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Chapter One

It's believed that the virus came from the destruction of the Brazilian rain forests. It was in those communities that the first wave of deaths hit, and then it spread from there like wildfire. A pandemic that shut the whole world down.

The CDC named it H1-C435 Endocim Virus, but the news and the world called is the Man-Slayer Flu. 99.999% of all men were affected, and nearly 70% of women. With the virus's rapid presentation of symptoms that deteriorated quickly, there was little time for the world's scientists to find a cure or vaccine, and with the mounting deaths, regular services and functions of the world's governments began to fail and collapse. Chaos would have reigned, but for the fact, the whole world was mourning the death of loved ones and friends, and the burials were ceaseless for weeks.

It began as an innocent cough, mild and dry, that persisted for two to three days. This is how the virus spread so rapidly, hiding behind simple cold-like symptoms. Then the fever would start, and within 24-hours, the patient would be shaking with convulsions and bleeding so bad internally that they would often die from blood loss. The first wave of deaths was a few dozen villagers, then a few thousand people who had traveled near the villages and spread throughout South America. Those few thousand infected millions, and then it spread to billions. Nations cut off all travel to their land, but even in New Zealand, which locked down their Island as the first sign of the threat, the virus found a foothold, and more than 80% of their population was dead within two months.

Many tried to escape into the mountains and wilderness, but air currents are a funny thing, and the virus proved to be adaptable to moisture in the air. Within weeks many who had escaped were staggering back into town, hoping they found a cure.

Those incredibly rare men, like me who got the cough but only a mild fever was gone within 24-hours and proved themselves immune to the virus were rounded up and locked in labs. A constantly changing slate of doctors and scientists poked and prodded me to within an inch of my life. Inevitably they would fall ill and after a day or two would be replaced. The men never returned, but some of the women recovered after a mild fever. The world was breaking down outside, however, and fewer and fewer women came into work.

I had been a grad student working on my thesis when the virus first struck and had been oblivious to much of it. When my parents fell ill, and I got the call from my brother, the reality hit home. I couldn't travel back to the mid-west, the government grounded all flights. I had to mourn the deaths of everyone in my family from afar. My brother’s death last being the hardest, that sends me into a dark spiral of depression.

Then I watched most of those around me fall ill and die in rapid succession. When I fell sick, I thought that was the end, and I began to make my amends, but I woke the next day feeling fantastic and grateful beyond belief. The government doctors snatched me up the next day. Taking me out of lecture at gunpoint as the half dozen or so students watched in amazement.

----------

Thus, it was that I found myself waking one morning to an empty hospital wing. Opening my eyes in the bright morning light, momentarily discomfited by the total lack of sounds. Climbing out a bed that had been my home for the past month or more, I looked out onto the ward. There had been a few women working the day before, but today I saw no one, and what's worse, the power was off in the building. The place had been running on generators for a few days.

I'd been waiting for this moment, knowing it would come sooner or later, and I went to the closet and pulled out my backpack, already packed with handfuls of string cheese, beef jerky and energy bars that I had stolen from the cafeteria. I tied on my tennis shoes and began to find my way out of the hospital. My brain was foggy and muddled from weeks of sedation, but my mind was begging for clarity.

I moved to the west coast for grad school, and so I know the area, but not like it's the back of my hand. I found the lobby and looking out on the town, saw not a single car driving around. Feeling an edge of fear scramble its wicked hands at my guts, I walked over to the door, shouldering them open.

“Hello?!” I heard a female voice call from deep within the hospital, “Is anyone here?!”

“Yes!” I called back, “In the lobby!”

“Thank God!”

I stood there for several long moments wondering if I should head out and try to find the woman when I heard her running footsteps, and then a pretty brunette woman in a short checkered pink skirt and tight top came in. Her eyes widened when she saw me, and she glanced around side to side.

“Where’s the staff?” Her voice was calm and confident.

"There's no one here anymore," I said, shrugging, "or at least that I can tell. Did something happen?"

“Last night… you haven’t heard? No how could you have,” she said tapping her chin in a cute manner she thought, “Last night there was a radio broadcast on all stations, just before they shut down, the last MSF patient died in China, and the US Government has dissolved itself as have most of the other nations of the world. We now live in a post civilized society, and I guess," she said, looking around, "that means no one is coming to work anymore."

"Jesus," I said, then with a start, I held out my hand, "I'm Adam."

"I know who you are," she said, smiling as her dark eyes danced in merriment, "you're famous." Then she took mine in her small soft grip, "I'm Vanessa, but everyone just calls me Vanessa."

“More like infamous,” I said sadly, remembering all the hate and ridicule that had poured in from people angry I was alive while their loved ones had perished or while they did.

“You are the only man alive on the whole west coast,” she said, and I realized she still hadn’t released my hand, her soft fingers caressing the flesh.

"I hadn't thought of it like that,” I said I gave her a look up and down.

“I haven’t seen you before,” I asked, “do you work in the hospital?”

"No," she said, smiling mischievously as she finally released my hand slowly, letting her fingertips drag along my fingers. I glanced down at her hand, and when I looked up, Vanessa was suddenly very close to me. I stepped back alarmed, and the back of my legs hit a chair in the lobby, and I almost fell back.

"You are a very handsome young man Adam," she said, her eyes burning with some emotion I couldn't detect, “Very handsome, also smart and capable too from what I read in the news.”

"Umm, I'm sorry," I said, confused, "what's this about? I should get back to my apartment and pack."

"Oh, you don't want to go back there," she said, shaking her head, then cocking it slightly she smiled, "well you are a man, so maybe you do. But promise me, right now, you wouldn't be safe if you went home."

"Why wouldn't I be safe?" I asked, started in to feel a little angry, and put out.

"Because two dozen women are waiting for you to show up, so they can lock you up and force you to impregnate them all.” She said as a matter of fact.

"What?!" I asked incredulously.

“And most of them are either mean, ugly or both. Mostly both,” her smile got an edge to it as she cocked her hips to one side, the short skirt swaying across her toned thighs, "but don't worry, baby, I'm not going to kidnap you or anything, I just want one thing from you."

"What are you talking about?" I said, looking around, this woman sure was pretty, but she had a dangerous gleam in her eyes, and I was already feeling pretty unsettled with the world today.

“I am going to rock your world pretty boy,” she said as she stepped up close and pressed me back, her hands on my chest. Unable to step back, I sat down in the large overstuffed waiting room chair, and she stood before with a triumphant smile.

"Stop," I said, gripping the woman's wrists and halting her as she was about to reach for my pants, "listen, I just woke up and have no idea what's been going on. I'm sorry you seem like a nice woman, but I have to get out of here.”

"Where are you going to go?" Vanessa asked, "Where could the only man in a thousand-mile radius go and be safe from the million women who will be trying to capture him?"

"I don't get why women are going to capture me," I said in exasperation, "shouldn't they be trying to build new lives in all of this madness? What about food, water, and power? Is the internet still working? Fuck, there are so many questions."

"Would you release me?" She asked, looking at where I still gripped her wrists, and my hands sprang open, and I realized with some chagrin that I had left red marks on her skin. She rubbed her wrists and sat in the chair next to mine, facing me, "Enough food and water is sitting in freezers and warehouses, canned and dry to keep our current population alive for centuries. The last act of most governments was setting up the incinerators and secure infrastructure with solar panels. So as long as they get wiped down now and then of dust, there will still be pockets of functioning civilization. Parts of the internet still work, but most don’t know how to access it, and it’s all reference materials stored on servers, running on solar or wind power, so that is a blessing.

“I heard the east coast is in utter chaos, too much city sprawl and a dispersed population remaining. Patient Number One has set himself up in Baltimore, and the last it was reported, he had a small contingent of female military personnel 'guarding' him." She made air quotes at that.

“What do you mean ‘guarding’?” I asked.

“They did to him what the South Americans did to Pablo Duerte, Patient Number Three.”

"The last news I got was that the other patients were being moved to containment centers for study and to try and grow a vaccine culture," I said, trying to reach back through my dim and fuzzy memories of the time.

“A lot has changed since then,” she looked around quickly, peering out the large windows into the seemly empty parking lot and streets, then over her shoulder and around the hospital — a look of fear and concern etching her face.

“We should leave the hospital and find a quiet place, then I can tell you everything I know," her intense dark eyes found mine, and I saw a promise in them that caused my loins to stir.

The fog faded from my mind, and I squinted my eyes and focused my thoughts on this woman before me, taking her in. She was medium height and with a curvy body that would pull any man's gaze as she walked by. Her hair was deep dark brown with artful highlights that were now showing their dark roots. Her makeup was perfect, with more colored highlights around her eyes that showed off their hypnotic darkness. Her skin was tan, and heritage was mixed, a little Latina mixed in with the Anglo-Saxon. Her eyes shown with deep inner intelligence, and as I took in her clothes more fully, things didn't make sense.

She was older or at least older than my 22 years. I'd guess her at about 34 or maybe 32. It was hard to tell with her flawless complexion. There was an aura of confidence about her that far outstripped any woman I'd ever really know before except for maybe a tenured professor. She was wearing combat boots and not a new pair. They looked to have been through a lot, scarred and scuffed. But her top was a sexy small white blouse that showed off her firm C-Cup breasts to perfection and spread out near the bottom showing off her flat tanned stomach. All while wearing a pink and black plaid skirt that looked like something an Asian schoolgirl might wear to a rave. It's short length barely hiding her round behind, and now as she sat, if I looked closely, I could make out her white panties peeking from beneath the hem.

"I'm not going anywhere until you tell me who you really are and what's going on. Why are women trying to kidnap me? And why have the other survivors been taken?”

"Look, I understand you're confused; I know they kept you sedated, but we need to move," she said, her eyes tense as she glanced from me to the windows again.

“How do you know that?” She pressed her lips together and looked like she was getting stubborn, then I saw her eyes soften as she shifted uncomfortably in her seat, "I'm not going anywhere until you talk." I said, crossing my arms.

“Ok, look, this is all or was all classified. Vanessa is my real name, and I work for the NSA…" she frowned, glancing down at her hands as they sat in her lap, “at least I used to work for the NSA. The government recognized the threat to national security almost immediately, but we could do little to stop it. It spread too fast and took so much.” She shook her head in sadness, remembering those who had been lost as I did, feeling the grief but pushing it aside for now, "something happened over the past couple weeks. It's species imperative… Like dormant instinct given life… You see, Adam, we don't mean to do it," her eyes gained a glimmer of heat as she lifted her head to stare at me, "it's just become a hunger in us. Some are taking it too far, like on the east coast, or those barbarians waiting at your place… but we all feel it." 

As she spoke, her knees parted slowly, and the short skirt drew up her smooth thighs changing the glimpse of white panties to a good view of the thin material as it adhered to moist puffy lips.

"I'm not sure I get it," I said, feeling my breath coming heavier, and the air feels warmer as my eyes took in the sexy woman before me, "are you saying there is another virus?"

"No, not a virus," she slipped out of her chair, and on hands and knees crawled towards me slowly, "It's a need, we need to save the race, Adam… and you know how we do that, don't you?" Her eyes twinkled merrily as she slid her hands up my legs.


Chapter Two

"Oh shit," I breathed as she slipped her fingers into the waistband of my pants and ripped them down. My cock flopped out, already thickening with desire.

“That’s not it,” she said with a grin, "but this is," she slid her tongue up the underside of my cock, and I felt every bit of her tongue as its heat sent spikes of pleasure through my body.

“All the women are… mhmm… horny now?” I asked as she wrapped her fingers around my dick and pointed it at her mouth.

"Like junkies who need a fix," she swirled her tongue around the head and looked at me with those enchanting eyes, "we need to breed, and it's so powerful, Adam," she sucked my cock deep into her mouth. I groaned out at the unexpected pleasure, then she pulled herself up off my cock, and up my body dragging her panties aside with a quick hand, she was like a woman possessed as she gripped the base of my cock and positioned it at her entrance.

"Jesus," I breathed as she pressed her big firm tits into my face, "this is so wild and hot!"

"God damn boy, you have a big dick," she lowered herself down on it slowly, head back and mouth open wide as she took it in, "Mmmm…. I…. oh god… would… mhmm normally suck you off… my pussy too tight… what is… what is thissss… oh god!... Oh, GOD!"

The woman had barely half of my cock in her pussy, and she began to cum, her small tight hole wrapping deliciously around my cock, and then my orgasm hit me. I felt pleasure and shame wash through me as I came so soon, but the screams and cries of wild pleasure from Vanessa were unlike anything I had ever heard before, and as I held her hips in stunned hands, she slumped against me, passing out cold.

My cock was still hard as a rock, and I sat there with it only half in this sexy older woman's slit, while her limp body lay against me in the lobby of a hospital. Had it been just a minute before that I was standing alone in the lobby? Now I had a sexy woman riding me?! I felt my cock pulse with desire as our combined cum loosened Vanessa's pussy, causing her to slip further down my girth. I flexed myself and felt her pussy muscles flutter, and she jerked awake, head coming up and eyes wide with shock.

“What the fuck
… was that
?!” She said.

Her hands came to the sides of my face, and she stared into my eyes wonderingly as her hips rocked slowly, milking my cock with her tiny hole.

“You passed out,” I said with a chagrined smile, “are you ok?”

“Mmm, more than ok lover," she arched her head back and called out, "God! That was the biggest orgasm of my life," she looked at me and smiled with wicked hunger, "And you came in me… and you're still hard… Oh, baby, I'm going to… go again…" 

I could only hold onto her firm hips, the tiny skirt bouncing with her as she pulled her pussy up and then dropped down on my cock, her booty bouncing with each thrust. I began to fuck up into her tight pussy, feeling my own orgasm approach again. I have had a couple of girlfriends over the years and had always felt confident in bed, but my dick felt harder than it ever had before, and the lust was only just beginning to boil in me, getting hotter and hotter every moment. I’d never cum twice without getting soft, but I felt like I could go forever right now.

Vanessa came with screams of pleasure, her hands clutching at me spasmodically just as her whole body locked up, back and neck arching back more and more as the pleasure built within her to untold heights. It felt like she was about to rip my dick off, she tightened up so much, and then her whole body went slack again as she passed out. I just caught her before she slipped off the chair and felt my dick slip-free, silently cursing this new mad world.

I lay her down and noticed movement out the window. Glancing out, I saw a pack of women jogging and pointing towards the lobby we were in as they crossed the parking lot. For one wild second, I could barely comprehend the sight, slightly more than a dozen women dressed in combinations of sexy revealing clothing. Each had at least one firearm in hand, and many more slung over their back and hips along with nets, ropes, and handcuffs dangling from each.

Panic setting in, I shook Vanessa, pulled up my pants, and grabbed my backpack. She was beginning to move her head groggily when I took a firm handful of her tiny shirt and hauled her up, half carrying, half dragging her over to a small door off the nurse's station. I managed to get the keycard over the door and shove us in, just as I heard the voices grow louder outside.

Vanessa had come to, and she clutched at my shirt, her face beside mine as we peeked out the small square window in the door. When I saw we were in the back room of a pharmacy, I went over to a wall and began reading the labels of the bottles and noted down where the painkillers and antibiotics were. Then I saw a name that gave me pause. A red warning label beneath a special bottle of roughly one hundred pills, noting that they were for a special psychiatric test. Smirking, I slipped the plastic bottle into the small pocket of my backpack along with several bottles of pain killers and antibiotics.

“Quiet!” Vanessa hissed, “they’re entering the lobby." She ducked down, and I saw her reach a hand to her lower back and grimace when it found nothing. I guessed she must be comfortable having a gun strapped there or some weapon. 


Maybe she was NSA
, I thought.

I saw a shadow pass by outside the window and dropped down behind a cabinet, crouching low. The world had turned into a madhouse. It seemed, and I needed to get my bearings. I didn't know if I could trust Vanessa, but for the moment, I had no choice. Not unless I wanted to gamble my future with the squad of scowling women outside. I had been working on my Ph.D. in mathematics, specifically machine learning and artificial intelligence. I guess that had all been a waste. What use is a boy genius in a post civilized world?

Now that I could finally start thinking clearly, I had to come up with a plan. First, though, I had to get out of this situation. I thought about where the hospital was in town and what possible escape route there were, but I had no idea where I was going. I thought about heading home to check if Vanessa was telling the truth. My apartment was in a large complex on the edge of town, near a large state park and a big shopping complex. If nothing else, I could get supplies and head up into the hills for a couple of days to plan.

I glanced up over the counter and saw the window was clear, so I crab-walked over to Vanessa and peeked out over the edge of the window again. I saw the group of women standing around where Vanessa and I had just had sex and the largest woman, a great tall blond woman with a hard and angry face bent down to sniff the cushion. I saw the woman lunge forward, sucking and licking at the cushion. A second huge red-headed and broad woman with a pinched and cruel face butted her out of the way with an assault weapon and dropped to her knees, licking and sucking at the cushion in ravenous madness. I felt a deep spike of alarm at watching what looked like normal women, turn into mindless beasts when they smelled our sex. The other women shuffled around from foot to foot, glancing at one another in looks of mixed lust, rage, and fear. I saw several women stroke their weapons as if they might attack the leader even now inhaling the wet remains of our fucking.


The world has gone mad,
 I thought.

I turned to whisper to Vanessa, but when I looked at her, I saw her biting her bottom lip as she looked at my crotch, a hand between her legs slowly rubbing her clit. She glanced at me and saw that I had caught her, and she blushed, prettily I thought, then she stood up beside me, removing her hand from between her legs, but letting it slide over to my thigh where she slowly stroked my leg, making me all too aware of her. We looked out the window, peering carefully and saw the large mean redhead standing finally, her face flush and grinning.

“That’s man musk. He is here somewhere, looks like one of the nurses or docs didn't get the warning," she flicked a hand to two smaller women near the back, "Plant the charges and get all the drugs you can. The pharmacy is on the other side of that wall," she pointed directly at us, and I almost moved in fear but felt Vanessa's hand grip my upper thigh, and I knew that moving might draw the eye, were dim shapes behind a shadowed window probably wouldn't.

I kept still as the leader kept talking, giving orders to her minions and felt Vanessa’s hand slip up my thigh and over, then down along my cock over my pants. My breath caught in my throat as she sank to her knees, pulling my dick out of its confines and wasting no time as she sucked it into her warm, wet mouth. I glanced down and saw her looking up at me with a smile crinkling the corners of her eyes and turning up her lips. She slipped her hands around to my ass, and with flexed fingers drove my hips forward, my cock sliding deep into her sucking mouth, and then for the first time in my life, I felt the muscles of her throat swallowing and milking my cock.

The beautiful woman was utterly silent, and I bit my lip, tasting a trickle of blood as I held in the moan of pleasure. I saw her wicked smile grow, then almost magically, her tongue slipped out the bottom of her mouth, past her thick lips, and slid down brushing my balls. I looked down at her as watched as she closed her eyes, the room filling with the smell of her soaked panties. Fearfully I glanced out the small window and saw the women beginning to head deeper into the hospital.

I have never been a thrill-seeker, but something about our charged and dangerous situation. Combined with the lurid and unreal blowjob, this beautiful and powerful older woman was giving me, settled my nerves and made me feel masterful. I guess the fact that I might be the only man in the whole state or even more territory added to it.

I reached down with both hands, resting them on her head and took control of her. She instantly went soft and submissive under my grip, and I felt her throat humming in pleasure, both of her hands went between her legs, and I watched her little skirt shimmer and shake as she fingered and rubbed herself. I slid my dick in and out of her throat. Feeling delicious pleasure as the head of my cock was caressed and milked. Her orgasm hit her like small rolling waves and caused her throat to spasm in ways that made me groan in spite of myself.

The orgasm, tingling in my toes and fingers, then rushing down my spine and through my dick, came out in thick spurts that Vanessa struggled to swallow. She did, without failure, and smiled with pride as she sucked the last bit of cum from the tip of my dick, causing me to shiver with the sensation. I looked down, about to apologize for not warning her, but noticed the lobby was empty.

Vanessa stood quickly and gave me a quick kiss, her lips surprisingly soft and thick. Then she grabbed my hand and pulled open the door quietly. Crouching low, we looked around carefully as we ran across the lobby. We got to the sliding doors, which were stuck open with no power, and made it outside. My heart was pounding in my chest, and it felt like a thousand eyes tracked my every move as we stepped outside. The weather was great, and the sun felt warm on my skin, but as she moved quickly across the walkway and to the parking lot, I felt weak, and my breaths were coming ragged so fast.

I had been in decent shape, a high school soccer player, or at least I was for the short time I was at high school, I had always kept up with running and playing in adult leagues. I had just spent a long time stuck in hospital beds, so I guess it made sense, but the feeling was foreign and uncomfortable for me.

When we got to the parking I went right, and Vanessa went left, she stopped and turned glaring at me as I glanced over my shoulder.

“Where are you going?” She hissed, “We need to head north!”

"Why? I planned to head to the closest department store and pack some supplies," I said. The woman stalked up and grabbed my wrist, I saw something odd as she looked straight up into the sunlight and her pupils dilated and a quick flush of red crept up her neck.

“I have supplied this way, and a car we can use to get free of this town," Her eyes were imploring, not demanding, and once more, I took stock of her. Her confidence was supreme, and I decided right there, and then that I trusted her.

"Ok," I said, turning to walk with her. We made it two steps when a gunshot rang out from up in the hospital, and we turned, looking up to see a woman standing in a window.

“He’s outside! He’s outside with some cunt, kill her!”


Chapter Three

She continued to scream, and we ran, I peeled to the right slightly with an idea and pulled Vanessa along with me, she yelled a question, but I was already skidding to a stop at a motorcycle parked on the street. I dropped to my knees and whipped around my backpack.

“What the hell are you doing?!” She cried, looking back at the hospital. But I ignored her and pulled out my little jumper wire and finding the plastic connector on the bike. I pulled it apart and stuffed the ferules on either end of my wire into two of the slots. 

"Adam, they are coming!" I heard the sound of yelling voices echoing from inside the hospital just as I slipped the second lead into place and listened to the bike click on. Vanessa turned back quickly as I swung my leg over the seat.

“Hop on,” I said throwing her a wild grin, I had always wanted to put the strange knowledge I’d gained from YouTube deep dives to use, perhaps this brave new world would be the perfect place.

“You’re full of surprises!” She said as she hopped up behind me and wrapped her arms around my middle, “Head up Franklin smart guy, and then left on 2nd
, we are heading to Andovers.”

I threw the bike in gear and sped off. I grew up riding dirt bikes all over the country, so the little Honda 900 was nothing. Riding down the broad empty streets was heaven, and I got to the hardware store on 2nd
 in less than a minute. I pulled into the parking lot, and Vanessa pointed to a large black Escalade with dark tinted windows. It may be the apocalypse or close enough to it, but we were going to be riding in style.

"Quick get in," she said as she hopped off the bike and ran over to the driver's side door. I dropped the kickstand and turned off the motorcycle, kissing two fingers, and touching the tank is thanks as I hopped off and climbed in the SUV. The inside was soft white leather. Vanessa had the engine revved and pulling out of the parking lot. She drove off easily twice the speed limit as she wove through different streets, cutting a zig-zag path out of town.

“Where are we going?” I asked when we hit the freeway. We had only seen two other vehicles; one truck and one large sprinter van the whole time. Both filled with small groups of women out gathering supplies.

"There is a lab near San Francisco that was close to a cure for the virus. They lost all of their blood samples in a power outage and the ensuing chaos over the past few weeks. I need to get you there so they can finish their work."

“Children…” I said in dawning realization. Any children born into this new world might not carry whatever trait makes so few of us immune to it. There would need to be a vaccine or treatment in that case.

"Exactly," Vanessa said, her voice all grim determination. "I have a safe house in a subdivision on the outskirts of town. I filled it with all the supplies we might need for a drive or even a walk north."

“That’s like five hundred miles,” I said.

“You have somewhere else you need to be?” She asked with wry amusement.

"No," I said, looking out the window, reminded of my family and friends, "there is nowhere for me to go now." Then I blurted out the first thing on my mind to change the topic, "Why are you dressed in those clothes?" I realized it was a stupid thing to say almost immediately, but she just turned to me and smiled.

"Isn't this the kind of shit a 22-year-old guy thinks is hot?" She asked laughing, and I laughed along with her, “Seriously I had no idea what to expect when I got to the hospital or if you would be reasonable about coming along, sorry I didn’t mean to mess with your head.”

We drove in silence, and I clutched my backpack. It was all I had left in the world. There was nothing in my place that I especially cared about. What did I have that was precious to me? My backpacking gear would have been useful to have. My laptop and phone were with me and probably useless now, but I still wanted to keep them safe. I didn’t know if they might become handy, so I resolved to keep them, but not stress too much about keeping them powered. My cell phone hadn’t had a signal yet that I had seen, so I set it to low power mode as Vanessa drove us and mentally did an inventory of what I would need.

Vanessa pulled into the driveway of a house tucked back in a cul-de-sac. It was an average looking track house, except all the windows were covered by dark curtains. She hit the button on the garage door opener, and as the door rolled up, I saw a black sedan parked in the garage.

“Shit,” Vanessa said and glancing around quickly she got a hunted look to her face, “wait here,” she said and reaching into the middle compartment pulled out a handgun, checked the magazine was full and popped opened the door.

"What's going on?" I said, clutching my backpack, “Do you have another?”

"That's the car of the woman who sold me the information on where they were hiding you. But she shouldn't be here, this place should have been secret to everyone but me and one other…” she glanced from the car to me, her face twisted in thought, “You know how to use one?” she asked holding up the gun.

“I grew up in Iowa,” I said with a frown, “and my dad is… was… a cop. I grew up going to the range every week like religion.”

“Then here,” she said handing the gun over, and reached into a pocket of the door and pulled out another, checking the magazine she looked at me with iron determination, “I don’t think there will be an issue, but if you hear shots, or me scream you drive out of here as fast as you can. You get to the lab at UC Berkley and tell Trish I love her.”

“Who is Trish?”

“My girlfriend,” she said with a roguish grin, then she shut the door, and marched into the garage without hesitation. I had to admire her bravery as she walked into possible death with her back straight and the confidence of a warrior.

I sat in the escalade for long minutes, straining my ears to hear anything. I watched the clock in the car and time ticked by, seeming never to end. Finally, after seven minutes, the front door opened, and Vanessa poked her head out and looked around quickly, seeing everything was clear she waved for me to come quickly. I slipped the gun in my backpack and headed over.

I stepped into the house and found it mostly empty of furniture. There was a single chair and stand lamp in the living room, a small table covered with maps, and enormous piles of bottled water, foodstuffs, blankets, and heaps of men's clothes in several styles and brands all with the tags still on them. The sight pleased me, as it looked like I would be able to get another set of clothes out of the pile.

The most arresting sight in the room was the tall and imposing woman standing in the opening to the kitchen with her arms crossed beneath large breasts. Once the woman saw me step into the house, her stern expression softened, and she glanced at Vanessa and shook her head ruefully.

“You do have him. You don’t trust me?” The blond woman said in a strong Russian accent, her tone merry and almost proud.

“I do now,” Vanessa said, then seeing my questioning look, she continued, "I told her I had lost you to the mob, just in case it was a trap, but I trust her now. If the were a mole, she would have known that I had already got you. She came from Trish with information about the roads.”

"How did she find the place?" I asked, still holding my backpack before me.

“That’s why I brought you in,” Vanessa said and I saw a necklace hanging from her neck that hadn’t been there before a small copper pendant with the letters ‘PJ’ on it, "Trish is the one who knew about this place, she's the only one who could have sent Nadia. We will need her information if we are going to get past the blockades." She took a deep breath and let it out slowly, calming herself.

"Let me explain, Adam, this is Nadia. She was a KGB agent, and until a few months ago was one of the more dangerous assassins the US government knew of.”

“Former KBG,” the woman said with a smile that said she was pleased with herself. Her blue eyes traveled the length of me slowly. I’d never before felt like an object under someone’s gaze, but I thought it now, and it was uncomfortable. I hoped I never looked quite that lascivious when I checked out hot women, but I feared I did.

“Right,” Vanessa continued walking into the kitchen, Nadia moving aside as the dark-haired women kept talking, the sounds of clinking bottles accompanying her words. "A faction of her former government sent her over here to kidnap you and bring you back to the motherland so they could add you to the stock of men they have removed from Africa and Europe. Unfortunately for Nadia here,” Vanessa motioned to the tall blond woman as she came back in carrying three beers, passing one to Nadia she walked over and held one out to me, “relax Adam, you’re safe here.” Smiling ruefully, I dropped my backpack and took the beer, taking a grateful sip.

"Fortunate for me, no planes, no governments, so I no need to go back to long cold winters," the tall woman spread her arms expansively, smiling broadly, "I like California, I love the warm and sun. So is fortunate.”

"Nadia says there are roadblocks set up on I5 up and down the state," Vanessa went over to the small table with Nadia, and I followed.

The map of the state was laid out, and there were multiple red dots with small notes written in tiny handwriting all over it. Not just on the main freeways but on the smaller routes as well. There were areas shaded different colors, and when I asked about them, Vanessa said, "Those are all the different territories that are cropping up. For the most part, things are peaceful, but there are a couple of groups that aren't opposed to violence, and they are spreading their influence quickly. We are going to have to crisscross our way up the state, avoiding major cities and denser areas as best we can."

"You safe," Nadia said, "we get you through and save the world; it's what we do." She put an exclamation point by poking my chest with one strong finger. I felt a sharp jolt at the contact and saw the woman's eyes widen, pupils dilating. She looked down at the fingertip and drew in a ragged breath.

"We better get something to eat and some sleep," Vanessa said, "we are going to head out before the sun rises tomorrow."

“Eat… Sleep…” Nadia said, her gaze vacant and eyes looking slowly up to my face, watching me in fascination.

"Shit," Vanessa said when she looked over at the larger woman, "Nadia, are you ok?" Nadia shook her head, her gaze clearing, and she blinked and looked around.

"The need… I touched him, and it consumes me," she shook her head again and downed her beer in one long pull, “but I will not lose control, have no fear.” Her face was stoic and touched with sadness as she set the empty bottle on a counter.

“It’s better after mating, it’s nearly faded entirely for me,” Vanessa said eyes on me, “although there were other aspects of it that were… odd.”

“What are you two talking about?” I asked.

“I began to talk about it in the hospital,” Vanessa said, “something has changed in nearly all the women in the world. Perhaps it was an after effect of the virus, perhaps as some have posited it just the survival instinct of the species kicking in. We all now have… intense desires.”

“I remember now," I said, the whole experience had been madness and the memories foggy.

"Many women lust after the idea of being with a man. To the point where it drives some of them crazy, women like those you saw today. Like I said, it like being a junky but never being able to get your drugs." Her words made me think of the secret little bottle I had taken from the pharmacy, and I wondered what the hell I would use them for anyway.

"When I touch you," Nadia said, her voice hoarse, "it becomes more powerful, almost… overwhelming."

"Overwhelming how?" I asked, taking a sip of my beer.

“Make me crazy… mad.” Nadia shook her head, “I go to bed, this all too much.”

"There is only one cure for this sickness," Vanessa said, looking at me with a cocked eyebrow.


Is she suggesting what I hope she is suggesting?
 I thought to myself. This was all coming at me pretty fast, but I could still add two and two. There was something inside me that leaped at the news, some new raging inferno of desire to plant my seed in as many women as possible, but I beat it back with willpower and determination. Not wanting to seem like the lecherous asshat that I always felt inside I was.

"Can I try something on you, Nadia?" I asked my words, pausing her in her tracks as she went to head upstairs.

“You can do as you like,” her words were sad, and I took her in now with a discerning eye. She was tall and full of hip, and with a bust that matched her proportions. Her long blond hair was pale, almost white, eyes a pale blue, high cheekbones, wide mouth, and full lips; achingly beautiful. This woman so confident and powerful in action was endearingly vulnerable about feeling desired, or at least that was the read I got from her. She was dressed in a tight green army shirt and combat fatigues that were tucked into stiff black boots; her long blond hair pulled back in a ponytail.

I walked up to her, reaching out my hand and let my fingertips touch her cheek ever so slightly. The instant skin to skin contact was made her pupils flared wide, and her skin began to suffuse with blood.

"Mhmm…" she moaned out softly, and as I dragged my fingers away, she knelt slowly, her hands up almost as if in supplication. Vanessa was stepping to the side to watch, nodding to me with a smile that grew, adding a touch of hunger and desire with each moment as she watched the tall, beautiful blonde, her eyes sliding between Nadia and me.

“Why…? It tortures to have the pleasure ripped away.” She tilted her head back and looked at me eyes widening as I slid my hands over the waistband of my pants. As I pushed them to the floor, I felt that beast within, rear its mighty head, flooding blood to my cock as I grew into steely harness in seconds. I pulled my shirt over my head and threw it aside.


Chapter Four

My brain was buzzing and foggy with desire as I beheld her buxom beauty, the smell of her hit my nostrils and mad lust overtook me. I had never felt such an overwhelming need to breed, as my hand slid down to cup one of her soft cheeks. The woman's eyes dilated with the contact, and a whimper escaped her lips. I saw her large nipple press against her top, and as my eyes were drawn down to her large breasts, I heard Vanessa from where she sat in the one chair.

“Take her Adam, she needs it, master her!” The words were the key that unlocked the gates of my restraint.

I pulled the woman's shirt up over her head with her help, and even before I had thrown the garment to the side, she was unhooking her bra and releasing twin massive pale globes of tender flesh. Her heavy breasts, easily double' d's, swung free, and I felt an overwhelming need to taste her flesh. Pressing her back to the carpet with one hand, the woman spread her legs wide, untying her boots with quick sure fingers as I gathered one great breast in hand and wrapped my lips around the sizeable rubbery nipple.

“Oh!... O Bozhe!... Oh God… what you doing to me!" she was twisting and writhing as my fingers traced across her naked flesh. As my fingers gathered in the waist of her pants and dragged them down her wide hips and toned legs. Then my face was between those pale gorgeous thighs, and my tongue hit her sex. The scream ripping out of Nadia's mouth as my tongue made contact with her was deafening. Lost in my madness., the scent of her driving me wild with desire. It was all I could do to go down on her for even a moment longer. I was between her legs, the beautiful blond dragging and pulling me up her as my cock slid along her soaking wet lips.

"Please, sir… Please… YES!!!!" I drove into her with a powerful thrust, feeling her warm depths cradle my cock and wrap it in delicious tightness as a powerful orgasm hit her. Her arms wrapped around me, and her thick lips found mine. It was wild, passionate, and desperate sex like I had only had once before, earlier in the day with Vanessa. An overriding impulse drowned out my judgment, and as my cock swelled and pulsed, I wanted nothing more than to fill this woman’s womb with my seed.

“I… Feel… Every… O Bozhe!... Bozhe!!!!!! AAyyyeeeee!!!!” She screamed and clutched me tight to her as I came within her. Her body so locked up in intense joy that I felt her milk every last drop of cum from me. Then she went slack, her head lolling to the side and eyes rolling back into her skull, just as Vanessa had.

My mind began to clear from the fog of desire. I rolled over, sitting up and looking around myself as if coming out of a dream. Beside me was a tall, nude, busty goddess. Naked and with her hair now a mess, a pair of panties dangling from one ankle as her chest heaved, beads of sweat dotting her pale smooth skin. The sight was so incredibly sexy I felt my cock stir again, unbelievably.


What is going on with me?
 I wondered.

Then I saw Vanessa in the one chair, her legs spread, and skirt hiked up, her white panties on the floor as she worked her pussy with one hand, eyes locked on my slowly rising cock. I smiled at her, and she grinned. The grin was turning to one of joy as I crooked my finger to her. She stood and pulled her white top over her head and dropped her bra and skirt to the floor. Standing before me, her body revealed for the first time I let my eyes linger on her curves and bits, letting her know how much I appreciated her beauty.

She walked up and went to squat down over my crotch, but I lifted one arm between her legs and pulled her pussy to my lips, tasting her. Once again, the scent and taste of the woman drove thought and reason from my mind. Her surprised cries of pleasure as I got her off, spurred me on to lick and touch her more, exploring her depths. Then I could take no more and gripping her hips pulled her down on me. She yelped in surprised joy as my cock drove home in her in one thrust, and then her hands were on my chest holding herself up, her firm breasts pressed together, showing off her puffy pink nipples to perfection. 

Eyes closed, Vanessa rode my cock with building pleasure, her shoulders tensing and head drooping as the pressure built in her more and more. Then I felt a hand on my face turning me, and Nadia was raining kisses on my face and mouth, kissing down my neck and chest as she mumbled words of thanks and pleasure. I reached over for her wide hips and pulled her fur covered muff over to my face, feeling my cock pulse and thickened as I took in the taste of her. The two women clutched at one another, their lips interlocking as they cried out in pleasure. I felt my cock pulse and balls tighten, and then a toe tingling orgasm hit me, and I felt and heard them as Vanessa came on my cock and Nadia on my tongue, rubbing her soft pussy on my chin as she climaxed.

I should have been spent. I should have been exhausted. However, the mad desire within me was barely slaked. Both women were groggy, and Vanessa scarcely conscious as I moved from beneath them. Nadia turned to look at me while biting her bottom lips, and with a smile of submissive desire, she arched her face forward, tongue extended, and wrapped her lips around my cock. I groaned out in pleasure as Nadia softly and gently sucked my cock clean, bringing it to steely hardness in moments. She was definitely less experienced at giving head than Vanessa, her skill inexpert and raw, but she was enthusiastic. I took hold of her hair and drew her off my cock and slowly pressed her face down into the carpet, she smiled broadly, and I saw her flex her hips, rolling her large butt enticingly, and I got behind her, lining my cock up to her soaking pink slit. I had barely touched her let lips when she pushed back on me, swallowing my cock in one push into her warm depths. Hands-on her wide hips, I fucked the large woman with long powerful strokes. Loving the cries of pleasure and mumbled words of encouragement and devotion, she spewed out.

Vanessa rolled to her knees, and her thick gorgeous hair hanging down, so sexy and tussled as she crawled over to my side. Standing on her knees, she pressed her nude body to my side, her tits pressing against my arms and her lips finding my neck as she pushed my ass, driving me on to fuck her friend harder and harder. I dropped a hand to the dark-eyed woman pussy, and my lips met hers, the passion intense. When my orgasm hit, we all cried out in pleasure and collapsed there on the floor, panting, exhausted, and for the moment, at least sated.

Vanessa had a large bed in the upstairs bedroom, just a king-size mattress on the floor with a pile of neatly folded comforters. The three of us staggered upstairs, and I felt my cock grow hard again as I saw Nadia's wide white ass swaying before me as she climbed ahead of me. I don't know where the sexual drive came from. Perhaps I, too, was falling victim to the imperative to breed as much as possible. By the time we got into the bedroom, my cock was hard as a rock and I stopped Nadia at the edge of the bed, bending the tall blond over.

"Again? You animal!" She cried as I slid my cock up her wet lips and pushed the fat head into her dripping depths. I few quick hard thrusts, and the woman was cumming on my cock, and I pulled Vanessa over, bending her over beside Nadia as I moved over and behind her. The two women kissed, Nadia dizzy and weak with pleasure, Vanessa desperate and hungrily French kissing the other woman. I watched them make out, which was a sight I had never dreamed of seeing in the old real world. Two gorgeous and dignified women, kissing passionately and desperately as they begged me to fuck them.

Soon we were on the bed, and Vanessa was beneath me, her slender legs pulling me into her in hard fast thrusts as we both screamed out in pleasure, the orgasm rocking the mattress. We passed out there each woman cuddled up to my side, even as they nodded off their soft lips kissed the skin of my chest and stomach, our dreams swirling with visions of passion and lust.
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