let us give you your reward, big boy,” Brianna purred, rolling her sister over and cupping her massive breasts together.

Annie’s green eyes were still hazy from bliss, but her lips curled into a hungry grin as she pulled me forward. My cock slipped between the girl's soft tits, and I sighed in pleasure as Bri wrapped her tight lips around the head.

The slender brunette sucked the tip hard, then released it as I pulled back through Annie’s breasts. The women’s cheeks were pressed together, and as the head pushed through again, both swirled their tongues around it, and Annie even managed to mouth it gently with her lips before I pulled back.

Each time I thrust through, my cock was bathed in their tongues or sucked hard by one of their mouths. Both pushed the girl’s massive breasts around my cock, gripping it tight as my hands explored their sexy bodies.

“This is so hot,” I breathed.

“And we thought you’d be tired of it by now,” Bri grinned before gliding her tongue along the underside of my cock.

“Never,” I breathed.

“Good boy,” Annie huffed. “Now cum for us, CT… cover our faces in your delicious cum!”

“Cum for us,” Brianna purred.

Their tongues worked as one, flicking around the head of my cock with light little motions that had my balls tightening and toes curling in moments. Pressing forward, Annie’s tits smooshed between us, I gasped in pleasure as thick lines of pearlescent cum arced out, coating the women's faces.

I fell back onto the stuffed mattress with shaky limbs and caught my breath as the two sisters rolled around making out. Where my cum covered their skin, they licked and sucked it clean and would have crawled between my legs to finish the job, but a snort of amusement from the doorway drew all our heads around.

“If you let the stew burn, Madge will never let you hear the end of it. She still thinks we should have had Emma cook.”

“I’m not going to burn it!” Annie said, scrambling from the bed and snatching up her clothes as she hurried to the living room.

“Do I have time for a bath?” Bri asked as she rolled out of bed lazily.

“If you make it fast,” Ava said, drawing the slender brunette into a one-armed hug as she led her out of the bedroom. “You still have to run up to the A-frame and help Shandra with the things… you remember?”

The women shared a secretive look, and Brianna nodded. “Good girl, now get along. Or else you two will leave our husband too tired to make this a proper anniversary.”

The brunette shot me a sly grin and pulled on her clothes as they hurried out of the house. I was pulling on my pants when she turned and planted both hands on the sides of my face and pressed a kiss to my lips that left me breathless.

“Happy anniversary, my love.”

“Happy anniversary,” I said, smiling into her lips and groaning as she leveraged herself up and away from me. Looking up, she smiled and smoothed her blue dress over her belly. There was something soft and extra loving hidden in the merry twinkle of her eyes and I frowned, then saw her smile turn shy and realization struck.

“Wait… two months ago when we spent that night under the moonlight… are you… again?”

“Yes, my beautiful son,” Ava whispered as I stood and swept her up into my arms. “The others know, but I’ve been saving it until tonight.”

“This is… this is wonderful!”

“Don’t get too excited, it’s early yet, but Shandra says everything is going well. Speaking of which, she’ll be here any minute and we need to get things ready, so you have to leave.”

“Leave?”

“Yes! Dee’s landing soon. Go greet her at the landing site or something—”

Her words cut off as I pressed a kiss to her lips. Ava softened in my arms, and I felt the tension melt in her, and when I pulled back, there were sparkling tears of joy in her eyes. The others welcomed us with hugs when we returned to the living room, but my stepmother stuck to her word, harrying me from the cabin before Madelyn could entice me with her new, matronly body.

I took off north and west with images of the former actress filling my head. The woman had always had large breasts, but since giving birth and helping nurse the other babes, they’d grown even larger than Ava’s or Annie’s, and she knew how easily they distracted me.

We had thoughts of putting a road in where the trail led down to the lower valleys. I’d sought solitude in the mountains that had once been Wyoming, but word had gotten out. Within weeks dozens and then hundreds of refugees began gathering in the valleys below.

At first, I’d gone to visit and make sure they were safe and cared for, but soon their awe and the strange factions of worship that had formed amongst them made me uncomfortable. No matter how much I tried to push back against the narrative, the stories of my deeds spread and grew with the telling. When Tom Redding and his coven emerged from the wilds with a story that raised the hair on the backs of my arms, it relieved me of the burden of responsibility once more.

The short mountain trees gave way to lower elevation fir and pine as I dropped down into the high valley. I’d gone a bare half-mile when a whiff of complex aroma told me Dee was nearby. Two minutes later I spotted a flash of silver ahead, and then she came loping out of the tree line.

I froze when I saw Donatella. Her flowing silver locks streamed behind her, and her delicate-featured face was fixed in concentration as she leapt over fallen logs and avoided boulders. If anything, Dee had grown more beautiful since giving birth. The yellow of her eyes had a golden hue now, the deeper colors reflecting her maturity and growth.

Those sharp eyes of hers spotted me in the tree line, and she flashed a bright smile of joy and ran over. As she leapt into my arms, the space between us flashed purple in that odd manner our eyes took on when we’d been parted for a time, then her lips met mine and all thought faded.

“I missed you,” I breathed into her lips and felt them curl up into a hungry grin.

“Prove it.” Her hands were beneath my shirt and pushing down my pants, and in seconds, I had yanked her tights down as well.

Growling like a wild animal in heat, I bent the slender woman right there in the forest. Dee gripped the trunk of a tree, her face screwed up in need as I thrust into her from behind, my hands clawing at her body as she twisted back to meet my lips.

“Ava… uhh… told you.” Those yellow eyes were filled with love as they met mine. “Ohhhh, God!”

I exploded within her tightness as we gripped each other tight, her pussy shivering around my cock as her own orgasm faded. With shaky fingers, we slowly released one another and stood grinning like fools.

“Congratulations, CT. Now let’s get back to the cabin before Ava has my hide for tiring you out.”

“What did Tom have to say?” I asked as we started out on the trail back up to the cabin.

“He was too busy to speak much. Donna sent another wave of refugees over, and it’s a bit chaotic down there right now. They’re forming the New America government, and he wants you to be a part of it still.”

“I told him,” I said, shaking my head. “It’s a bad idea for me to get involved in their affairs. You know what happened last time.”

“You might not have a chance soon. There are strange stories cropping up all over the world since the net was brought back online.”

“Like what?”

“You remember those things in Shenzhen?” Dee asked, and from the hint of fear in her scent, I knew exactly what she meant and nodded. “Well, there’s reported sightings of a thirty-foot tall giant with rows and rows of teeth in the mountains. I thought it sounded like a joke until there were reports of another one farther to the north with notes about an aura of fear... And there’s more.” She pulled out her phone and called up a video of a young woman with achingly beautiful features surrounded by a group of handsome young men. The young woman’s fixed stare flashed into a grin of triumph as a dead rose on her palm lifted into the air as if floating on currents of air and shimmered back into red and green life.

“What the fuck?” I asked.

“Do you remember what Matthew said? About Pandora’s box being opened? The world will never be as it once was… I don’t know if we can afford to stay apart from it forever.”

I said nothing, pulling the phone from her hand and playing the video again as we continued on up the trail. The world was even wilder now than it had been directly after the bombs fell. But it felt cleaner too, somehow.

“Forget it for now,” Dee said, taking the phone from my hand and pulling me forward, toward the rising column of smoke. “Let’s hurry. Shandra was going to get cupcakes from Mom.”

“I think that was supposed to be a surprise,” I said with a laugh as we ran ahead.

“Fake it!”

I followed the young woman’s perfect ass as it bounced ahead of me and nearly collided into her when she froze to a standstill in the cabin’s doorway. Stepping up behind her, my breath caught in my chest at the sight before me.

Candles had been lit all around the room, casting the darkened space in a warm, romantic light. The comforters and sheets Brianna had folded earlier were laid out before the fire and covered in a dozen thick pillows. But it wasn’t candlelight or linens that stole my breath.

My pride lay reclined upon the pillows, each woman clad in matching sets of lacy white panties and bra. Wherever I looked, I saw stunning curves and tempting bare flesh. Donatella turned and took my hand, drawing me into the room as she shed her clothes as well to reveal the same set of white panties and bra.

“Happy anniversary, my husband,” the young Alpha breathed as she sank to her knees before me.

A growl of hunger grew from the back of my throat as the women drew close, their warm flesh pressing in around me. As nimble fingers plucked free my clothes and their own, I let my essence out, and the cabin was filled with the musky aroma.

The effect my raw pheromones had on my pride was immediate. Tongues reached out, and lips pressed close, drowning me in a sea of bliss. I stood like a king of old as Ava sucked the tip of my cock and Madelyn ran her pink tongue over my balls. Shandra pressed her thick lips next to my mother’s, sucking the head of my cock as they traded off back and forth, while Dee kissed along the shaft.

Annie rose, her lips pressing to mine, as I gathered one of the young woman’s massive breasts and massaged it, pulling on her nipple, feeling it firm up. Hungry lips on my cheek drew my head to the other side, and Brianna’s hot tongue slithered into my mouth.

The hot mouth left the tip of my cock as Ava spun around and Madelyn drew me forward and down to my knees.

“Take her first, CT,” the former actress husked as she bent low and spread my stepmom’s ass cheeks. Her massive, soft breasts swinging below her as she enticed me forward. “Just like that first, wicked night when you fucked your mommy.”

“Yes!” Ava’s scream of pleasure reached its peak as the head of my cock came to rest against her cervix.

With Dee’s hands on my ass, urging me forward and Madge’s hot words and massive tits swaying before me, I let the beast loose. My cock dug into my stepmom with powerful thrusts as she came on it again and again. Whimpering and shaking, she pulled me into a desperate kiss as her tightness milked a massive load of cum from my cock.

We collapsed beside Annie and Brianna, who were twisted together in a sapphic embrace, and I gazed down as Madge, Dee, and Shandra cleaned my cock. The two MILFs took delight in guiding Dee’s mouth deeper and deeper as they encouraged her to work my dick into her throat. When she rested her nose against my pubis, they cheered her on, but it was Madge who threw her thigh over my hips and sank onto my stiffness.

Reaching up, I cupped the woman’s massive breasts and shivered in awe once again at the sight of my fingers sinking into the soft yet spongy flesh. The older woman moaned out and cradled my head to her chest, drawing my lips to one sweet nipple as her hips rose and fell.

Ava moved in at my back, her large breasts pressed around my head as Madelyn’s swallowed me as well. The soft flesh cushioned me in heaven as I felt Madge’s pussy grip my cock, and her sharp hiss of pleasure announce her first orgasm. Then she froze, body locking up as I felt a body move between my legs.

Spreading the former actress’s ass wide, she dug her nails into my shoulder, massive breasts nearly choking me as the tongue worked in her ass. The shock and pleasure sent her to an even higher peak, and the added grip of her milking pussy added to the heaven surrounding me, sending my own orgasm rushing through me.

It took me long moments to recover from the soul-shaking bliss. And from the eyes rolled back into her skull and the trembles in her limbs, it would be a while before Madelyn Heatherton was camera ready.

Rolling over, I found Ava and Shandra in an embrace and pulled the dark-skinned woman’s firm ass back into my face.

“Ohhh gods… right there… please… fuck me, baby… I need it!”

My tongue dug through her folds, tasting her sweet nectar for only a few moments before her shivering hips needed something more fulfilling. Brianna and Annie were there. The pair gripped the base of my cock and had me hard as steel beneath their gentle stroking hands in moments.

Thrusting into the doctor in one powerful thrust, I watched her dark hair fan backward as she threw her head back and cried out in pleasure. My stepmom slipped down and ran her hands up the woman’s slender body, cupping her firm mounds and nursing from the hard nipples, causing Shandra to let out grunts as I took her from behind.

Within minutes, the slender woman’s face was pressed into the sheets and her ass up in the air as I drove down into her. Ava’s tongue had made its way down to Shandra’s pussy and swept back and forth over her clit, sending the doctor into another wave of body-shaking orgasm. My muscles were flexed, my cock throbbing as her womb sucked the seed from me and I shuddered above her.

“The sun’s barely down, husband,” Donatella purred as she pushed me back, so I rested against a chair and pulled my still sensitive cock into her tightness, “Ohhh mhmmm, I hope you’re ready to give as good as you did last year… uhh uhhh mmhmmm… or maybe you’ve grown… weak… up here… lost your edge.”

She smiled with pleasure and triumph as she saw me harness the beast within, then her golden eyes flashed as I uttered a single word of command.


“CUM.”


The effect was immediate and not isolated. Donatella’s pupils swelled, and I felt the inhuman tightness of her pussy shiver around my cock in orgasm. All around the room, my pride writhed as the word of command triggered their own orgasms. I saw Dee’s struggle for awareness, her lips trying to form the word.


“CUM.”


The second time I let loose the command word, the woman swayed as if struck by a stiff wind, and a gush of fluids coated my cock. Her mind lost in a white world of pleasure, I took the gorgeous creature with an unquenchable hunger.

Hands pushed us down and lips found mine, whose I couldn’t say. The wildness was in us as we devolved into an orgy of lust. The sun sank beneath the horizon as the new moon rose, and I couldn’t help thinking all of it had been worth it.





THIS STORY IS OVER, BUT A WILD NEW WORLD IS BORN.

MORE ADVENTURES TO COME…

STAY TUNED.
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