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Chapter 1









One 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 a 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 tool bag. Huh. Huh. Huh. 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









Passing 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









Ava 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.

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









Ava 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.
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The 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.
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The 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.”
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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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Circling 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.
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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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Pushing 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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Ava 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.
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It 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.
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When 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.
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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.
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Standing 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.”
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Ignoring 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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Twenty 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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There 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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An 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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The 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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“Put 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.



To Be Continued…
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