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    SURVIVING 
 
    Harmon has been alone for sixteen months, since the outbreak started, hiding like a mouse in a desolate city. Dangerous creatures who were once human prowl the streets during the day, and it seems like it’s only a matter of time before they sniff Harmon out.  
 
    He is convinced that he’s the last surviving human, and then, during a late-night search for food, a truck roars by. He spends a few nights tracking that truck down, and then he finds it, along with a compound full of survivors. They have large walls and food and heavily-armed guards. It seems like a gift from the heavens, until the guards tell Harmon to turn around. They don’t need more men. They only want young, fertile women capable of creating the next generation.  
 
    Devastated, Harmon retreats to an apartment building a few miles away. He keeps an eye on that compound from high up on the building’s fifteenth floor. He’s got enough food to last him a few weeks, and that should be enough time to make a convincing transformation. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I hadn’t seen another human in almost sixteen months. Twelve months after the outbreak, I came to the conclusion that I was the only human left, and I gave up hope on finding other people. 
 
    I holed up in a large mansion on the outskirts of the city. I kept quiet so the creatures wouldn’t find me. I passed the time by playing chess against myself. I was starting to get pretty good at chess—at least when I was playing against myself. I had no idea if I was actually any good.  
 
    But after a few months in that mansion, which once belonged to a wealthy man who wrote a terribly boring autobiography (I read one of the many copies scattered through his house), I started running out of food. The neighboring houses were also running out of food, and walking many blocks every week to find canned food was starting to become risky.  
 
    It turns out, super wealthy people don’t tend to own many canned goods. 
 
    It was fourteen months after the outbreak when I had a close encounter with the creatures. I left that desolate gated community to raid a grocery store. The store smelled awful, with old meat rotting away on the once-chilled shelves, and vegetables reduced nearly to compost, swarming with bugs. The canned goods section was empty: already picked over by the early survivors of the outbreak. I did manage to find a few cans on the floor in the back room. They were expired, but I needed whatever I could get.  
 
    As I was about to leave the store, I heard the grunting. I froze for a moment as I saw the shadow of a figure coming towards the door. I managed to snap to life right at the perfect moment, darting behind the service counter, underneath the lottery tickets.  
 
    I heard them come in: at least five of them. I heard their big snouts snorting as they tried to sniff me out. They probably would have found me in seconds had it not been for all of the awful smells in that grocery store, confusing their powerful noses. I curled myself into a tight ball. I had my rifle with me, but I knew I stood no chance against a full pack of creatures. My magazine only held ten rounds, and it took more than two shots to take one of the things down.  
 
    So I just squished myself into the tightest possible ball. I closed my eyes and I prayed. And for a moment, I wished that they would find me, so this horrible excuse for a life could come to an end.  
 
    It didn’t seem like there was much worth living for. I spent every day in hiding. There had been days that I literally sat around and counted the seconds, because there was nothing else to do. Sure, I had lots of books at my disposal, but reading seemed strangely pointless. There were no people around to share a book’s ideas with. I was alone—just waiting to die. And maybe I was better of dying sooner rather than later.  
 
    The creatures came close to me, sniffing around that desk. I slowly turned my rifle onto myself. I would use it to shoot myself before I bothered wasting all of my ammunition on them. If I ran out of ammo and didn’t kill them all, then I was certainly doomed. The gunshots would alert more of the horrible things, and being eaten by the infected monsters was a horrible way to go. When the outbreak first started, I witnessed many horrible deaths.  
 
    Like coyotes, the creatures ate their victims alive, starting from the crotch and asshole. They like to savor their victims, sometimes taking more than an hour to finish the job. Apparently, you bleed out very slowly from your crotch.  
 
    I pressed my thumb against my rifle’s safety. I took a deep breath. I could disengage the safety and fire a shot into my brain in a matter of milliseconds.  
 
    At least four of the things were on the other side of the counter. I bit hard on my tongue and thought about shooting—even if they weren’t going to find me. I was sick of eating expired beans and canned corn. The thought of eating another tin of Spam made my stomach churn. And food wasn’t the only problem. Water wasn’t running anymore. Purification plants were obviously turned off, so purifying water was a nightmare—and finding water was tough at times. There had been many nights that I drank out of toilets, gagging the whole time. And for what? So I could live to see another day of horrible solitude?  
 
    I flicked off the safety. I decided it was time. I was going to do it.  
 
    Then, the creatures pattered away, being alerted by a howl from outside. My hands were trembling and my palms were slicked with sweat. I slowly lowered the rifle and stood up, peering around the store. It seemed like a miracle that I was still alive. Those things rarely missed a beat. I’d never been so close to one—let alone five—in my life.  
 
    And I couldn’t help but wonder why God was sparing me. What did I do to deserve this life? Was this hell? Did I do something horrible in my lifetime and now I was being punished?  
 
    I didn’t have the courage to kill myself. So I stuffed my few cans into my pockets and I started back towards that mansion in that gated community, which had been my home for many months. 
 
    And when I woke up the next morning, already out of food and hungry, I decided it was time to find a new home: time to start a long journey to an untapped area, so I could survive that hell for another few months.  
 
    I started hiking in the night, after spending a good ten minutes spreading mud all over my body to hide my smell from the creatures. The creatures had a terrific sense of smell, and I think the only reason I survived the outbreak early on was because I had been going through a bit of a hygiene fad—not wearing any deodorant and not using any soaps while my body ‘detoxified’. I read on some website that detoxifying your body completely every few years is supposed to prevent cancer. That probably wasn’t true, though it did end up saving my life—for better or worse.  
 
    Slicked with mud, I walked for many miles in the darkness. I stuck to alleyways when possible, and I crossed roads quickly. I made the occasional stop to try to find cans of food in houses.  
 
    I hated going into houses. I hated finding dead bodies; it was a sight that I just never got used to. The sight of a dead child would bring me to tears every time. I wasn’t cut out for post-apocalyptic living apparently.  
 
    After going through about ten houses, and finding about eight dead bodies, I found a jar of pickles. I ate the whole jar on the spot, and then hiked for another few hours with a terrible stomach ache. The vinegar wasn’t agreeing with my empty stomach.  
 
    I found a battery-powered scale in one house, so I decided to weigh myself. I’d lost nearly forty pounds and now weighed less than my petite ex-girlfriend, who I broke up with one month before the outbreak started. Sometimes I wondered what happened to her—if she was one of the lucky ones who died quickly, or if she was one of the unfortunate ones who groaned in agony for hours as creatures nibbled her alive, piece by piece.  
 
    The possibility of her being alive didn’t occur to me. I knew that she was dead, along with every member of my family and every friend I’d ever made—and every person I’d ever seen with my eyes.  
 
    On that dark, lonely night, as my stomach ached from the burn of pickle brine, I came upon a house with a large intact window. I pressed my face against the window to see what was inside. To my amazement, the counter was covered in canned goods. I paused as I scanned the amazing haul. It was too much to carry with me, and it was too precious to leave behind, so I decided it was the perfect place to make my home for the next few months. I could make that food last at least a month, and the neighboring houses appeared to be untouched.  
 
    So I went in through the back door of the home. The door was broken and swaying on rusty hinges. There was a dead man, half-eaten, in the mud room. There was a dead woman on the bed in the master bedroom. I carefully pulled both carcasses out into the back yard, and I nearly threw up from the horrible smell. The bodies were almost completely decomposed—but not completely.  
 
    I spent the next forty minutes trying to make the smell go away: using water and paper towels to scrub up the goop from the floors, and hauling the bedsheets and mattress out into the yard where the bodies were.  
 
    Then, I started the process of boarding up the windows. I used whatever I could find. I carried around my own hammer and a pouch full of nails, so I put those to use. The sun was starting to come up by the time I’d secured every window and doorway.  
 
    The house was far from ideal. My mansion had been tucked away in a sparse, gated community. This house was just feet away from the street, and there was hardly five feet between the house and the neighboring houses. It seemed like prime hunting grounds for the creatures, but I had to take what I could get.  
 
    I was just about to crawl into the home’s guest bed when I heard something—something I hadn’t heard in at least a year: the hum of an engine. 
 
    I sat up. My heart started racing. I jumped out of the bed and ran down to the back door. I had the door screwed shut. I always screwed the back door shut in every home I hid in, so I had to use my screwdriver to remove the screw. By the time I got the door open, the car was already far down the road, driving into the sunrise.  
 
    I ran into the road and waved my arms. It was a large truck with a canopy on the back, and sheets of steel welded to the sides. I could see multiple heads in the vehicle, and I could see boxes of what appeared to be food inside of that canopy. I wanted to scream at them, but I was already being foolish by waving my arms in the street.  
 
    They turned the corner and zoomed off. They didn’t notice me. 
 
    My heart was pounding. There were other people in the world! I wasn’t the only one still alive. And by the looks of it, they were doing okay. They had a group and they had a truck full of supplies. But how were they driving? Starting up a car was suicide: the creatures could track the smell of the burned gas, and the noise alerted every creature within five miles. 
 
    Now, I could hear the creatures howling, so I ran back into my home. I used my screwdriver to replace the screws in the door and then I went back up to the guest bed. My heart wouldn’t stop pounding. I was exhausted from a long day of hiking, but I couldn’t sleep. I wasn’t alone. Maybe there was still hope after all.  
 
    So I spent the next week preparing for a long hike. I packed my bags with as much food and water as I could hold, and then I went on a long journey to find those people. I slept during the days and I hiked at night, searching everywhere for signs of life. 
 
    And I started to find signs: footprints on dusty floors, fingerprints on dusty cabinets. I was finding houses that had been freshly raided.  
 
    I was able to use the creatures to my advantage. I would hide in houses and listen carefully as creatures sniffed their way down the roads. I knew that they were following the smell of gasoline, which lingered in the air for days—at least for the creatures. I quietly followed the creatures’ footprints at night, and started to realize that the creatures were mostly travelling west.  
 
    I felt crazy, following the creatures that I’d spent sixteen months avoiding. Following them went against my better judgement, but I was desperate for a better life. I couldn’t keep living in houses with dead bodies as friends. If I wasn’t going to take my own life, then I needed to find something better. 
 
    And it was after a long day of hiking that I heard a distant series of gunshots. Then I heard the pained howl of a creature.  
 
    I approached the sound carefully. It took a long time; the gunshots came from miles away. It was another hour of hiking before I heard more gunshots. This time they were closer, and followed by more pained howling.  
 
    I was on the edge of the city, in the industrial area, which was mostly populated with warehouses and factories. It was late at night and I was tired, but I wasn’t ready to pack it in for the night. My heart was pounding with excitement. I was about to see people for the first time in almost a year and a half. I wanted to see people so badly. I wanted to hold another human. I wanted to talk with another human. I wanted to play chess with someone who wasn’t myself! 
 
    So I kept approaching. I heard more gunshots. Then I heard a voice: “This way!” I couldn’t remember the last time I heard a voice. Actually, I could: the scream of a young woman being torn apart by a pack of creatures. She was the last survivor in my group, aside from myself. She had gone into a gas station to grab some snack bars, and the creatures were inside waiting for her. I thought about going in to save her, but I knew I wouldn’t be able to kill the whole pack with the ammunition that I had. So I just hid across the street and listened to her die as she screamed out my name. 
 
    Now, I was feeling a bit more hopeful than that horrible day. Now, I could hear someone calling out—and were they calling out to me? I peered around the corner and saw a man standing up on a tall tower. He was holding a long rifle and waving down the road. “Hurry!” he yelled. 
 
    Then he lifted up his rifle and fired a shot. A creature screamed. I turned and looked down the road and saw a woman with two kids. They were all dressed in stripped rags. Their faces were covered in dirt. The large gate opened suddenly and two men stepped out, armed with rifles. They dropped down to their knees and started firing at the creatures that were trying to pick off the woman and her kids. Bang! Bang! Bang! In the span of a minute, they killed off at least ten of the horrible creatures. Then one of the men grabbed the fatherless family and pulled them into the large compound. They quickly closed the gates and rattled a few more shots off at the monsters. The monsters retreated.  
 
    The woman dropped to her knees and started crying hysterically. “You’re okay now,” the man said. It was hard to hear him from so far away, but luckily, he was raising his voice to be heard over her crying.  
 
    “It took us so long to find you,” the woman wept.  
 
    “You’re safe now,” the man said. The man looked clean: not smeared with mud like the woman, her children—or like me. His clothes looked new and neat. His gear looked professional. The compound was impressive, with tall towers every thirty feet, all adorned with armed guards. They had flood lights pointed in every direction. There were large enforced buildings speckled within the gates, and I could see armed men pacing around, waiting anxiously for the creatures to attack again.  
 
    A few minutes later, that familiar truck pulled up to the gate, still covered in steel panels. They opened the gate to let the truck in, then a group of men helped to unpack the canopy. They had food and jugs of water and blankets and other supplies.  
 
    I needed to be in that compound. I needed to be part of their little civilization. So I tried to get the attention of one of the guards. I waved my arms from my little hiding place. I thought about running up to the gate, but I was afraid of being mistaken for a creature. After sixteen months of brutal survival, I wasn’t about to be shot dead at the gate of my saving grace.  
 
    The man wasn’t looking down at me. But I wasn’t ready to give up. So I tried a gentle whistle. I knew it was insane, and I was possibly about to attract many of those monsters—but I had to try. I whistled and then I whistled a little bit louder. 
 
    Finally, his gaze began to wander. I could see his eyes narrowing. He heard me—not he just needed to see me. I kept waving my arms. Finally, he spotted me. He lifted up his rifle instinctively. I winced and turned bracing myself for what was possibly going to be a reactionary shot to the chest. But he didn’t shoot. Instead, he turned his spotlight onto me, blinding me.  
 
    “Hey, Sarge?!” he called out. “We’ve got another one here!”  
 
    I walked forward, feeling dangerous and somehow safe at the same time, knowing that there were now a dozen armed men with their attention on me.  
 
    “Let me in!” I hushed, using my hand to block the light from blinding me.  
 
    The gate opened. I decided to dash. Luckily, no creatures followed me, but I did have to hop over a few dead ones to make it to the gate—and I wasn’t entirely sure they were fully dead. I swear I saw one move as I went to leap over it. Maybe it was going to use its final bit of energy to pull me down and press its claws into my body.  
 
    A man grabbed my arm and pulled me violently. I gasped and fell down to my knees. Then there were three guns aimed at my head. “W—What’s going on?” I said. “I’m not a creature. I’m human. I’m not infected!”  
 
    “Who are you here with?” they asked. 
 
    “Nobody. I’m alone. Why?” I looked up and saw the faces of the men. They all had beards: something I still couldn’t grow, even after going sixteen months without a shave. I only had a few little hairs on my upper lip. Beards had never been in my family’s genes.  
 
    “How’d you find us?” one man asked. 
 
    “I followed the creatures here,” I said. “I—I’ve been trying to find people for sixteen months.”  
 
    “No wife? No kids?” said a man with a very deep voice. He was taller than the others, and his gun was bigger. I could tell that he was the head honcho.  
 
    “Just me. I came alone. I’ve been alone since the start.”  
 
    There was a long silence as the men stared down at me, still aiming their guns at me. Then one turned to the others. “What do we do with him?”  
 
    “I don’t know,” said the other. I looked past the men and saw people: regular people wearing regular clothes. They were watching from behind a second fence. I could see kids eating their early breakfast. I could see women dressed nicely, with makeup, and nice hairdos. It was like a real city: like something that wasn’t so different from life before the outbreak.  
 
    “I promise I’m not infected,” I said.  
 
    “That doesn’t matter,” said the man.  
 
    “What do you mean? So can I be with you? I’m a hard worker. I’ll do whatever you guys want. Here—you can even have the food I have. It’s all I could carry with me.”  
 
    “Keep your food, buddy,” said the tall man. “You’ll need it out there. Turn around and head back to wherever you came from.” 
 
    I stared at him in disbelief. “Excuse me. What?” I said. 
 
    “We don’t need you here. I’m sorry. It’s a tough decision, but we’re already struggling to feed the people we’ve got. You don’t have kids with you, we don’t need you.” 
 
    “You sure, Sarge?” said one of the guys. 
 
    “It’s the rule. You know it’s the rule. We can only take in children, fertile women, and fathers. We have three times more men than women here.”  
 
    “Please,” I said. “I have nowhere else to go.” 
 
    “Sorry, bud. We’re trying to restart humanity here. We’re not running a charity.”  
 
    My heart was racing faster than ever now. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. I was half-convinced that I was having a horrible nightmare. “Please,” I said. “I’m a hard worker. I’ll go out every day and find food for everyone.”  
 
    “You a farmer?” 
 
    “No. I’m a scavenger. I’ve been finding food for sixteen months now.” I smiled, feeling like he was considering letting me stay. I knew that I could help them. I knew that I could be a positive addition to their little town.  
 
    “The city is running out of food,” he said. “We’ve raided nearly every house over the past year, and now even canned food is starting to expire. We don’t need any more scavengers. We’re already about to be burdened with the scavengers that we do have. So unless you’re a farmer—and you can prove it—we really don’t need you.”  
 
    “I—I am a farmer. I mean—I worked on a farm when I was a teenager.” 
 
    “Doing what?” he asked. 
 
    I stared into his dark, unforgiving eyes. “I—uh—well… It wasn’t a normal farm. It was a solar farm, and I helped to fix the panels.” 
 
    He shook his head. His friends shook their heads. “Let’s get him out of here—and let’s get back to our posts.”  
 
    One of the men grabbed my arm. I tried fighting free, but he had a strong grip. He was twice my size. It didn’t help that I hardly weighed more than one hundred pounds. I was short and thin and I never had much muscle mass to begin with—even before the outbreak.  
 
    “Please!” I begged, but they didn’t listen. They walked me outside of the gate, pushed me forward, and quickly closed the gate. Instead of running to the safety of a nearby warehouse, I ran back to the gate and pounded on the chain-link. “You can’t do this! I’ll die! Please!” 
 
    “Get out of here before you get killed, mate,” said a guard with a British accent.  
 
    I wanted to cry, but I didn’t have the energy to cry. I heard a creature growling. I turned around but couldn’t see anything. My legs wobbled and my hands trembled. Was I doomed to die alone, outside of that compound? Could I find another way in—maybe by sneaking in, or somehow proving that I could be of use?  
 
    I didn’t have time to think about it. I had to run, so I started running. I ran towards the alleyway, and then I heard a creature howling, so I took a sharp turn and went into one of the warehouses. My footsteps echoed until I reached the back exit. I could hear the beasts all around me, tracking me down as I ran. Was this going to be the end of my life?  
 
    I just kept running. I didn’t look back, even when I could hear them grunting and howling behind me. I don’t know where my stamina came from: I didn’t know adrenaline could be quite so useful. I must have sprinted for twenty consecutive minutes—an impossible feat, but I did it. Finally, I arrived at an apartment building with a broken front door. I went inside and slammed the door shut. I spotted a hefty bench and dragged it in front of the door. Then I pulled a lobby table in front of the door, and then I pulled all of the chairs, stacking them all into a big pile. 
 
    Thud! One of the creatures banged into the door. I gasped and backed away. Thud! It was trying hard to get inside. It was hungry and I was dinner. So I started sprinting up the stairs, using the last of my impossible energy. I climbed the stairs until I reached the fifteenth floor, then I bashed my way into a locked apartment. I spent the next twenty minutes stacking heavy items in front of the door. Then I hid in the bathtub and curled myself into a tight ball. I wept as I heard the creatures scavenging the apartment building, looking for me. I thought for sure they would find me—that it was just a matter of time. I was certain that I was living out my final few minutes… 
 
    But then they didn’t find me. And I dozed off while waiting for them—or maybe I blacked out from the anxiety. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER II 
 
    It was bright outside when I finally awoke. I moved carefully, not sure if they were still in the building with me. I knew that apartments were dangerous. There weren’t many escape options, and I knew that all of my footsteps could be easily heard from the other floors.  
 
    I was lucky—lucky to be alive, and lucky to have ended up in the apartment I ended up in. It was clean, open, and there was a bit of decent food in the pantry. For breakfast, I hate a bowl of cold kidney beans. There was an unopened jug of iced coffee in the fridge, and it was still a few days away from expiring, so I drank my first cup of coffee in almost two years.  
 
    I walked over to the window and looked out. From that window, I could see the compound. It was far away, but I could see movement: people walking around and talking to one another as if life was continuing after the outbreak. It was heart-warming to see on one hand—knowing that there was still hope for humanity (and maybe a tiny shred of hope for the people I loved), but disheartening on the other hand, because they weren’t letting me in.  
 
    And the Sarge was right: the city was running out of food. When the outbreak started, it was easy to find canned goods and noodle pouches and tins of Spam. Now, scraps of food were few and far between. I had a bag of mouse traps in my backpack, but I still didn’t have the courage to use them—scared of having to eat a dead mouse. I had no idea how to field dress a rodent—and then how was I supposed to cook it? The smell of the cooking would almost certainly alert the creatures, but it was seeming more and more inevitable by the day.  
 
    Luckily, there was enough food in that apartment to get me through a few days, while I figured out a way to get into that compound. Maybe it was just a matter of trying again and again until they caved and let me in. Maybe I just needed to show up day after day with food for the people inside—and soon enough they would allow me through their gate. Or maybe I really did have to sneak in. It seemed like there were many people in there. It seemed unlikely that everybody knew everybody. Surely, I could slip in unnoticed.  
 
    Or maybe I was being crazy. There were maybe two hundred people on that compound, and everybody probably did know everybody. They were all living closely together, after all. When I graduated high school, I knew everyone in my graduating class, and we had three hundred and fifty students at our graduation. No, I hadn’t talked to them all, but I recognized them all from the hallways.  
 
    And the Sarge made it clear: they weren’t taking in any more scavengers. They wanted farmers, and I could see their little attempt at a farm from up in that apartment building. They had a fenced-off acre of land and a dozen people scurrying around it. The soil looked dry and dead, but good on them for trying. It probably wasn’t a lost cause. They probably just needed the right person to come in and show them how to make the land useable. That person unfortunately wasn’t me. I thought about returning after doing a bit of research, so I could lie about my experience and secure a spot in the little commune—but at the same time, I didn’t want to be a burden. I didn’t want to contribute to the destruction of humanity. Maybe I was better off dying in that old apartment building.  
 
    I spent my day looking around. The apartment belonged to a woman. Closets were packed tight with clothes and there were even more outfits sprawled out on the bed. Two of the drawers in the kitchen were literally packed with shoes, and the bathroom was overflowing with makeup and other beauty supplies.  
 
    I wondered if the woman died looking beautiful. Probably not.  
 
    I couldn’t find any pictures of her, except for the one small photo on her driver’s license, which I found in her nightstand. Her name was Lexie. She was actually kind of cute, with long brown hair and big, glossy eyes.  
 
    I came to the conclusion that she had small breasts, because most of her bras had silicone pads stuffed into the cups. I even found a pair of fake breasts—like something from a movie set. It was a form that slipped over the head. The breasts giggled, and I had a bit of fun trying it on—because there was nothing else to do. 
 
    I walked around with the bouncing breasts on my chest. It was a silly, dumb way to keep myself entertained—but at least I was entertained. It was rare that I smiled, and now I had a big goofy grin on my face.  
 
    The owner of the apartment worked as a hair dresser before she died. I knew because I once dated a hair dresser who told me how expensive the supplies were. This woman had tens of thousands of dollars’ worth of supplies: razors, trimmers, scissors, blow dryers, curling wands, straightening irons, dyes, bleaches, toners, and so on. Her apartment even smelled like a hair salon, even though it had been empty for almost two years.  
 
    I looked at myself in the mirror and decided it was time to give myself a bit of a haircut. When the outbreak started, my hair was already shaggy. In sixteen months of scurrying around like a frightened church mouse, my hair had grown long, past my shoulders. I normally kept it tied up in a bun. I picked up a pair of fancy gold haircutting scissors. I brought the scissors up to my hair, and I was about to cut around my ears, and then I paused. 
 
    My heart skipped a beat. Would I regret cutting my hair? Was I missing out on a golden opportunity?  
 
    I was still wearing that breast form: the expensive piece of silicone (or maybe latex) that was designed for women with small or non-existent tits. With my hair down and those breasts on, I kind of looked like a chick. I did a few joking poses in front of the mirror, and then I felt a tingle under my skin. What if there was something I could do with this disguise?  
 
    I bit down on my tongue. Then, I retrieved a fresh razor and some shaving cream. I did away with the thin hairs on my chin and upper lip. Then I looked in the mirror again.  
 
    Could I pass as a woman?  
 
    The man said that they were only letting in fertile women, children, and fathers. I couldn’t pass as a fertile woman, and I wasn’t sure where I could find a child who would call me daddy—but I could dress up as a lady. Maybe then they would take me in. Maybe I could pretend to be a girl until they got their farming figured out. Then, once they changed their rules to let everyone in, I could sneak out, transform back into a man, and then show up at their gate once more.  
 
    It seemed like a crazy plan, but according to one of the books I read on playing chess: going in with a bad plan is better than going in with no plan at all.  
 
    So instead of cutting off all of my hair, I decided just to snip off the dead ends. Then, I went to her supplies and found a box of professional hair bleach. I only had to look a little bit like the girl in the picture to assume her identity. I followed the instructions carefully, using strips of foil to fold the bleach into my hair. Then I sat around and read a few of her old gossip magazines on the couch until my scalp started to burn slightly. I washed out the bleach and looked in the mirror again. 
 
    A part of me was expecting to see a head of orange hair, but shockingly, I was blonde. I ran my fingers through my hair and giggled. If I didn’t end up getting into that compound, then I could always shave my head. 
 
    I felt silly, but strangely hopeful. Back when life was still normal and there was no outbreak, people would often confuse me for a woman—at least from behind. One particularly embarrassing instance was when I was on a first date with a pretty woman. We sat down at our table in the restaurant and then the waitress approached from behind and said, “How’s it going today, ladies?”  
 
    Maybe it was my shaggy hair or my thin figure or just some aura I gave off. Because I was more petite than most guys, I had to be careful with what I wore. I had to be careful with how I spoke, because sometimes—especially on the phone—people thought that I was a girl. Girls often thought that I was gay because of my voice. I always thought that it was a curse—but now it was starting to seem like the opposite. 
 
    I was only alive because of my small size. I was at the mall when the outbreak started. A pack of creatures flooded in and chaos ensued. During the bloody hysteria, I managed to squish myself into an air vent, along with three other girls and two kids. Some men tried to get in, but their shoulders were too broad to fit into the tight space. I spent two days in that air vent with that group of people. 
 
    And now, my small size and unfortunately feminine features were possibly going to get me into that safe haven. All I had to do was pretend to be a woman, and the more I looked in the mirror with my blonde hair, the more I realized that it was possible.  
 
    I spent a few days getting ready: tweezing my eyebrows, waxing my legs, practicing my speech (tone and inflections), and trying on various outfits to see what made me look especially feminine. I found the makeup that Lexie used to blend her breast form onto her skin. It was a thick cream that hardened into a thin silicone skin. I only had to spread a little bit along my collarbone to hide the seam, and then it was actually quite hard to get off after that—but since I was getting into character, I decided to leave it on.  
 
    I ditched my old boxers from fresh panties. They were a tad bit uncomfortable at first, but after a bit of time, I started to like them. They actually felt kind of nice, the way they hugged my crotch firmly in place. The lace tickled my cock in a sort of pleasant way. And I’ll admit that I jerked off in front of the mirror a couple of times.  
 
    In fact, I was starting to worry about the way that I kept arousing myself. With eyeliner around my eyes and gloss on my lips, I kind of looked like the kind of girl I would have hit on at the club. But unlike the girls at the club who rejected me for being short and skinny, the girl in the mirror would do anything I wanted her to do. I could make her squeeze her tits and I could make her rub her pussy. I could make her look deep into my eyes while whispering sexy little phrases, like, “I want to suck your fucking cock so fucking badly.”  
 
    I would pull my dress and bra cup down to expose my realistic-looking breast. Then I would pinch the nipple and let out a moan—and that was usually enough to make me come.  
 
    After ejaculating, I would always feel a bit embarrassed. I’d spent most of my life being ashamed of my height and weight and voice—and now I was dolled up and about to show myself in front of the entire world… 
 
    And as far as I knew, they really were the entire world. As far as I knew, every living person was within those tall metal fences. They would soon all be seeing me, dolled up with glossy lips. And what was I going to be providing? I couldn’t scavenge safely or effectively in a dress and makeup—and they didn’t even need more scavengers. I couldn’t farm because I had no idea how to do that. And I wasn’t fertile because I wasn’t even a woman.  
 
    I was going to be a leech. I was going to be a burden on the last stand of humanity. Was it really worth my own self-preservation? If the clan did end up surviving, would my name end up in future history books: the man who lied and conned the camp out of precious resources, almost ending the humanity’s final chance at survival?  
 
    I had to come up with some way to contribute. I would have to put myself to use in some reasonable way.  
 
    I ate another can of beans and then I went to sleep, this time sleeping in a pink satin nightie. As I dozed off, the smell of my own perfume created strange visions in my mind, and those visions turned into peculiar dreams. In those dreams, I was a woman, and I’d always been a woman. They were very strange. Men were touching me and squeezing my breasts. They were all around me, all naked, and all erect. They pushed me down to my knees and I started sucking them all off without hesitation. I would grab one cock and slurp on it until I was out of breath, then another man would budge in and press his throbbing erection into my mouth.  
 
    I’d never sucked a cock before, but in that dream, I could taste and feel and smell every single sensation. I could feel the throbbing veins and the swelling tips. Then, as the dream progressed, I could taste the cum and feel the warm, wet splattering of jizz on my chin and nose. The worst part of the dream was that I liked it. I didn’t want them to stop coming on my face and in my mouth. I was gagging—choking on their loads. Every time I opened my mouth, cum would spill out down my chin, dripping down onto my smooth thighs. I would rub that cum all over my legs, spreading it up my stomach and onto my breasts.  
 
    The dream ended with a man reaching down and grabbing onto my erect cock. “She’s a man!” he said.  
 
    Then a horrible dread set in. They all stared at me with dark, vengeful eyes. One man curled his fingers around my throat and squeezed, cutting off the air from reaching my lungs. I gasped, trying to beg him to release me. Then I suddenly woke up, gasping for air.  
 
    I was covered in sweat—and I had a tight erection in my nighttime panties. I got out of bed and walked around the apartment quietly. I went to the window, which was mostly covered, and I peered out at the compound, which was bright with floodlights.  
 
    I could see people moving around: little dots from where I was standing, but I knew that they were people. I so desperately wanted to be near them. Even that two minutes of human interaction that I got a few nights before—I would have killed to feel that again.  
 
    You don’t really realize the human need to be around other humans until there are none around to be with.  
 
    In that moment, I was more certain than ever before that I needed to become a woman and sneak onto that compound. And thanks to that horrible nightmare, I was more certain than ever that I had to truly commit to a full-blown feminization. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I had to be fully prepared. I had to bring all the right outfits and I needed to perfect my makeup skills. I spent painful hours walking up and down that apartment hallway, working on my feminine strut. Every mannerism had to be spot-on. Sure, I looked like a woman with my long blonde hair and my pretty makeup—but I was going to be hanging around with real women. It wouldn’t take much for them to sniff me out. 
 
    So I kept practicing. I didn’t waste a moment, even though it was often tempting to fall onto the couch and relax. 
 
    I made a point of never breaking character. I stashed away my boy clothes and wore only women’s clothes—and only the most feminine outfits that I could find. I didn’t just put on a women’s sweater and some female jeans. Instead, I went with dresses, skirts, blouses, rompers, and jumpsuits. I wore bras and bralettes under my clothes, and I would only wear nighties to sleep.  
 
    And when it came to masturbating (which I admittedly did a lot of because there wasn’t much else to do), I stayed in character. I was always a girl while masturbating. I wouldn’t simply grab my cock and beat it to make myself come. I was more careful than that, reaching between my legs and rubbing as if I was rubbing my clit. I made sure to moan like a girl whenever I was tempted to let out a grunt or a groan. Instead of jerking off standing up in front of the toilet, I would lay back on the bed, using one hand to rub between my legs and the other to fondle my chest and caress my own body.  
 
    In a weird way, the feminine masturbation sessions were better than what I was used to. They were so much more sensual, and the euphoria seemed to creep up and grow over many minutes, instead of just a five second moment of ejaculating pleasure.  
 
    I taught myself how to braid my hair with some help from a book that was laying around the apartment. I learned to do a standard braid, French braids, Dutch braids, and reverse Dutch braids. I practiced so much that I was able to do a pair of Dutch braids without even having to look in the mirror.  
 
    I actually quite liked wearing my hair in braids. They were super cute, and I liked letting them hang over my shoulders. It was fun to grab them and play with them in a cutesy kind of way. And, of course, the sight of myself with cute braids turned me on. I knew that if I thought that I made an appealing woman, other men would think the same. That’s not to say that I was hoping men would hit on me, because I certainly wasn’t—but if I was appealing, then that meant that I was convincing.  
 
    My food supply ran out in my apartment, so I started sneaking into other apartments. Even though I knew with 99.99% certainty that I was alone in that city, it was still nerve-inducing to leave my apartment. It was terrifying, thinking of being seen dressed as a girl.  
 
    I felt so silly ascending the stairs, in a dress and tall leather boots, with my blonde hair braided and pinned back. I was so horrified by the idea of someone seeing me in eyeliner and eyeshadow and lip gloss and blush.  
 
    But at the same time, it was an exciting sensation. Going out of the apartment dressed like a girl was a rush, similar to jumping out of a plane or bungee jumping off of a bridge.  
 
    I found a few packs of ramen noodles in one apartment, and then I found a flat of soda in another. I was always happy to find flour, knowing I could make bread—though I was always nervous when it came to making fire to actually bake the bread. But I found lots of flour in that apartment.  
 
    And I decided to make a small fire up on the top floor of the building. It had been many months since I’d eaten fresh bread. I made the fire inside of someone’s oven. I had to keep the oven cracked so that the fire would have enough oxygen. Then, once the bread was done and out of the oven, I simply closed the door and let the fire die from lack of oxygen.  
 
    Then I left the bread in that apartment for a few hours while I hid down in Lexie’s apartment. I wasn’t taking too many risks—making the bread was enough of a risk for me.  
 
    It was dark when I snuck back upstairs to retrieve my bread. I ate half the loaf and then I drank a can of soda. The energy from the carbs and the sugar perked me right up. For the first time in a long time, I wasn’t exhausted. I felt adventurous and excited. I skipped over to the mirror and did a few poses. Then I went to try on the various pieces of Lexie’s lingerie that I hadn’t yet tried on.  
 
    I felt cute in the tight lace teddies. She owned a number of latex outfits, but they weren’t really my style: a little bit too intimidating for me. I was more into the cutesy costumes: lacy jumpers and satin slips.  
 
    I was wearing a lacey teddy when I had the idea to go and look for more outfits in the building. There were hundreds of apartments in that high-rise—and surely there were other young women with good fashion sense.  
 
    I started my journey down on the main floor. I snuck down, still in my cute outfit, and I broke down the door of the security office. I found the giant keyring that contained a key for every door: all conveniently labeled. Then, I started working my way up, starting on the second floor. I went into each and every apartment, taking note of food options, but concerning myself more with bedroom closets.  
 
    I didn’t find much on that second floor—and not much on the third either—but there was a goldmine on the fourth floor. The bedroom was packed with cute outfits. They were mostly slutty clubbing outfits, but I ended up trying on at least two dozen. I must have spent three hours in that apartment, in front of the mirror, slipping sparkling mini-dresses over my tight lingerie.  
 
    I put on a purple mini-skirt, which went perfectly with the black crop-top, which was lowcut. I found a cute gold necklace to put around my neck, and some golden rings to put around my wrist. For shoes, I tried on a pair of black heels. They were all, and I wasn’t used to walking in them, but I decided to try to get used to them. I went into the hallway and did a few stretches, back and forth.  
 
    I liked the way the heels made my legs look: long and smooth. They also made my butt look awesome: round and full. I caught myself giggling as I went up to the next floor to see what else I could find.  
 
    I went to a door and I tried to find the right key. It took a long time to find each key. They were labeled, which was nice, but they weren’t in any order that I could figure out. And it was even harder as I wobbled in tall heels.  
 
    Finally, I found the right key. I pressed it into the keyhole, and then I heard a slamming sound coming from down the stairway. I paused. My heart stopped beating for a moment before taking off suddenly, pounding ferociously against my ribcage.  
 
    With a trembling hand, I pressed the key into the lock and turned it. I had to hide. And now my stomach was churning with regret. Stupidly, while I was getting dolled up, I sprayed myself with perfume. I had practically sprayed a target onto my own back, and now I was about to pay the price. 
 
    I closed the door and pressed my back firmly against it. I tried to take a deep breath of air into my lungs. I could hear them downstairs. They were onto me. I’d gotten too carried away. 
 
    Now, hiding was pointless. My perfume would give me away no matter what tight space I squished myself into. Why did I put on the perfume? What was I thinking?  

  

 
   
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I slipped into the grungy bathroom of the apartment. I closed the door quietly and I curled myself up in the bathtub.  
 
    Hopefully they would eat my entire body. Hopefully they would make sure my face was unrecognizable, just in case this whole outbreak came to an end and humans ended up finding my body. I didn’t want anyone to find my corpse, clad in makeup and women’s clothing.  
 
    I heard them coming up the stairs. It sounded like there were only a few of them—but I didn’t have my rifle, so I was defenseless. There were no back doors. I was on the fifth floor of the building, so I couldn’t even risk jumping out the window. Though maybe jumping out the window was a better idea than being eaten alive. I just had to make sure to land on my head.  
 
    But I was too afraid to leave that bathtub.  
 
    I could hear them on the fifth floor. I could head their pattering footsteps behind the door.  
 
    Bang! One of the creatures slammed into the door. I was truly doomed. I tried not to cry. It would all be over soon. At the very worst, it would take an hour or two to bleed out. Two hours of pain at the very most, and then it would all be over. Maybe heaven would be nice.  
 
    Bang! It hit the door again. I heard the door splinter. I bit down on my tongue, and then the third bang smashed the door open, making me jump. A whimper escaped my lips.  
 
    I looked over and saw the shadows crowding around the bathroom door. I held my breath and closed my eyes. Then I opened my eyes and noticed the razor on the counter. I could slit my wrists quickly. At least then I knew I wouldn’t have to endure hours of pain and misery: just a few minutes. I jumped to my feet and but then I fell back onto my rear end, unable to catch myself in my heels. “Fuck!” I yelled. And with that curse went the last of my hopes. 
 
    The creatures banged against the bathroom door, splintering it open in a single strike. 
 
    I winced away and covered my face. The door swung open and I felt their warm bodies entering the room. “Oh God,” I whimpered, and then one of the creatures grabbed my arm.  
 
    It pulled me up to my feet. “Open your eyes,” he said. 
 
    It was a moment before I was able to break free from my paralysis. I opened my eyes and saw three tall bearded men staring at me.  
 
    I opened my mouth and tried to produce words, but nothing came out. “You’re safe now,” one of the men said.  
 
    “W—What?” I said.  
 
    “We’re taking you to our camp. It’s safe there,” he said.  
 
    All of my things were upstairs: my gun, my ammunition, my food, and my clothes. But I couldn’t bring them up there with me—there was too much proof that I wasn’t actually a woman. “Who are you?” I asked. 
 
    “We’ll tell you all about that at the camp. Just come on, before the creatures find us.”  
 
    They tugged me, pulling me away from that bathroom as if I was a weightless ragdoll. I stumbled in my heels. “Wait,” I said. “I need to get my things.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about your things,” he said. “It’s more important that we get you out of here alive. So c’mon.”  
 
    They really had no intention of letting me gather my things—or even put on more realistic shoes. I was stuck in that mini skirt and those heels, as if I was being taken to a nightclub.  
 
    “You really shouldn’t wear perfume,” one of the men said. “Those creatures can smell anything from miles away. You’re lucky you’re alive.”  
 
    One of the other men laughed as we reached the stairs. “She smells nice though. You have to admit.”  
 
    “Not worth dying over,” replied the first man, unamused by his friend’s remark. 
 
    His friend stepped up next to me. “What’s your name, beautiful?” he asked. 
 
    I just stared into his eyes, like a deer in front of a semi-truck.  
 
    “A little shy?” he said. “That’s okay.” 
 
    “She probably hasn’t seen another person in two years,” grunted the other man. “Look at her. She’s scared half to death.” 
 
    “Well, sweetie? What’s your name?”  
 
    “Lexie,” I managed to say.  
 
    “You look like a Lexie,” he said with a big grin. I wasn’t sure if it was a jab or a compliment or just a random statement.  
 
    “Shut up,” the leader of the pack said. “Those things are all over this area. We aren’t in the clear yet.”  
 
    We reached the lobby. The leader signaled us all to stop as he peered around the corner. I thought about kicking off my heels and darting back up the stairs. I wasn’t ready to go to the compound yet. I wasn’t entirely confident in how passable I was. Maybe I needed more practice. Maybe the girls at the compound would sniff me out in a matter of minutes. Maybe they would end up using me as bait to lure the creatures away from their camp.  
 
    But what could I say to change their minds? Maybe this was for the best. Maybe them capturing me and bringing me to their camp was the best possible outcome. If someone did point at me and say, ‘Hey, that’s not a woman!’ I could simply say, ‘I never said I was a woman. They brought me here.’ Sure, I probably still end up being thrown out, but at least they couldn’t tell me that I was deceiving them. As far as they were concerned, I was a transgender and I always wore makeup and dresses.  
 
    One of the men grabbed my wrist as I was looking up the stairs. It felt strange, leaving my bag behind. I had everything in that bag: my wallet, my clothes, my ammunition, and a few other useful tools. It wasn’t much, but it was still everything that I owned.  
 
    Now, all I owned was a mini skirt, a lowcut lace crop top, black panties, some costume jewelry, and a pair of black heels.  
 
    “They’re close,” one man whispered. We crept across the floor towards the open apartment front door. I could see their big truck. It seemed foolish to walk through that doorway. Those things could have easily been waiting to ambush. I took a deep breath.  
 
    “Okay, run!” said the leader, and they all started running, pulling me along. I nearly twisted my ankle as I stumbled in my heels.  
 
    One of the men threw the back door open as the other ran around to the driver’s seat. “Let’s go!” he yelled. Then I heard the howls of nearby creatures. We were about to be attacked. 
 
    “Three o’clock!” one of the men yelled, then he started shooting. His gun was loud. I covered my ears with both hands as I turned to look at the creature that was being torn to shreds by his high-caliber ammunition.  
 
    “Get in the fucking truck!” said one of the men, grabbing my arm and tugging me in. It was frightening how much stronger the men were than me. I really was weightless to them. Putting up a fight was completely useless. They could overpower me with their arms tied behind their backs.  
 
    Once I was in the truck, the shooter jumped in next to me. “Go! Go! Go!” he yelled, and then the truck took off. I was thrown from left to right while the men remained still in their seats. One of the men chuckled. “Weird choice of shoes during the apocalypse,” he said, looking at my feet. “Cute look though.” He looked into my eyes and winked. 
 
    A part of me couldn’t believe that then men actually thought that I was a woman. The one man in particular was quite fond of me, hitting on me as if he actually wanted to get into my panties. Maybe that was a good thing—even though it felt like a blow to my masculine ego. There wasn’t much of a masculine ego left. I think most of that ego vanished when I waxed my legs and bleached my hair blonde.  
 
    “They’re chasing us,” said the driver, looking in his side-view mirror.  
 
    “Let them waste their energy,” said the man next to him. “Ugly things.”  
 
    My heart was still pounding ferociously. I looked at the faces of the men. One was older, one was younger. The other two were about my age: one with a long beard, the other with a short beard: he was the one who kept winking at me.  
 
    “So Lexie,” he said. “Excited to be around people? How long’s it been?”  
 
    “I—I don’t know,” I said. “I haven’t been around people since this started.” 
 
    “Damn,” he said. “You’ve been alone this whole time?” 
 
    I nodded my head, staring into his eyes. How could he not tell that I was actually a man? Sure, my makeup was pretty good and my hair looked feminine—and my voice was pretty good too—but when I looked in the mirror, I still saw myself. I was still the same person. What did that say about me as a person?  
 
    “Well, your life is about to get a whole lot different,” he said.  
 
    “Take it easy, Buck,” said the driver. “Leave her alone. You’re the first ugly face she’s seen in seventeen months.”  
 
    Buck laughed and shook his head.  
 
    We pulled up to the gate. The men in the towers fired off some shots at the creatures chasing us as another man opened the gate so we could come in.  
 
    “Don’t you want to know how we found you?” Buck asked. 
 
    “How?” I said softly, still not completely sure of my voice. 
 
    “Heat radar. It’s a new toy,” he said. He picked up a hefty device, which looked like a bulky iPad. He held it up and turned it on. It was like an X-ray machine, with the camera on the roof of the truck, looking through walls at glowing red bodies. “We’re working on a more portable one—but for now, we’ve found three people using this thing.”  
 
    The door opened and a group of men approached the truck to help me to my feet. They all stared at me. I recognized a couple of them from the week before: the same bearded men that expelled me from that camp for being a man.  
 
    “What’s your name?” the deep voiced leader asked. 
 
    “We already asked her that, Mav,” said Buck. “Her name is Lexie. She’s shy.” 
 
    “She can speak for herself, asshole,” said Mav, the apparent leader of the little town. He looked at me. “Well?” 
 
    “It’s Lexie, sir,” I said very softly, horrified that he was about to recognize me.  
 
    “Lexie,” he said. “And you’re about twenty-four?” 
 
    I was twenty-eight, but I didn’t need to tell him that, so I just nodded my head.  
 
    He looked at his friends and nodded his head. “Find her a bed and some warmer clothes.” He turned back to me. “Spend a few days resting. Then, we’re going to put you to work. We all chip in here. As far as we know, we’re the only operational compound in the country.”  
 
    I looked into his eyes, but only for a short second. Then I looked away, worried he would recognize me. I had distinct green eyes, after all. Surely, he didn’t come across too many people with bright green eyes.  
 
    They took me through the second set of gates. A few people were awake, wandering around and chatting. They all looked over at me. My heart soared as I passed them and made eye-contact with them. I was finally around people again! I wasn’t alone anymore.  
 
    “You’ll be staying in there tomorrow,” said the man guiding me. “But first, you need to spend the night in quarantine, just in case you’re infected.”  
 
    He brought me into a large white tent. It was empty, save for a bed in the middle of the tent and a metal locker on the left side. “Sit on the bed,” he said. 
 
    So I sat up on the bed. Then he came over to me with a needle. “This is just a test, to see if the virus is in your blood.” 
 
    “O—Okay,” I said. I had never been a fan of needles, but they were better than a lifetime of solitude and living in fear. 
 
    It was a strange sensation, being in that compound. I actually felt safe. I hadn’t felt safe since the whole outbreak started. I was used to living every moment in fear, jumping at every little sound. But now, there were dozens of armed men patrolling a heavily secured compound. There were layers of steel fences and gates and barbed wire. I could see that the doors on all the buildings were made of thick, heavy steel. “Is it safe here?” I asked. 
 
    “Nothing’s gotten in here yet,” he replied. “We’re working to expand our border, to grow our farming area.” He pointed to the back window of the tent. I could now see the little square of farming land up close. There were two men walking around on it. It was just reddened soil: no plants growing. “We’re so far from the river here. Everything is so dry. And it’s a pain to bring water into the compound every single day. We’re making it work though—at least for now.”  
 
    He poked me with the needle and then he walked to the door with a vial of my blood. He turned to me. “We’ll come get you in the morning once your results are in.”  
 
    “Okay,” I said. And then once again, I was alone. 
 
    But I didn’t feel alone. I could feel the presence of the hundreds of people within that square mile. I felt that amazing sense of safety for the first time in so long. 
 
    And I also felt that horrible sense of dread, knowing there was a chance that they could realize that I was a man at any moment, and they could easily send me packing. Hopefully they would at least give me a good pair of runners, so I could have a chance at getting back to that apartment building where all of my things were stashed.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER V 
 
    I was dreaming about a beach in Mexico when a hand touched my back and woke me up. I sprung out of bed, almost thrashing, ready to fight for my life. A doctor was staring at me with wide eyes. “Are you okay?” he asked. I could hardly see him through my disheveled hair.  
 
    My heart skipped a beat and I relaxed, remembering the rescue. I looked around at the white tent walls and realized that I was in a safe space now. “Sorry,” I said.  
 
    “It’s fine,” he said. “It’s natural to be jumpy after what you’ve been through.” He stared into my eyes.  
 
    I forced a smile. “Did you run my blood test?” I asked. 
 
    “I just ran it now,” he said, still staring into my eyes, as if he had something more to say. “You tested negative for the virus.” 
 
    “Great,” I said softly. I smiled and took a deep breath. “I mean—I knew I was negative, but I’m glad that it’s all settled.”  
 
    “Right,” he said. “And this… This is the way they found you?” He looked down at my sparkling purple skirt. 
 
    I looked down, noticing the slight bulge of my semi-erect penis: embarrassing morning wood that couldn’t have been there at a worse time. I quickly tugged down my skirt, hoping he saw nothing. “I wanted to change, but they pulled me out of my place so quickly,” I said with dark red cheeks. 
 
    “Right…” he said, scratching at his chin. “Can you tell me why you were dressed like this? I mean—it’s not exactly… practical, given the circumstances.”  
 
    I laughed nervously. “It’s been a long seventeen months,” I said. “I guess I just wanted to pretend like things were still normal.”  
 
    “Normal?” he said. “And this is normal for you?” They were strange questions coming from a doctor—unless he was a psychologist. He looked like he had something to tell me: bad news, like cancer or some horrible infection.  
 
    “I guess so,” I said. “It’s nice to get dolled up every now and then—to feel pretty.” I was trying my best to stay in character and sound like a girl. 
 
    “Right…” he said, looking down at his chart. “Well, nobody else has seen your results yet, and to be honest, I’m a bit worried about letting anyone see them—for your sake.”  
 
    “For my sake?” I said. My heart fluttered down into my stomach. Now I was really worried. Was something wrong? Was I about to get a horrible diagnosis? “What is it?” I asked. 
 
    “Part of the blood test was to test for the virus,” he said. “Another part of the test was to test your fertility. You see—we have to make hard decisions here to protect the survivors. We need women who can breed and men who can support the tribe, so to speak.”  
 
    Now, I could feel my face turning white. “O—Okay,” I said. 
 
    “And… Well, you aren’t fertile. And I think you know why,” he said, looking into my eyes again. 
 
    “Right,” I said softly. I knew why and there was no sense in trying to lie about it. It obviously said on his sheet that I was a man. My blood gave me away.  
 
    He kept staring into my eyes, now in silence.  
 
    “I—I’m sorry,” I said. I didn’t know what else to say. 
 
    “It’s not your fault. Nobody told you. Like you said, this is your… normal.” He looked down at me again.  
 
    I felt the lump swelling in my throat. “Do I have to go?” I asked quietly. 
 
    He kept staring into my eyes. “Well,” he said. “That’s up to you.”  
 
    “It is?” I asked. 
 
    “It can be,” he said. He put his chart down on the metal cabinet and he walked over to me. “I can show these results to the men in charge, and they will probably have you removed from the camp. Or, I can just remove this line here that says your blood tested as male.”  
 
    “You can?” I said, feeling a glimmer of hope.  
 
    Now his face was starting to turn red. “You will have to do something for me though, if I’m going to risk my own reputation for you.” 
 
    The room suddenly felt cold. “Like what?” I said. 
 
    He looked around. The curtains were all closed—something he must have done before waking me up. “I’ve always wanted to be with a trans girl,” he said quietly. “If you make that happen, I will reprint your results.”  
 
    My skin buzzed and my stomach churned. He was staring down at me, red in the face. I was suddenly very aware of how much bigger he was than me.  
 
    “W—What?” I said. I could feel my legs and arms going numb.  
 
    “Before the outbreak, like everyone, I had access to the internet. That’s where I got my… fix, so to speak. I’m a normal, straight man—don’t get me wrong. But we all have our vices. You can’t fault me for having a vice.”  
 
    “I’m not faulting you,” I said. My voice was quiet. I was hardly able to produce any volume, even though I’d just gotten one of the best sleeps in the past two years. “I just…” 
 
    “It’s fine. If you’d prefer, I can sneak you out the back of the compound. It’s less secure back there because there has never been much of a creature presence that way. I can’t promise that the guys won’t find you again and pull you back here. And if you get another doctor handling your next blood test—I can’t promise he won’t tell everyone that you’re biologically male.”  
 
    “I’ll do it,” I said suddenly. The lump in my throat was thick now.  
 
    He stared at me for a long moment. “You’ll do what?” he asked.  
 
    “I’ll… I’ll be with you. Just make it quick,” I said.  
 
    His face flushed and his eyes widened. He looked around and he cleared his throat. “First,” he said. “Let me see it.” 
 
    “See it?” I asked. 
 
    He nodded down at my cock. My heart skipped a beat. I took a slow breath of air into my lungs. “Oh. Okay,” I said. I cleared my throat. I reached down and grabbed the base of my skirt. I closed my eyes for a moment, gathering my courage. I had to do it. I had to stay in that camp. I wouldn’t survive out in the city. There was hardly any food left, and it seemed like there were more creatures running around than ever before. I could figure out a way to make myself useful on that compound. Maybe I could figure out a way to help with that farm. But if I was going to stay, I needed to play along with the horny doctor.  
 
    I pulled my skirt up, exposing the bulge in my panties. I used the tip of my pointer finger to pull my panties aside, letting my cock fall out. 
 
    The doctor took a sharp breath in and a slow breath out. “It’s big,” he said. “Can I touch it?” 
 
    I bit hard on my tongue. “Okay,” I said.  
 
    He reached down and slipped his fingers around it. He gripped it firmly and groaned, tugging gently before pulling my foreskin back, exposing my tip. “It’s warm,” he said in a low voice. I’d never been touched by a man before. I’d never thought about being touched by a man before. I had never wanted to be touched by a man. But now, I was being stroked by a man.  
 
    “Drop down to your knees,” he said, pointing at the floor.  
 
    “Okay,” I said softly. My stomach groaned. The floor was cold on my bare knees. I looked up at the doctor. He looked around again before undoing his belt. His hands were trembling. He pulled his cock out quickly. He was already almost completely erect. His shaft swayed from side to side. He was big: bigger than me. He grabbed his uncircumcised dick and pulled his foreskin back. “You can suck it now,” he whispered.  
 
    I stared at it as it swayed inches from my face. His tip was huge: like a tennis ball on the back end of a baseball bat. It was a light shade of red, as if it had been erect and crammed in his pants for hours, and now it was finally able to breathe. “Go ahead,” he said. “Suck it.”  
 
    “One second,” I said, trying to build up the mental courage to lean forward and open my mouth. I’d never sucked a cock before. I had no idea what it would taste like. I had no idea how my body would react. Would I throw up? Would my body shut down? What if I gagged and groaned? Would he be offended?  
 
    “Do it,” he said. “I have other matters to address this morning.” 
 
    “Okay, okay,” I said. I bit hard on my tongue. Then I opened my mouth and closed my eyes. I was about to lean forward, but I didn’t have to. He put a hand on the back of my blonde head and he pulled my head into his crotch. His thick, hard shaft pushed into my mouth, and my same-sex innocence was lost in a heartbeat. I could feel his throbbing cock on my tongue. I could feel his foreskin pulling back as he became increasingly aroused. His shaft was warm—hot even, like sucking a corndog straight from the microwave. I groaned, reluctantly pressing my lips around his girth. I slowly started bobbing my head, knowing that the sooner I got him off, the sooner this torture would be over. 
 
    But it wasn’t quite as bad as I’d anticipated. I wasn’t gagging and there wasn’t a terrible taste. In fact, there was no taste, which was strangely a pleasant surprise. I pressed my tongue against the underside of his long cock and I rubbed it back and forth. His throbbing veins felt weird against my lips. His fingers were quick to nestle into my hair. His public hair against the tip of my nose was a bit unsettling at first—but after a minute on my knees, with his cock in my mouth, I was relaxing. It wasn’t so bad. It wasn’t disgusting like I was expecting. It was just a chore. 
 
    So I sucked and bobbed my head, keeping my eyes closed. To keep myself in the moment, I put my hands on my own thighs and rubbed my smooth legs. I tried to imagine how I looked, with my long blonde hair and my cute purple skirt. I tried to curve my back in a sexy way, pointing my toes back like I was a pinup model. I could feel him throbbing harder. The effort I was putting into looking sexy was paying off. I could feel his cock swelling, as if he was about to come. 
 
    I let a sexy moan slip, knowing it would get him a bit more aroused. I needed every little drop of arousal that I could get. I was already close to the finish line. I knew that he was about to come. 
 
    Then he suddenly pulled his cock out of my mouth. Before I could even look up at him, he reached his hands under my arms and pulled me up. He spun me around and pushed me forward, bending me over the bed I slept on. I gasped as he pulled up my skirt and tugged down my panties. “What are you—” 
 
    Before I could even finish my sentence, he pushed his saliva-slicked cock into my ass. I gasped, almost screaming. Four inches of his thick throbber were inside of me. His fingers were gripping my hips firmly. I curved my back like a cat and clenched hard. I could feel myself stretching. He was too quick for me to even clench my hole tight. Now, I had a cock inside of my body. I was being penetrated. My anal virginity was gone.  
 
    He let out a deep sigh. “It’s so fucking tight,” he groaned. I could feel his cock throbbing inside of my tight asshole. He pushed in a bit deeper, and then the arousal broke him. He suddenly came before even having a chance to thrust—before getting a chance to properly fuck me. 
 
    He groaned loudly and I felt his hot cream filling my anal cavity. I gasped and clenched tighter. He was coming in me without a condom. I wasn’t sure what to do. Was I supposed to be disgusted? Was I supposed to be angry? Was this what I agreed to? “I can feel it,” I said—though I don’t know why I said it.  
 
    His cum felt so gooey and so warm. It wasn’t right. It was unnatural… but in a weird way it kind of felt nice. It was nice to know that I was sexy enough to make him come so fast. It was nice to know that I could be woman enough to make him finish.  
 
    Maybe I stood a chance in that camp after all—as long as the doctor kept his word and kept his mouth shut about my secret.  
 
    He pulled out suddenly and his cum rushed out of me. It spilled out, even though I was trying to clench in back. It splattered all over the floor, getting on my ankles and feet. I gasped again. It was a strangely euphoric feeling, though I had no idea why.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” the doctor said. “I thought I would… last longer than that. It really has been a long time. Like I said, we all have our vices.” He adjusted the collar of his shirt and he cleared his throat, trying to look professional. But his face was still dark red with embarrassment. “I’ll have your chart amended quickly, and then you can go out and join the rest of the survivors.”  
 
    “And you won’t tell anyone about me, right?” I said, turning to look into his eyes. 
 
    “That’s the deal,” he said, nodding his head quickly. “I’m a man of my word.”  
 
    I kept staring into his eyes, unsure if this deal involved him getting to have me whenever he wanted me, or if it was a one-time thing. I was too afraid to ask. I was just happy to have my freedom. I grabbed a tissue and used it to wipe the cum from my ass. Then I pulled up my panties and walked over to the window. I waited until he had his cock back in his pants before pulling back the curtain.  
 
    People were awake. The camp was thriving. Kids were playing, mothers were smiling, young women were gently rubbing their pregnant bellies, and men were working hard to erect new structures and repair old ones. It was clear that everyone in the camp had a duty, and they knew exactly what their duty was.  
 
    But what was my duty? How was I going to pass the time? What were people going to think of me when I wasn’t rubbing a pregnant belly of my own? What would the men think when I rejected them all for obvious reasons?  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VI 
 
    I got a lot of looks as I wandered around the large camp. I was trying to be as invisible as possible, but no matter how hard I tried, I was still wearing that sparkly purple skirt and tight crop top, which was cut low to expose my cleavage. It wasn’t an ideal look, and I was looking forward to getting a change of clothes, even though I still thought that I looked sexy. 
 
    But I wasn’t there to look sexy. Now that I was a member of the camp, I needed to be invisible. I needed to blend in. I needed to make myself look convincing, but not beautiful, so I wouldn’t have to deal with men hitting on me. Now, men were staring at me; they were checking out my body, smiling at me, and I was even getting the occasional wink.  
 
    I had no idea where to go to get clothes, or to find out where I would be sleeping at night. I thought I would figure it out by wandering around enough, but after forty minutes of being stared at by men and women alike, I was no closer to knowing where I was supposed to go. 
 
    So I stopped a young pregnant woman. “Excuse me,” I said softly. She was the first female I’d had any interaction with as a woman myself. I had no idea if she would buy my disguise. I still wasn’t sure about my voice or my figure or even my makeup, which I spent a week perfecting.  
 
    She looked down at my body. “It’s a bit cold for the skirt, don’t you think?” she said. 
 
    “It’s all I have,” I said, still keeping my voice low. “I—I just got here. I really want to get changed but I don’t know where to go.” 
 
    She smiled. “You’re a new survivor?” she asked. 
 
    I nodded my head. “They found me last night.” 
 
    “Really?” she said, perking up. “Did they find you with the new heat sensor?” She seemed excited.  
 
    I nodded my head. 
 
    “That’s fantastic! It’s only been a week and they’ve already found three people! Or are there more now? Were you with a group?” 
 
    I shook my head. “No. I was alone,” I said. 
 
    “Oh,” she said, becoming more forlorn. “Well, I’m glad they found you. We really need more women here. We’re badly outnumbered. If we’re ever going to repopulate this planet, we need all the help we can get. Right?”  
 
    I forced a smile. Guilt was already beginning to swirl in my gut. 
 
    “Let’s get you some food. You look hungry. Then I’ll show you where we keep clothes.”  
 
    I wanted to reject the food offer. A part of me just wanted to starve myself. At least if I starved, I wouldn’t be using up their precious resources. But I had to eat. My body was groaning for food. No person can survive comfortably on a diet of bread and canned beans.  
 
    I followed her to the mess hall building. She led me to a counter. I couldn’t believe what I saw: peas and carrots—vegetables. Sure, they looked like the kind that came in big frozen bags, but it was better than nothing. I couldn’t remember the last time I saw a vegetable. When the outbreak first started, I came across the odd can of creamed corn—but after a few months, the veggie supply dried up. Apparently, people didn’t keep much in the way of canned vegetables in their homes.  
 
    She insisted that I fill a large plate of food. I felt guilty with each scoop, but I was so hungry that I went along with it. Then she led me to a table and even pulled out the chair for me.  
 
    “My name is Jasmine by the way. What’s your name?” she asked, leaning over the table with big, bright eyes. It was almost like she was the one seeing another person for the first time. 
 
    “I’m Lexie,” I said, taking my first bite. The food was amazing—and it was actually cooked, not just cold out of the can. I groaned with glee as the warm food entered my stomach.  
 
    “Lexie, huh? No kidding,” she said. “I knew a Lexie. She actually looked a lot like you. When I first saw you, I actually thought you were her. Then I got closer. I don’t know why I’m telling you that.” 
 
    I smiled. “Are you from this city?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded her head, and then she pointed at the high rise in the distance where I’d spent my last week. “I lived in that building right there. It’s funny. For years I had a view of this warehouse district, and now I have a view of my old apartment building.”  
 
    “Is that where you knew Lexie?” I asked, pointing at the building. 
 
    She nodded her head. “She lived up near the top of the building,” Jasmine said. “I was down on the fourth floor, with the rest of the poor people. She was nice though. She used to cut my hair for me for free.” Then Jasmine looked down at my body. “It’s funny, I used to have that same outfit. I bet it’s still in my apartment. In fact, I think I was wearing it when I met my baby daddy.” She laughed. “Anyway—enough about me. I want to hear more about you.” 
 
    I stared blankly at her. My nerves were tingling. I couldn’t believe that she still hadn’t realized I was a man. It was scary to think that I really did pass perfectly as a woman. It was crazy to think that I could fool even proper biological women into thinking that I was born a girl.  
 
    “I don’t really know what to say,” I said with a forced smile. I took another bite of food. 
 
    “I know, I know. You’re probably hungry and tired. I’m probably annoying you.” 
 
    “Not at all,” I said. “It’s nice to be around people again. I forgot what it was like.” 
 
    She smiled, showing off her pretty white teeth. Then she looked down at my plate. “My God, are you already finished all of that food?! You really must have been hungry. Let’s get you some more.” 
 
    “No,” I said. I was still hungry, but now I had enough in my stomach that I could exercise some self-control. I couldn’t allow myself to be a burden on that camp. I couldn’t help but look down at her baby bump. I imagined that baby in the future, crying as it starved, because my selfish ass slowly ate away at all of the food in that camp. “Can you show me where the clothes are kept?”  
 
    So she brought me over to a large room that was full of clothes. There wasn’t much there, just a few shirts, some old pairs of jeans, and a few pairs of panties sealed in plastic wrap. There weren’t even any socks. “Is this it?” I asked.  
 
    She nodded her head. “It’s not much. It’s all we have. When the guys go out, they focus on finding food. We don’t really prioritize things like clothes. Hopefully you can find something in here that fits. I don’t see any sweaters in here. Maybe you can put in a request for the next team that goes out. That’s how I got these boots. I put in a special request. It took a week, but they eventually found a pair that fit. Well—they almost fit. They’re a size too small, but we take what we can get around here.”  
 
    I looked at her outfit, which was basically an oversized sleepshirt, baggy sweatpants, and well-worn black boots. I was pretty sure that she was the girl who owned all of the cute outfits in that apartment where I found the purple skirt. “Don’t you miss dressing up in cute outfits?” I said. 
 
    She smiled but looked sad. “Sure,” she said. “What girl doesn’t? But this is what we have.” She shrugged her shoulders. She looked through a few of the shirts and then pulled a grey one off the rack. It had holes in the armpits.  
 
    “This one would fit you okay,” she said. “At least it will be warmer.”  
 
    “Sure,” I said, taking the shirt.  
 
    I also put on a pair of jeans, but I didn’t feel very comfortable in them, seeing as they were men’s jeans. I needed all of the help I could get to remain feminine. If I just ended up putting on a bunch of men’s clothes, I would end up looking like a man and my façade would be over. “And what about makeup?” I asked. 
 
    She giggled. “Makeup?” she said. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t that be nice,” she said, rolling her eyes. “A few of the girls make their own using ink from pens. I’m personally not a huge fan of putting ink near my eyes, but it works for them. Maybe you can ask them how they do it.”  
 
    I needed makeup. Without makeup and without cute outfits, my gig would be up. It was only a matter of time before I needed to take a shower. The makeup currently on my face wasn’t going to last forever.  
 
    Next, she showed me to the area where the women slept. It was a large room with blankets on the floor. “No mattresses?” I asked. 
 
    “No. Just blankets. You get used to it,” she said. “It’s too hard to get mattresses from the city. They’re heavy and they take up a lot of space in the trucks. Like I said, we all just prioritize getting food.” She walked me over to the edge of the room and pointed at a stack of folded blankets. “You can set these up anywhere you want in here. I’m just over there, if you want to be next to me.” She smiled. 
 
    “Don’t you sleep with your husband?” I asked. 
 
    Her smile disappeared. “He didn’t make it,” she said. “And he was never my husband.”  
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. 
 
    “It’s okay. It’s not like it’s just me. Everyone here went through a lot of trauma. Seeing as you spent seventeen months alone, I bet you have some pretty scary stories.”  
 
    I nodded my head.  
 
    “Anyway. Get some rest. I’ll leave you alone for a while. Then, when you’re ready, you can start eyeing up the guys you want to have babies with.” She playfully elbowed me and giggled, trying to keep the mood high. I appreciated her spunk, but it wasn’t enough to lift the dread from my gut. Maybe life on the compound wasn’t so great. They didn’t have much. Sure, they had protection and they had food and they had shelter—and that was enough to survive—but that was all they had.  
 
    After setting up my bed, I went out and looked around at all of the women. They all looked so sad and so bored. Very few were talking—and they probably had nothing to talk about. They were basically just there to create and raise babies. They had no individuality. That camp had no color.  
 
    But at least everyone was surviving.  
 
    And surviving was about all they were doing. When the sun started to set, everyone retired to the sleeping quarters, except for the men who had guard duty. Nobody talked much as they all got into their beds. There were a few small conversations here and there. It was a depressing atmosphere. I heard one woman crying from across the room. She started suddenly and then it turned into a long hour of weeping before she fell asleep.  
 
    The girl next to me had a fashion magazine. She was flipping through the pages. I heard her sigh a few times, as if she was missing the old days where women actually got to be women.  
 
    It took me a few hours to fall asleep on that hard floor. My own mind was speeding with that horrible conundrum: was I really being a burden on that camp?  
 
    When I woke up in the morning, I could smell myself. The other girls were bathing regularly in the nearby shower house, making me increasingly aware of my own BO. I noticed one girl covering her nose as she came near me. I wanted to apologize, but I was too embarrassed. I poked my head into the shower house and saw six naked girls standing underneath makeshift showerheads. Water was trickling down their smooth, naked bodies. How was I going to take a shower without revealing my actual body? How was I going to get my breast form off and then on again without anyone noticing? Sure, I could shower in the dead of night and pray that nobody would walk in (and it would take me about an hour to remove the breast form, shower, and reapply it). But that plan had a few flaws. For starters, I didn’t have the silicone cream that I needed to reapply the breast form. And even more importantly, I had no makeup to put on once I washed mine off. Without makeup, I would surely be found out.  
 
    So by midday, on my second day in that camp, I realized that I needed to get back to that apartment, gather some makeup supplies and that silicone adhesion cream, and return to the camp without being noticed.  
 
    Buck walked by me as I sat on the bench, trying to figure out how I was going to get out of the camp. He looked at me, smirked, and winked. “Hey, beautiful,” he said. “You ready for baby making yet or what?”  
 
    My heart skipped a beat. I knew that Buck was one of the regular nigh guards. They all took turns doing city runs to find food. When they weren’t doing runs, they were guarding the gates. Maybe I could have him sneak me out.  
 
    Now, he was walking towards the back gate, which was the less secure gate. I sprung to my feet and followed him. “Wait up,” I said. My feet were chafing in my new boots, which were three sizes too big for my feet, but still easier to walk in than the tall nightclub heels.  
 
    He looked back at me. “What is it?” he asked, looking down at my body.  
 
    “You working the gate tonight?” I asked. 
 
    “Yeah, why?” he said, narrowing his eyes.  
 
    “I’m just wondering,” I said, shrugging my shoulders.  
 
    “Alrighty then,” he said, turning back to his post. He was carrying his big, heavy rifle.  
 
    “You carry that thing around all day?” I asked, catching up to him again. 
 
    “I have to. Never know when those things are going to try to break in here. They’re running out of food out there. Soon, there will be hundreds of them trying to get in here.” He looked down at my body again. “So tell me: how did a sexy little minx like you survive on your own for so long?”  
 
    I forced a smile and shrugged my shoulders. It was nice to be called sexy, especially while I was wearing that old grey shirt, those baggy jeans, and those unflattering boots. I guess the makeup was still giving me a huge boost. “I did a lot of hiding.”  
 
    “Maybe the creatures thought you were just too sexy to eat,” he said with a wink. “They were humans once, after all.”  
 
    “Maybe,” I said with a little wink of my own. His face lit up. He looked around.  
 
    “You got something you want to ask me?” he said. 
 
    “Maybe,” I said. “I left a bunch of stuff in my apartment.” 
 
    “You want me to get your stuff? Not sure how I would pull that off. I go out once a week for food. Those apartment buildings are death traps. What kind of stuff you missing?”  
 
    “A bunch of stuff,” I said. “But maybe I can just go on my own to get it.”  
 
    “Go on your own?” 
 
    I pointed at the back gate. “You have the code to open that, right? Can you just let me out?”  
 
    He scoffed. “I’m not allowed to let you out. You could die if I let you out there.”  
 
    “I won’t die,” I said. “I made it seventeen months without dying and I’m not about to start dying now.”  
 
    “Those would be some funny last words, don’t you think?” he said.  
 
    “Please,” I said, doing my best puppy dog eyes. I stared right into his eyes, pressing my lips together.  
 
    He shook his head. “Not happening,” he said. “I could get in a lot of shit.”  
 
    “Just let me out at night,” I said. “Nobody will see. I can be sneaky. I’m alive right now because I’m so good at being sneaky.”  
 
    He shook his head once more. “I said, it’s not happening.” He turned to his post and he began to climb his ladder. I looked up at him. 
 
    “I’ll make it worth your while,” I said.  
 
    He paused and looked back at me. 

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VII 
 
    It was during his next break, four hours later, that he found me and took me over to one of the storage buildings. It was completely empty. “This was our overflow storage for food,” he said. “We haven’t used it in months. Nobody will find us here.”  
 
    “O—Okay,” I said, starting to regret my offer as I looked at him and realized just how much bigger and stronger he was than me. He would almost certainly kill me if he found out that I was actually a man. 
 
    Now, he was wasting no time. “I get ten minutes—that’s it,” he said. He started undoing his belt. He dropped it to the floor, along with all of his heft pouches, with a heavy clunk. Now he was unzipping his pants. “Why are you just standing there? We doing this or not?”  
 
    I looked around. “Maybe we can just set the mood a little first,” I said. 
 
    “I’m probably down to eight minutes now. No time to set the mood. Take the panties off, darling.”  
 
    I promised him sex, but I didn’t have a pussy. My plan was to start with a blowjob and try to be efficient enough to get him off before he wanted inside of my non-existent pussy. But now, that plan was falling apart. I walked over to him and dropped down to my knees. I tugged down his undies and I grabbed onto his flaccid cock. He laughed. “Horny, huh?” he said. 
 
    “You only have a few minutes,” I said with a small wink. I brought his heavy shaft to my lips and I opened wide. I put him in my mouth and began to suck.  
 
    Sucking a cock was easier the second time. Now, I knew that there wasn’t much to be afraid of. Now, I knew that it was actually a little bit satisfying, making a man hard and aroused—and making him come. It almost seemed like an achievement in a strange way.  
 
    I could feel him getting harder: throbbing and stiffening. His cock was extending along my tongue, starting to push up against the roof of my mouth. He groaned deeply. He reached down and pulled my head aggressively into his crotch, gagging my throat with his thick tip. He activated my gag reflex, but I managed not to puke. When he let go of me, I gasped for air. He just laughed. He wasn’t nearly as gentle as the doctor.  
 
    “Sorry,” he said. “Couldn’t help myself.” I didn’t look up at him but I could hear the grin in his voice.  
 
    He grabbed my head again and held it firmly in place. Then he began to thrust back and forth, pushing his tip repeatedly down my throat. I wanted to push him off, but I knew that letting him fuck my face was probably the only way I was going to get him off in my mouth, so I let him fuck my face. It was a weird feeling: his cock sliding through the inside of my mouth. His veins were throbbing powerfully. His tip was swelling big. He squirted a bout of precum onto my tongue, and it was strangely sweet—and a bit tart. It didn’t bother me, though it left me wondering if the full orgasm would taste the same.  
 
    He pulled his cock out and rubbed it up the length of my face, making me wince. A week before I hadn’t ever put on a piece of women’s clothing. Now, there was an erect cock rubbing on my face. His tip skimmed my eyelid, and then he pushed his cock back into my mouth.  
 
    “Alright,” he said. “I’m hard. Let’s do this.”  
 
    I grabbed his cock with my fist and I began to bob my head faster, hoping the feeling of a great blowjob would keep him from pulling me up from my knees. But he still pushed me back. “Easy, slut,” he said. “Sex is for baby making. Didn’t you ever take sex ed in school?” He reached down and pulled me up to my feet by my wrist. It was a bit of a painful tug, but I was more worried about how I was going to get out of the stupid deal that I’d made.  
 
    I stared into his eyes. “Well?” he said. “Turn around and bend over that old box there.”  
 
    I looked back at the box.  
 
    “And take off your pants, girl,” he said. “Can’t fuck you through your pants.” 
 
    It was obvious what I needed to do: I needed to get him into my asshole without him knowing it was my asshole. I turned around and slipped down my pants, leaving my panties on. Then I walked towards him, looking right into his eyes as his erection touched my pelvis. “Well? What are you waiting for?” he asked. 
 
    I reached down and grabbed his cock. It was my only chance to make this work. I pulled his erection down, between my legs. Then, with my free hand, I gently pulled my panties aside, uncovering my asshole—and I was careful not to pull hard enough that my cock would fall out. I pressed his tip up to my asshole and I tried my hardest not to clench. I bit down on my tongue and I took a deep breath, and then I pushed myself down, sinking his cock into my ass. 
 
    He gasped. I tried not to scream. His cock was thick, like a bottle of beer. I could feel my hole stretching, but I knew I couldn’t clench without risking having him realize he wasn’t in my pussy. It took all of my mental strength to remain unclenched. I stared into his eyes and took a deep breath, and then I pushed myself down further on his cock, sinking him deeper into me. His face tilted down, probably so he could see the penetration, so I quickly wrapped my arms around him and pressed my chest against his.  
 
    “Fuck me,” I said through clenched teeth. 
 
    He wrapped his arms around me and squeezed, and then he started pumping. “Oh my God,” I gasped, feeling his thick shaft sliding in and out as he pressed me tight against his chest. I could feel everything: his veins, his thick tip, and his heavy ball sack slapping against my tush. It hurt at first, and then it just started to feel strange. The pain went away, and I had this peculiar full feeling. I could feel him inside of me, pushing through my gut, stretching me wider and wider. He groaned and grunted with every penetration. His fingertips dug into the skin on my back and I moaned. 
 
    After a minute, my legs went numb. Luckily, he was holding me firmly. He pumped over and over until my whole body was numb and I was like a glorified sex doll in his arms.  
 
    His face was dark red and mine probably was too. Now, if I wanted to clench my asshole, I couldn’t. I didn’t have any control over my body. There was a pleasure beginning to develop between my legs. I could feel a euphoric buzzing, growing stronger and stronger. I moaned and squirmed and then I found myself hopping on his lap, trying to make his cock slide in faster and deeper. I loved the sound of his ball sack slapping against my underside. I loved that I could feel his veins throbbing harder and harder as his lust for me grew.  
 
    “Oh God!” I moaned loudly. Then I felt something wet between my legs. I was confused for a moment, and then I realized it was coming out the tip of my flaccid cock. I was coming. I froze with terror, even though I was still overwhelmed with euphoria. I couldn’t believe what was happening. 
 
    But he was too distracted to notice. If he felt any wetness, he probably thought that I was squirting.  
 
    He groaned loudly and slammed himself into me firmly. Then, I felt the gushing of his cum inside of me. I gasped. He was coming deep—halfway towards my lungs. I could feel every blast of his creamy wetness. 
 
    He squeezed my body tight for a moment and then he let go of me suddenly, pulling himself out with a deep sigh. I was quick to drop my shirt down to cover my crotch, which was wet and dripping with my own cum. I turned away from him and quickly spotted my jeans. I pulled them up before he had a chance to realize he had just been in my asshole.  
 
    “I’ve already made three girls here pregnant,” he said. “Maybe you’ll be number four.” He grinned—completely oblivious to the fact that he just came in an asshole and not a pussy—and oblivious to the fact that he just came in a man and not a woman.  
 
    I just forced a smile. “It felt good,” I said. 
 
    “I know.”  
 
    “So you’ll help me, right?” I said. 
 
    “I don’t know if I’d call it helping you: letting you out into the world to die. But I’ll open the gate for you. Just do me a favor. If you get caught, don’t rat me out. I like it here.”  
 
    I nodded my head and agreed to his deal.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER VIII 
 
    It was midnight when I snuck out from the girls’ sleeping quarters. I tiptoed quietly over sleeping women, and it took me a long minute to push the door slowly open, without making it squeak. Then I had to nervously run from shadow to shadow to make it to the back of that compound where Buck was stationed. 
 
    There were other guards stationed along that back fence, all about twenty yards apart. One of them was reading a book, and the other appeared to be catching a quick nap.  
 
    Buck waved me over and pressed a finger against his lips, telling me to stay quiet. It wasn’t until I was right next to him that he whispered, “If you aren’t back by five, you aren’t getting back in.”  
 
    “I know,” I said. It was a part of the deal that we’d already worked out. 
 
    “I mean it,” he said. “And if you just show up at the gate, they definitely aren’t letting you back in. We don’t like people leaving the camp around here.”  
 
    “I got it,” I said. “I’ll be back before five.”  
 
    That gave me five hours to make it to that apartment, gather the supplies that I needed, and make it back. On foot, moving slowly and carefully, the apartment was only about an hour away. “I’ll be back before three even,” I said with a confident little wink. Though I was nervous. Buck was right: the creatures were hungrier than ever, and it really did seem like there were more of them out there than ever. It didn’t seem to matter how many creatures were shot down by the guards of that camp: they just kept coming. And the hungrier they were, the better they were at tracking humans down.  
 
    I was taking a huge risk by leaving the camp for that apartment building. I was risking my life, but it was a necessary risk. I needed those supplies to continue being feminine. If I wasn’t feminine, I would end up being kicked out. I could survive for a few hours outside of that camp, but I probably wouldn’t survive a few months.  
 
    Buck looked around and then he pushed the gate open for me. “Go,” he said. He reached down and squeezed my ass hard, making me gasp. Then he laughed. “You’ve got a great ass.” It didn’t help that his fingertips managed to push slightly into my anus when he squeezed my butt, making me feel violated. I forced a smile and then I darted out the gate, running quickly across the desolate road, between the beams of the floodlights, to the nearby warehouse. I took a deep breath and looked back, to make sure I hadn’t been spotted by the other guards. Then, I started towards that apartment building. 
 
    My heart pounded the whole way. Every little gust of wind made the hairs on my arms stand up. Every creak of a long-opened door made me jump and almost scream. I was used to having my rifle with me when I was making treks through the city. Sure, I knew the rifle wouldn’t save me if I actually ended up being attacked by the things, but it still somehow gave me a sense of security. And for the past few days, in that compound, I’d felt safe. I’d gotten used to that sense of safety. I’d almost forgotten what it was like to be constantly on edge, constantly unsure that I was going to live for another hour.  
 
    My legs were literally trembling. My skin was turning cold. I could feel my heart rate increasing. It was becoming harder to pull air into my lungs. Was I having a panic attack? Was I about to pass out?  
 
    I really had gotten comfortable on that compound in just a couple of days. It really was obvious that I needed them if I was going to survive.  
 
    I had no idea how long it took me to reach that apartment building, but I had a bad feeling that it was a lot more than an hour. I went up to Lexie’s apartment and found my watch. My heart almost stopped when I saw that it was 2:45 AM. “Shit,” I whispered. I needed to move quickly. I couldn’t waste time, and I couldn’t be quite as careful on my way back as I was on my way to the apartment. 
 
    I grabbed my bag and emptied it out. I didn’t need my ammunition or my water bottles. I needed survival supplies: makeup and silicone cream for my breast form, which was already starting to peel up.  
 
    I made sure to grab plenty of makeup supplies: far more than I needed. I rushed over to Lexie’s closet and quickly picked out a few outfits: nothing too over the top. There was a nice fitted mustard sweater and a couple pairs of black leggings. I also grabbed some fresh panties and then a couple pairs of cute sneakers.  
 
    Then I noticed another little stash of makeup. I needed lots of makeup. I wasn’t just getting makeup for the next week—I was getting makeup for the next year, or until I could sneak away from the compound to do another run. I didn’t want to be doing these runs every few days, or even every few weeks. Once a year was more than enough life risking.  
 
    I spotted another sweater that I liked: a grey cashmere sweater that was incredibly soft—and a shame to leave behind. But now, there was no room in my bag. “Shit,” I said. I needed to have that sweater. I couldn’t leave it behind. 
 
    In the back of Lexie’s closet was an old duffel bag. I pulled it out and unzipped it. It could hold plenty of outfits, so I started stuffing it, knowing I didn’t have much time. Maybe the outfits could be used by the other girls. Maybe it was a bit selfish and a bit stupid to spend so long picking out clothes, but I needed more than just a mustard sweater and some leggings. 
 
    I managed to fit a dozen more outfits into that bag. It was hard to zip shut. I threw it over my shoulder with a little grunt and then I picked up my bag. The haul wasn’t too heavy.  
 
    I started making my way down the stairs. I had two hours to get back to that compound. I’d done the trip in under thirty minutes before—running—so I knew that if I was really pressed for time, I could start sprinting. 
 
    I paused as I passed the fourth floor. I looked down at the open door of Jasmine’s apartment. Maybe it would be nice to have a few dresses at the compound—not just for me, but for all the girls. They needed something to brighten up their lives. It wasn’t much, but another duffel bag full of dresses might help a little bit. 
 
    So I went into the apartment and dropped my two bags by the door. I managed to find a heavy bag in the front closet. I went to Jasmine’s bedroom and began stuffing it with the cutest little dresses and heels. I must have spent twenty minutes going through outfits before that third bag was completely stuffed. And it was heavy—much heavier than the other bags. It was hard to throw over my shoulder, and then it was hard to pick up my other two bags. By the time I reached the lobby with the three bags, my shoulders were already starting to ache. But I knew the pain was temporary, and it would be worth the reward.  
 
    I huffed and grunted down the quiet road. My legs were still trembling and my heart was still pounding. It wasn’t long before I started to feel like a complete fool with those heavy bags slung over my shoulders. I was risking my life for cute clothes and makeup. Sure, I needed the makeup to survive—but the clothes? The clothes were just a luxury, and I was painting myself with a huge target in order to get the outfits back to the compound. 
 
    I couldn’t take it slow. I couldn’t take detours down dark alleyways. If I was going to make it back before 5:00 AM, I had to take risks. I even walked down the middle of what was once a very busy highway, just to shave a few minutes off of my time. 
 
    I could feel that my face was as white as bone. I was just waiting for the creatures to notice me and grab me. Maybe they were watching me. Maybe they were hesitating to grab me because they thought that I was some sort of bait. They probably thought that no person could be stupid enough to haul three big bags of clothes and makeup down the middle of the highway, in the middle of the night, with no protection whatsoever.  
 
    I kept hearing noises coming from inside of the buildings: small noises, but loud enough to make my heart flutter into my stomach.  
 
    The compound was within sight when I noticed the stars beginning to dim. The sun was starting to come up. I was carrying too much stuff to check the time on the watch I snagged from Lexie’s apartment. It was probably close to 5:00 AM—or maybe I was already too late. I still had to sneak up to the compound without being seen. I cut through that old warehouse and then I peered through the broken window at the gate that I left through. Buck was still there, pacing with his big rifle. To his left, his friend was still reading, and to his right, the guard was still snoozing. So I ducked low and I darted towards the gate. I held my breath the whole way. Buck didn’t notice me running in the shadows until I was ten feet away. He quickly raised up his rifle as if he was about to shoot, and I nearly screamed at him not to. 
 
    Then he recognized me, lowered his gun, and quietly opened the gate. 
 
    “You’re late,” he whispered. 
 
    “Am I?” I asked. 
 
    He looked down at his watch. “4:58,” he said. 
 
    “You said five,” I said with an exhausted grin. 
 
    “If you aren’t fifteen minutes early, you’re late,” he said. “Just get back to your bed before you get us both caught. Go on—get out of here.” He seemed angry, but not angry enough to stop himself from slapping me on the ass as I went by. I nearly yelped when his hand spanked me, and then I nearly turned around to chew him out. But he did me a huge favor, so I couldn’t be too mad.  
 
    I hauled my bags towards the sleeping quarters, and then I spotted two guards wandering the camp by the doors where I was headed. So I turned off the main drag. I needed to stash my stuff somewhere. I looked around and saw the door for the clothing room. The room was mostly empty and there were lots of little nooks, so I decided to stash all of my bags behind some old storage boxes. I could return for the stuff in the morning, once I had a good sleep and the camp wasn’t quite so overly guarded.  
 
    I was quiet as I crawled back into my bed. My back and shoulders were throbbing, but I felt accomplished. I had to take my survival one step at a time—and getting that makeup was a big step. Now I felt like I could relax. Now, I felt like I could sleep. 
 
    And I did sleep. I slept for nearly ten hours. Finally, Jasmine shook me awake. I jumped and almost screamed as I looked into her eyes. She was smiling. “It’s almost dinnertime and you’re still asleep. Feeling okay?” she asked. 
 
    I looked around frantically. I had only planned to sleep for a couple of hours. I wanted to get up with everyone else, so I wouldn’t look too suspicious. Now, it was just a few hours before bedtime. My schedule was completely turned around. I blinked a few times, letting my eyes adjust. “Is it really almost dinnertime?” I asked. 
 
    She giggled. “Guess what the men got for us last night?” she said. 
 
    “What’s that?” I said, rubbing my eyes carefully—just enough to wake myself up, but not enough to wipe away my eyeliner, which was now four days old. Or was it five days old? 
 
    “They got us clothes,” she said with a big smile. “New clothes. You have to come see—at least come see what’s left of it. The girls have already picked it all over, but there are a few cute things left. Oh! And there’s makeup too!” 
 
    My heart fluttered. Did I make my trip for nothing? Did I go on that super risky and horribly painful trek across town for no reason?  
 
    “Come see!” Jasmine said, pulling me up to my feet. I wobbled slightly. My back was sorer than ever, and my shoulders were throbbing with pain. I pretended like I was fine, following her over to the clothing room. As she opened the door, two women stepped out. They were both smiling. One of them giggled, wearing a cute red dress, which fit her perfectly. And I knew that dress, because I had picked it out the night before.  
 
    I paused and stared at her, and then I looked at her friend, who was wearing that mustard sweater. They were both so happy. 
 
    “C’mon, Lexie,” said Jasmine, tugging me into the room. 
 
    And she was right: everything had been picked over. All three bags were empty. There were only a couple dresses left on the table. Someone must have found my bags and told everyone. All of the makeup was still there, but it was being used. As I stepped into the room, two girls were in front of a mirror, putting on eyeliner. That makeup was supposed to last me a year. With everyone using it, it wouldn’t last more than a week.  
 
    “Isn’t it great?” she said. 
 
    “Just the two dresses?” I asked. 
 
    “There was a lot more stuff earlier,” she said. “But don’t worry—I picked a dress out just for you. I think it’s your style.” She went over to a faraway rack and picked up a cute white dress. She was right, it was one of the dresses that I was really hoping to have for myself. “What do you think?” she asked. It was one of the more feminine dresses: tight around the waist to give the illusion of curves, and I needed all of the illusions that I could get.  
 
    “It’s cute,” I said. “Thank you.”  
 
    “Don’t thank me,” she said. “Thank the men. They risked their lives to get all of this stuff. And it’s funny, I’m pretty sure I owned at least half of the dresses I’ve seen so far. I can’t help but wonder if they went to my apartment.” She giggled. “You should try the dress on.”  
 
    “Okay,” I said. I took the dress and then I looked around. “Is there a private room around here?” 
 
    “For what?” she asked. 
 
    “To get changed,” I said.  
 
    She giggled. “You can just change here. This is a girl only area.” She looked around. My skin tingled. I didn’t want her to think that I was too nervous to change in front of her. I knew that women changed together all the time. I didn’t need to give anyone any reason to be suspicious of me. So I forced a smile. “Sure,” I said.  
 
    I looked down my sweater quickly to inspect my breast form. The seams were peeling up in some spots, but with a firm pat, I was able to get them back down—at least temporarily. I knew that I was going to need to reapply my silicone cream soon.  
 
    I awkwardly pulled up my sweater. She looked away respectfully—and it was a good thing, because those breasts were made to look good in clothes, not out in the open. They weren’t movie-quality fake tits. The nipples had a rubbery look to them, giving away the illusion upon closer inspection. I turned around, turning my back to her, and I reached down to slip down my pants. My heart skipped another beat. I could see my own cock bulge, so I knew I had to be fast. I took the dress and I pulled it over my head, tugging it down quickly. It was a short dress, only dangling an inch or two lower than the cusp of my ass. I quickly straightened it and then checked my breast form again, making sure it hadn’t peeled up anywhere again. It seemed to be fine. 
 
    “That looks cute!” Jasmine said. “It’s so perfect on your petite body. Turn to me.”  
 
    I made one quick final look to make sure I wasn’t showing off any bulge before turning to face her. I raised up my arms and smiled. “You like it?” I asked. 
 
    She nodded her head. “I love it—and I’m pretty sure I used to own the same one.”  
 
    I smiled. It felt nice to be in something that was somewhat sexy. I wasn’t just covered in baggy clothes. Now, I could show off some of my more feminine features—and I knew that would go a long way in keeping people from realizing that I was a man.  
 
    And that night, after everyone went to sleep, I snuck into the shower. I peeled off that breast form and put it aside while I quickly washed every inch of my body, scrubbing myself with soap. I took a few minutes to give myself a new shave. There weren’t many razors in that bathroom: just a couple of very dull blades that the girls had obviously been sharing.  
 
    It seemed like women’s needs weren’t a priority on that compound. It wasn’t something that I would have ever noticed had I not needed to keep my legs hairless, and had I not needed makeup for my face. It was no wonder that the women in that camp seemed so sad and depressed. As a man it’s easy: you need food and water and shelter. In fact, the men were lucky because they all had a very clear purpose, and that’s all a man really needs: a purpose. They just had to guard the camp and find food, and they were successfully providers. But it wasn’t so simple for the women. Some of the women were pregnant, and that was great—but most weren’t. There were probably some women who couldn’t get pregnant for medical reasons. What about them? What was their purpose? What was getting them through their days?  
 
    I cut myself twice trying to shave my legs. I would have spent longer trying to make my legs super smooth, but I knew that I was playing with fire, standing naked in that large, open shower room, with my cock dangling out. If just one girl woke up and decided to come and use the bathroom, I was finished. So I put on a pair of panties and I spent fifteen minutes getting my breast form back on, carefully using my fingers to spread the silicone cream until the form was blended with my own skin. Then I dried and styled my hair before slipping into my old sweater, which was now my sleeping sweater. I went back to bed around 1:00 AM, but falling asleep wasn’t so simple.  
 
    First of all, there was a girl close to me who insisted on masturbating. She thought she was being quiet, but she was letting the odd moan slip out, and I could hear her fingers plunging in and out of her wet cunt. She was trying to make herself orgasm, but she was clearly struggling. She tried pumping herself quickly. It sounded wet and messy. But still, she wasn’t coming. I heard her let out a frustrated sigh before giving up.  
 
    She wasn’t the first girl I heard fingering herself either.  
 
    It wasn’t just the sounds of a girl pleasuring herself keeping me awake. I had a lot on my mind. Every time I closed my eyes, I imagined that dead farm at the back of the compound: that dead soil, which everyone was relying on. Soon, there would be no food left, and it would be partially my fault. I needed to find a way to contribute. I knew that they didn’t need more scavengers, but maybe they were wrong. I’d spent a lot of time in that city, going from house to house. I knew that there was tons of flour and sugar and cans of beans. It wasn’t a lot, but it wasn’t nothing.  
 
    So the next afternoon, I went to find Buck.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER IX 
 
    He gave me the same deal: he would let me out if I let him fuck me. This time, I was smart enough to bring him to a dark space for the act. Now that I knew my way around the camp more, I knew of a few private spots: spots that I regularly went to in order to fix my breast form and to touch up my makeup.  
 
    In the dark, it was much easier to get him into my asshole without having him know that he was in my asshole. That particular afternoon, he mounted me missionary-style, pinning me down on the floor as he rammed his cock deep into my asshole.  
 
    It was an awkward fuck, staring into his eyes while he grunted and thrusted. It was especially awkward when my cock started getting hard and pushing against my panties, almost bursting out. His abs rubbed against my erection a few times, but he didn’t seem to notice. Luckily, he let me keep my dress on while we fucked, so I was able to reach down and hold my shaft without him seeing anything—as long as I was pretending to rub my clit.  
 
    “You’re such a dirty slut,” he said to me. He was getting sweaty. His muscles glistened as he rammed every inch of his long horse-sized cock deep into my body. It hurt a bit at first, but I got used to it a lot faster than before. I actually kind of liked it. His tip was managing to press right up against the perfect sweet spot. Each thrust sent a pleasant euphoric buzzing through my body. It wasn’t long before I was moaning out in pleasure. He rammed me harder and harder. He squeezed my breasts and then he stuck his thumb in my mouth, and I sucked it.  
 
    “How badly do you want my cum in you?” he asked through clenched teeth. 
 
    “Badly,” I said. And in a weird way, I did want to feel him coming in me. I did want to be reminded that I was still sexy—because if I was sexy, that meant that I was convincing. And as long as I was convincing, I was surviving.  
 
    And on top of that, I liked the feeling when he came in me. It was strangely satisfying. It was nice to know that I could make a man come. It was nice to know that I could have some power over a man who was more than twice my size. “I want to feel your hot cum deep inside of my pussy, baby,” I moaned. 
 
    His face turned dark red. He rammed me harder. I could feel that euphoric buzzing now in the tip of my erect cock. I had a feeling that I was about to come. I tried to hold back, not wanting to make a mess of my new dress.  
 
    But I couldn’t hold back. I used both of my hands to cover my cock as I erupted. Cum spilled into the palms of my hands, and I was very careful not to get any on my cute white dress.  
 
    Then, once I was finished, he started ramming me harder, making me moan even louder. I had to reach around his body to grab onto him—it was an instinct, and it was one that I immediately regretted. My hands slipped on his sweaty body as I smeared my own cum on his lower back and his butt cheeks. He didn’t seem to notice—not yet. He kept pumping me as I went numb, and then he came inside of my ass with a loud groan. 
 
    When he pulled out, I quickly covered my gaping hole with my hand, so none of his cum would end up on my dress. After he rolled off of me, I rushed over to grab a cloth, and I used it to cover my hole as his cum oozed out. That’s when he looked back and noticed the cum smeared all over his ass. “What the fuck?” he said. “How did I get cum all over my ass?”  
 
    “Cum?” I said, playing dumb. My heart raced. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said, turning around to show me his muscular, naked ass, which was glistening with cum. “That’s my cum. How the hell did it end up all over me?”  
 
    “I don’t know,” I said.  
 
    “Gross,” he said. He was too dumb to put it together—and thank God for that.  
 
    We cleared ourselves up and then we reconvened at the door of the large room. “So tonight—you’ll let me out again. Right?” I said. 
 
     “That’s the deal,” he said. “And if you aren’t back by five, I’m not letting you back in.” 
 
    As a bonus, I leaned forward and gave him a small kiss on the cheek. His face turned dark red and he grinned like a shy teenager. I skipped through the door and then he called out to me. “Just please don’t die out there tonight.”  
 
    At midnight, he kept his promise, letting me out into the shadows of the creature-infested city. I had my three bags with me, and I was determined to make the trip worthwhile.  
 
    I didn’t move slowly. I knew how precious every minute was, and I had no intention of wasting any time. I jogged quietly in the shadows until I was at that same apartment. This time, it was only 1:15 AM. I still had tons of time. I went high up in the building, knowing I was safer from the creatures the higher up I went. I filled my bags with supplies: razors, tampons, pads, moisturizers—every feminine hygiene product I could get my hands on. I found more makeup and I found some more closets stuffed with cute outfits. I made sure all of those bags were packed full before I started my long trek back to the compound.  
 
    And then I went out again the next night, to the same apartment building. I grabbed more makeup, more hygiene products, and as many clean pairs of panties and socks as I could find. The compound had a terrible shortage of panties for women. Most of the women were even wearing men’s boxers, which seemed unacceptable.  
 
    I went out again the night after that. Buck was hesitant to let me out three nights in a row, but I swayed his mind with a good blowjob. Though it would have been nice had he warned me before coming in the back of my throat. He reached down quickly after pulling his cock out of my mouth, covering my lips. “Swallow it,” he said. I reluctantly swallowed his sweet load, and then he agreed to letting me leave. 
 
    My plan was to get more panties, as my last haul of panties was picked over within minutes of the girls waking up. But then I found an apartment filled with unexpected items: sex toys. 
 
    The apartment had previously been owned by a woman named Amanda Curry. I knew that because her business cards were everywhere. She ran a sex toy business. She apparently threw parties at people’s homes and had people buy sex toys, much like a Tupperware party.  
 
    I smirked as I looked around at all of the dildos and vibrators and strap-on cocks and bondage gear. I remembered that frustrated sigh that I heard when that girl failed to make herself orgasm. Maybe she just needed a vibrator. Maybe all of the girls in the compound would relax a bit if they had a bit of sexual fun. 
 
    I stuffed three whole bags full of sex toys. I probably looted ten thousand dollars’ worth of dildos and vibrators, and a few strap-on cocks, just in case there were any closet lesbians in the camp. They were my heaviest bags yet, but it seemed worth it. I hauled the huge load back to the camp, and managed to show up at the gate right at 4:45 AM. Buck let me in, and then I dumped the bags in the clothing room where the girls would find it all in the morning.  
 
    When I woke up, there were only a few sex toys left in that room. The women were all acting inconspicuous, as if they hadn’t taken one for themselves. Then, when I went to the bathroom to relieve myself, I heard a girl having an orgasm in one of the stalls. She was trying to be quiet, but she wasn’t able to stop herself from squealing when the pleasure finally consumed her. It was probably the first real orgasm she’d had in two years.  
 
    I heard a gush and then I heard wetness splattering on the floor. Did she make herself squirt? I looked over and saw her feet on the ground, underneath the stall wall. Her toes were curled and her feet were pointed down. She was straining. I could hear a gentle buzzing. I almost giggled, but I didn’t want to ruin her moment. I was happy for her.  
 
    Those women had been through a lot—even the ones that had been on that compound since the outbreak started. Post-apocalypse life wasn’t easy. Surely it got tiring, doing the same tedious tasks every day, wearing the same boring clothes, having sex just for the sake of procreating. There wasn’t much fun happening within those steel gates, but now it seemed like the women were starting to relax and they were starting to cut loose.  
 
    And more importantly, I had everything I needed to survive. After making four dangerous trips into town, there was enough makeup to last everyone at least a month or two. There were plenty of cute outfits for the girls to wear. We didn’t have to wear old, worn out boots. And the girls now had things to focus on, which meant they were less likely to focus on me for long enough to realize that I wasn’t a woman at all.  
 
    I probably should have stopped while I was ahead. I probably should have kept my ventures to once per month, just to get makeup supplies so I could upkeep my disguise. But I got carried away. The next night, I decided to go out again. I sucked Buck’s cock and let him fuck me once more, so I could have my exit pass. This time, he decided it would be fun to pull out and come on me, ruining my dress. Luckily for him and for me, there were now lots of extra dresses to choose from. 
 
    But I wanted to have more options. I’ll admit it: I liked wearing cute outfits, and during my week in that apartment building, I developed a bit of an addiction to trying on new clothes. I knew there were still dozens of suites left to explore—and hundreds of buildings left untapped. So I took my three bags and I set out on another adventure.  
 
    I went on my usual route, sticking to alleyways and streets that were obscured in dark shadows. Though I wasn’t being as careful as I should have been. I’d gotten too comfortable with my usual route. While I darted across a moonlit street to save a few minutes, I heard a rattling behind me. I froze and looked back but saw nothing. My heart was frozen in my chest for a long moment. I heard the distant howling of a creature, alerting its kin that there was food. Was I the food, or had they found someone else?  
 
    I turned around and kept walking, cutting through the same empty convenience store that I usually cut through. As I was about to step back out onto the street, I was grabbed.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER X 
 
    I thrashed and screamed, trying to push the creature off of me. I couldn’t feel any pain, but I remembered the rumors that circulated before the outbreak hit our city: their bites don’t hurt at first because of a temporary numbing agent. But after about thirty seconds, the pain sets in and is tremendously horrible.  
 
    I tried to push the creature back, and then it pressed its palm against my mouth. I screamed into that palm, hoping I was still close enough to the compound to be heard. Maybe they would come and rescue me. Maybe I wouldn’t die. 
 
    “Lexie, relax!” a voice said. 
 
    I suddenly froze. I opened my eyes carefully and saw that Jasmine was sitting on top of me. She had wide eyes and a big smirk.  
 
    I pushed her back. “Are you fucking crazy?” I said. I quickly looked down to make sure that my outfit and breast form were in good condition.  
 
    “It was just a joke,” she said with a small giggle. I looked around and then I grabbed her and pulled her back into the warehouse. 
 
    “What are you doing here?” I said. “Did you follow me?”  
 
    She nodded her head. “Last night I was awake when you got up and left. I couldn’t sleep. I thought you were going to the bathroom, and then you didn’t come back for hours. I figured it out: you’ve been the one going out and getting all of the supplies for the girls.” She had a big smile on her face. She wasn’t doing a very good job of keeping her voice down. 
 
    And that’s when I remembered that she hadn’t really survived the outbreak the way that I survived it. She was one of the first members of that survivor compound. She didn’t spend days or weeks or months fending for herself. She probably didn’t realize just how dangerous the outside world was. “You’re lucky the creatures haven’t spotted us,” I said.  
 
    “I heard the creatures don’t hang out around this area here, because there isn’t any food,” she said. 
 
    “Well you heard wrong. I’ve seen plenty around here before,” I said. And it was true. When I was in that apartment building, I would look down from the fifteenth-floor window and see the creatures crawling around on the streets. It was a dangerous area. Every area was a dangerous area. 
 
    “You’re not mad, are you?” she said. 
 
    “Why are you here?” I said. 
 
    “I wanted to help,” she said. “And, if I’m going to be honest, I’ve always wanted to leave the compound. I’ve been in there for almost two years. Why should the boys get to have all the fun?” 
 
    “It’s not fun,” I said. 
 
    “Then why are you doing it?” she said, raising her eyebrows as if she got me. 
 
    “Because someone has to,” I said. 
 
    She giggled. “Well, not really. We don’t need makeup and dresses. We’ve done fine without them up until you showed up here.”  
 
    My heart fluttered. She was right: the items I was getting weren’t necessary for survival—at least not for her or the other girls. But they were for me—I just couldn’t tell her that. “It’s dangerous out here,” I said. “You need to go back to the compound. There’s no sense in both of us ending up dead.”  
 
    She just smiled. “I’ll be okay. I’ve always been very independent.”  
 
    I tried not to roll my eyes. “Fine. But try not to make much noise,” I said. 
 
    I didn’t mind the companionship, though I was a bit worried that we were now twice the target that I was when I was on my own. Even if she stuck close to me and kept her mouth shut, we were now two warm, moving bodies, and twice as much noise when we walked.  
 
    “Where are we going?” she whispered. 
 
    I looked at the apartment that was getting bigger and bigger with every step. “Your old apartment,” I said. 
 
    “Really?” she asked with glowing eyes.  
 
    “I’ve gotten lots of stuff there,” I said. “Most of the apartments haven’t been searched yet.”  
 
    “Wait—so those are my clothes!” she said a bit too loudly. I shushed her. “Sorry,” she said.  
 
    I was also happy to have another person who could carry some of the load. 
 
    We made it to the apartment building and went up to her old apartment. “Go fill a few bags,” I said. But she paused in the doorway, looking around. Her face was suddenly white. “Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
    “I just… I haven’t been here in so long.”  
 
    “Well we don’t have much time. We have to be back at the compound in just over two hours,” I said.  
 
    “I know,” she said. Then she walked over to the bookshelf and picked up a picture. She wiped the dust off the glass and stared at it. I stepped up next to her and saw that it was a picture of her with her partner, who was now dead.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. 
 
    “It’s okay,” she said. “I’ve had a bit of time to get over it.” But she seemed sad, like she was about to cry. 
 
    I decided to give her some space. I went to grab some more outfits. As I was digging through the closet, it dawned on me that there were no male clothes in the apartment.  
 
    “Did you guys not live together?” I asked. 
 
    “We did,” she said. “But he moved out a few months before this whole thing started. We broke up. Then, he showed up at the compound two weeks after me. We sort of rekindled. We tried to make it work for a few months. Four months ago, he got me pregnant. Then two months ago, he didn’t come back from a food run.”  
 
    “Sorry to hear that,” I said.  
 
    “Yeah,” she said. “Anyway, let’s pick out some dresses for the girls.”  
 
    She found a large bag in one of her closets and she began filling it with clothes. She seemed to perk up as she went through the dresses. Now she was in her element. “Most of this stuff won’t even fit me now that I’m pregnant. I hope I lose the baby weight quickly.”  
 
    “I’m sure you will,” I said with a smile.  
 
    I went to her dresser, to get some more panties and socks—something that was still lacking at the compound. I grabbed a handful of socks and stuffed them into the bag. Then, as I went to grab another handful, I saw a photo. It was of a woman in black lingerie. Her breasts were visible through the thin lace. I paused and stared at the video for a long moment. My heart fluttered. It wasn’t Jasmine.  
 
    She looked over at me and her face turned red.  
 
    “What’s this?” I asked, holding the photo up. 
 
    She smiled nervously. It was a Polaroid, and not a photo she had printed. She must have taken it—probably with the Polaroid camera that was on top of her dresser. In fact, as I looked closer at the photo, I could see that the picture was taken in her living room.  
 
    “Jasmine, are you a lesbo?” I asked. 
 
    “No,” she said, snatching the photo from me. “I’m not a lesbian. I just… I had a little fling. That’s why I broke up with Steve.”  
 
    I stared at her, shocked. She seemed too innocent to have a lesbian affair with a beautiful lingerie-clad supermodel. “Seriously?” I said. 
 
    “It was just a few nights. Steve was out of town. I’d always had a little female fantasy. I decided to try it out after a friend made the offer.”  
 
    “The offer?” I said. 
 
    “Caroline, the girl in the photo. We worked together. We went out for drinks after work. She told me that she wanted to buy some lingerie to wear with her husband, so we went to buy lingerie together. I helped her pick the outfit out. And then we went back to my place and… gave it a test run.” 
 
    “Wow,” I said. 
 
    “I’m not a lesbian,” she said. Then her cheeks turned dark red. “But it was fun.”  
 
    “You’re bisexual then?” I said. 
 
    She stared into my eyes and looked away quickly. “I guess so,” she said. “Don’t tell anyone.” 
 
    “I won’t,” I said. 
 
    We kept filling bags. Then I found her lingerie drawer. I paused. She had a good stash of lingerie, but I wasn’t too surprised. I held up a black thing that looked a lot like what the girl was wearing in the picture. “You should bring this back to the camp,” I said with a giggle. 
 
    She blushed. “It’s cute, but there’s no way it would fit me now.” 
 
    “Sure it would,” I said, looking at it. 
 
    “No way,” she said. 
 
    “Try it on,” I said. 
 
    Her face turned even redder. Then she laughed and shook her head. “It would look silly with my belly.” 
 
    “I think it would look cute,” I said. 
 
    She stared at me for a long moment, and then she grabbed the lingerie from me. “I’ll prove it,” she said. She dropped her bag and suddenly took off her shirt. She removed her bra, exposing her tits in front of me. I tensed up but pretended not to be too aroused. Her pregnant belly actually looked kind of cute.  
 
    She slipped down her leggings and her panties. I saw her plump pussy for a brief moment, and then she stepped into the black lacy lingerie. She pulled it tight over her body. It was tight over her belly, but it still fit okay—and it looked super cute.  
 
    “See?” I said. “You look adorable.”  
 
    “No I don’t,” she said, doing a little spin in front of the mirror. 
 
    “Sure you do,” I said. I walked over to her to fix one of her straps, which was falling over her shoulder. As I put the strap back in place, she looked into my eyes. We paused for a moment, and then we kissed. Her lips were soft and warm. She was quick to slip her tongue into my mouth, and quick to put her hands on my breasts. She squeezed and I froze, worried that she would be able to tell that she wasn’t actually squeezing real breasts.  
 
    I took a deep breath and then we kept kissing. I caressed her pregnant body. I moved my hands down her lace-clad sides, onto her bare hips. Then I moved my hands back onto her plump bum. I squeezed and my body tingled. It was nice being with a woman after having only been with men—though a part of me was strangely wishing that she would bend me over and thrust some sort of phallus into my body.  
 
    I squeezed her big breasts. Then I pulled one out from her lingerie. I sunk down slightly and sucked on her nipple. I was a bit worried that I would get a taste of breastmilk, but luckily none came out. She moaned gently, reaching a hand down between her legs to rub her wet cunt.  
 
    “Should we be doing this?” she asked with a soft voice.  
 
    “I don’t know,” I replied. I kept sucking on her big pregnant breasts. 
 
    And then I started moving down, kissing her belly, and then her pelvis as I moved down the dark line that connected her belly button to her pussy. She let out another soft moan.  
 
    The lingerie had a little clip to allow for pussy access, so I undid the clip. Now, I was an inch away from her wet pussy. A little drip of white fluid was coming out of her. I leaned forward and licked it, grazing her lips with the tip of my tongue. She moaned and trembled. “Oh God,” she whispered. I leaned in again and licked the length of her slit. She moaned once more. Then I used my fingers to spread her lips apart. I leaned in and sucked her clit before licking the inside of her cunt. 
 
    “Fuck,” she moaned, reaching down and grabbing onto my blonde hair. She widened her thighs and then she stepped forward and clamped her thick thighs around my head while I ate her out. Her body squirmed and she moaned.  
 
    A gush of thick fluid oozed out of her. It was bitter tasting, so I let it pass before moving back in to continue licking. “Sorry,” she said. “When you’re pregnant, all sorts of weird stuff comes out of there. I know it’s not very sexy.”  
 
    “It’s fine,” I said with a smile. Honestly, it turned me on. I used my hand to spread it on her thighs, and then I kept licking her cunt. She moaned louder and louder. Her legs trembled and her knees buckles. Finally, she had an orgasm. She almost screamed out loud, but she had the good sense to cover her mouth.  
 
    And I was more aroused than ever: erect and throbbing, with bad ideas in my head. My heart was pounding. I wanted to fuck her fertile body so badly. I bit hard on my tongue and squirmed. Then she pushed me back. “My turn,” she said, dropping to her knees. “Stand up.”  
 
    “Wait,” I said. “I can’t.” 
 
    “Please,” she said. “I want to eat your pussy. I have to eat your pussy. Please.” She was almost shaking; she was so horny. 
 
    “I—I can’t,” I said. “We should head back to the camp.”  
 
    Then she dropped down and reached her hand between my legs, unable to control herself. She immediately found my erection with her fingers and then she froze. “W—What’s this?” she said. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. I should have stopped her before she had a chance to grab me. Now her hand was under the skirt of my dress and she was squeezing my cock awkwardly. She let go suddenly. 
 
    “Are you a man?” she said.  
 
    I stared at her, feeling the color draining from my face.  
 
    “I mean trans,” she said suddenly. “I’m sorry—I didn’t mean to be offensive.” 
 
    Now I was confused. Why was she apologizing to me? I opened my mouth to reply, but I wasn’t able to come up with any words. 
 
    She shook her head. “You know what? I don’t care. I’m so fucking horny. Just fuck me.” On her hands and knees, she turned around so that her big bum was in my face. I could see the trail of white cream oozing down her thighs as her pussy puckered and begged me to come inside.  
 
    I didn’t hesitate for long. I couldn’t turn down the offer. I came up behind her and slipped my erection out from underneath my skirt. I pressed my tip against her hole. She moaned. “Fuck me!” she begged. So I penetrated her, pushing my cock deep into her warm, gooey pussy. It sounded wet as I began to thrust.  
 
    I held her hips firmly. I looked to the side to see her in the mirror, with her round belly hanging beneath her. It felt a bit strange to be fucking a pregnant woman—especially since the father was dead and probably watching as a ghost—but I couldn’t help it. She was smoking hot in that lingerie, and she was practically radiating sex.  
 
    I pumped her as she came once again, and then I didn’t last much longer. I finished inside of her damp pussy, filling her tight hole with my warm cum. I made sure every last drop was inside of her before pulling out.  
 
    Then I watched as my cum oozed down her perfect, smooth legs as I caught my breath. She rolled over onto her back and looked up at me. She was smiling.  
 
    “I’m sorry I didn’t tell you,” I said. 
 
    She shrugged her shoulders. “I’m not thrilled about it. I’ve changed in front of you multiple times. But it’s fine. You’re a woman. Maybe you weren’t born a woman, but trans women are still women.” 
 
    My heart trembled. I wasn’t sure if I should tell her that I was just a man in disguise and not a trans woman at all. I just forced a smile. “Thanks,” I said.  
 
    She returned the smile. 
 
    “Now let’s start moving or we’re not going to make it back in time.”  
 
    We packed a total of six bags, all full of clothes and shoes. Most was from her apartment but we found more items in other apartments as well. We hauled everything back to the compound and managed to show up fifteen minutes before five.  
 
    Jasmine snuck into the compound through her own secret way while I went through Buck. Then we met again in the girls’ clothing room. “I’ll show you the secret exit tomorrow,” she said.  
 
    “Good,” I said. “Because I’m not sure I can keep convincing my guy to let me leave.” I didn’t mind sucking Buck’s cock, to be honest, but it seemed like a matter of time before he found my cock—and that was a revelation that I was happy to avoid.  
 
    We went to sleep and woke up to a camp full of happy women. Now, every girl on that compound had a cute outfit: no more girls walking around in sweats and men’s boots.  
 
    And the men clearly appreciated it, staring at the women with bright, excited eyes. Though there was some concern as to where the outfits were coming from. The men finally came out and admitted that they had nothing to do with the nightly hauls, and Mav, the camp leader, decided to make an announcement. “Whoever is leaving the camp at night needs to stop. You’re putting yourself at risk and you’re putting everyone here at risk. Your life isn’t worth some dresses and some shoes. We will be investigating this matter.”  
 
    Jasmine giggled when he made the announcement. “How is it putting everyone at risk?” she whispered to me. It was a good question. I wasn’t sure how my little outings were putting anyone at risk besides myself—but maybe Mav was right, maybe it wasn’t worth risking my life. And now that Jasmine was involved, I was also risking her wellbeing.  
 
    But without the outings, what did I have? What could I contribute to that compound? If I wasn’t bringing in something, then I was just a burden, and that’s the last thing I wanted to be.  
 
    It was that afternoon that a man came up to me. I didn’t recognize him. He stared into my eyes and said, “Can you come with me?”  
 
    I froze and felt my skin tingling all over. I took a deep breath of air into my lungs. He took me across the compound. I assumed he was part of the investigation team that Mav put together, and I had a feeling Buck ratted me out.  
 
    I felt my blood turning cold as we went into a large, empty building. He closed the door behind me and then he stared into my eyes.  
 
    “W—What is it?” I asked. 
 
    “It’s you,” he said. He had a thick accent—maybe Russian or Romanian, or something from Eastern Europe.  
 
    “Me?” I said. I was completely white all over. 
 
    He nodded his head.  
 
    “Yes, you,” he said.  
 
    “What’s me?” I said, playing dumb. I looked around. There was nobody else there. Had this man figured me out? Had he told Mav and the others?  
 
    “You,” he said. “It’s you I want to have my child with.”  
 
    I froze as he continued to stare at me. “W—What?” I said. 
 
    “We can do it now,” he said. “Have the baby.”  
 
    Now I could feel my body becoming cold and numb all over. “You want to have sex?” I said.  
 
    “Yes, to make a baby,” he said, narrowing his eyes as if it was obvious. And he wasn’t being creepy—that’s just the way it worked at the compound. The men were supposed to choose their concubine. I was one of the non-pregnant women, and the whole point of the compound was to restart humanity. He was just doing his duty, not realizing that I couldn’t have babies. 
 
    “I—I don’t know if I’m fertile right now,” I said. 
 
    “Nonsense. It can be quick.”  
 
    “I’m not ovulating. I think I’m getting my period soon,” I said. I probably should have told him that I already had my period. 
 
    He just stared into my eyes. “It will be quick,” he said, not caring about my excuses. “There’s always a chance. Higher chance during ovulation, but still a chance always.” His grammar was bad but I understood him just fine. And he was technically right: a woman can get pregnant by having sex on her period—it’s just unlikely.  
 
    He pointed at a bed at the end of the room, and that’s when I realized what that room was for: it was the baby making room.  
 
    My heart fluttered. It wasn’t a situation I hadn’t been in before. I knew what I could do because I’d done it with Buck many times. I just had to get him into my asshole and keep him thinking that it was my pussy. Hopefully, like Buck, he didn’t know the difference.  
 
    I walked over to the bed. He walked next to me, taking off his pants along the way. By the time I turned to face him, his pants were down and his erection was out. He was big and throbbing. I paused and stared at his giant shaft. It was bigger than anything I’d ever had in my ass before—by a lot. He was massive. “Don’t worry,” he said. “I’m gentle. It won’t hurt. Lay down.”  
 
    I was wearing a skirt, which was ideal. I climbed onto the bed and stared at him. I thought about putting up more of a fight, but I knew it was pointless. I slipped my panties down, keeping one hand between my legs to keep my cock covered until I could cover it with my skirt again. 
 
    He crawled up on top of me. He looked down at me. He smelled like whiskey, which made me think he got himself drunk in order to build up the courage to bring me to the baby making room. I took a deep breath and looked down at his giant cock again. How was it going to fit inside of my body? I bit down on my lip. 
 
    “Don’t be afraid, girl,” he said. “It shouldn’t hurt.”  
 
    I spat into the palm of my hand and then I reached down and grabbed it. I began stroking it, spreading my saliva up and down his length, hoping it would be enough lubrication to get him inside of me. I couldn’t even touch my fingers together as I held his cock; he was just too big. I knew it was going to hurt. I knew he was going to leave me stretched out. But if I turned him down, there would be a controversy. I had to follow the rules of the camp if I was going to stay, and I wanted to stay.  
 
    And maybe this was my way of giving back to the camp. Maybe this was my way of not being a burden: putting out. I made Buck happy every time I got him off, and now I was about to make this guy happy. I made all of the women happy by showering them with clothes and makeup and sex toys. Maybe I was just there to make everyone happy, to make life worth living. Maybe putting out was part of my duty on that compound. 
 
    I aimed him down, pulling his big cock under my skirt and between my legs. He shimmied forward. His cock was now pressed between my butt cheeks, and his tip was pressed against my butt hole. I did my best to keep my hole relaxed. I bit down on my tongue and I groaned, beginning to force him into my hole. I could already feel myself stretching and he wasn’t even inside yet. I moaned and closed my eyes. He grunted. I tried my absolute hardest to relax, and then he finally slipped inside of me. I gasped. It was only two inches, but it felt like a whole grapefruit had been pushed into my butthole.  
 
    I moaned. He pushed deeper. It did hurt, but I didn’t want to ruin the experience for him. I let him push deeper into me. “You are very tight,” he said. And even he had no idea that he was in my asshole and not my pussy. 
 
    In the men’s defense, the pussy is only two inches away from the asshole. It’s an easy mistake to make. 
 
    I was still terrified that he would lift up my skirt to take a peek. My cock was out and dangling next to my ball sack. The only thing stopping him from seeing was the thin fabric of my skirt. 
 
    But he was too determined to make sure that I was ‘comfortable’. He had his hands planted firmly next to me as he pushed his cock deeper and deeper. I let out a deep groan. 
 
    Then he said, “Wow.” 
 
    “What?” I said through clenched teeth, trying hard not to clench his cock with my anus. 
 
    “I don’t normally get this deep,” he said. “You have a deep pussy.” I think he thought it was a compliment. I just smiled. 
 
    Then he started thrusting. I gasped and my body went numb. I was being plunged with a cock the size of an arm. I gasped and held onto the musty bed sheets. He rammed his cock in and out, sliding his thick veins through my tight hole. Each thrust stretched me wider. Each thrust made my body number. I groaned louder and louder. I used one of my hands to hold down my skirt, since it was trying to ride up. I could feel myself drooling. That familiar euphoria was beginning to overwhelm me. I liked it. My legs trembled and I could feel my cock getting hard. I used a hand to push it down.  
 
    He pumped faster, groaning louder. The whole bed was shaking and scratching along the cement floor. He put a lot of power into every thrust. It hurt a bit, but the pleasure was worth it. He thought he was impregnating me, but really, he was just thrusting me towards an orgasm. I could feel his cock swelling up. I could feel his veins pulsing harder. 
 
    “I’m going to come,” he said. 
 
    “Come in me,” I begged. “I want to feel your hot cum deep inside of my body.”  
 
    His face was dark red. He held my hips firmly and he pumped me quickly. My whole body rattled until I was completely limp, and then he unloaded. I screamed. He pushed the whole length of his footlong cock deep into my asshole. 
 
    I felt every blast, and there were lots of blasts. He didn’t pull out until a minute after he was finished. He slumped over me and caught his breath. His body was hot.  
 
    And then he didn’t stick around for long. Once he had his pants back on, he took off. “I have to get back to work,” he said, leaving me alone with an asshole full of hot cum.  
 
    And my hand was covered in my own substance. He made me have an orgasm of my own with his last thrust, which seemed to connect perfectly with my prostate gland. I had a big mess to clean up. My legs and hand were completely covered with semen.  
 
    It was hard to walk for the rest of the day. My butt hurt and it was a few hours before the hole was able to clench shut again. He really did stretch me out, but I was just happy that he was happy.  
 
    Jasmine found me before dinner. “Are we going out again tonight?” she asked with a big smile. 
 
    “Not tonight,” I said. I couldn’t do the long trek with my sore ass. “Maybe another night.” 
 
    Her smile disappeared. “Oh. Okay,” she said. She was legitimately disappointed. Her excitement to leave the camp wasn’t healthy, especially because she was pregnant. She wasn’t just risking her own life—she was risking her baby’s life too. “It’s okay. We’ll just have fun here tonight.” 
 
    I smiled and nodded my head—but I had no idea what she was referring to until midnight rolled around and she came to my bed to wake me up. “C’mon,” she said. 
 
    “What? I told you that we’re not leaving tonight,” I said. 
 
    “I know. We’re staying here. C’mon,” she said. So I went with her, tiptoeing over the sleeping women until we were at the back door. We snuck across to the clothing room. She flicked the lock on the door and then she turned to me. “Close your eyes, and keep them closed until I say to open them. It will be a minute.”  
 
    I took a deep breath. “Okay,” I said. I closed my eyes and then I waited. I could hear her moving around the room, bouncing with excitement as if she just finished her fourth coffee and had only been awake for a couple of hours.  
 
    “What’s going on, Jasmine?” I said. 
 
    “Just hold on,” she said. “I’m almost done. I just have to figure this thing out.”  
 
    I waited for another long minute. I was tempted to open my eyes a crack, knowing she wouldn’t notice, but that didn’t seem like much fun. I didn’t want to ruin her surprise.  
 
    “Okay. Open your eyes!” she said. I opened my eyes and saw her standing in front of me, wearing pink satin lingerie, which hung gracefully over her pregnant belly, which now looked bigger than ever.  
 
    “You look cute,” I said, and then I noticed the giant black dildo hanging between her legs. I froze. 
 
    “Surprise!” she said, playfully turning her hips, making that cock sway from side to side. She giggled.  
 
     “What are you doing?” I asked. 
 
    “Get down on your knees,” she said.  
 
    I stared at her for a long moment, and then I followed her command, dropping down to my knees. She walked forward and let another giggle slip. That cock bounced with every step she took. “What are you doing, Jasmine?” I said. 
 
    “I’m returning the favor from last night,” she said. “I like your little nightie, by the way. Was that one you got from my apartment?” 
 
    I had to look down. I was wearing a baby blue satin nightie. It actually was quite cute, and super comfortable. It had a lace band around the skirt, and it was cut low to show off my cleavage.  
 
    “I think so,” I said. 
 
    “I like it,” she said. “Now open your mouth and suck.”  
 
    I stared up at her and she stared down at me. She raised her eyebrows and giggled. “C’mon now.”  
 
    So I opened my mouth and she pressed the dildo in through my lips. I closed my lips around the black girth and I sucked. I bobbed my head back and forth as she giggled. “That’s a good girl,” she said. “Suck it like a good slut.”  
 
    I had to let a small giggle slip. It was hard to take her seriously when she was being the dominant one—but I was still turned on. She was sexy, even with that big baby bump, now clad in satin. I managed to deep throat the fake cock while Jasmine stood and playfully fondled her own nipples. “Don’t stop,” she said. I kept going, until saliva was dripping down my chin. 
 
    “Good, now stand up,” she said. 
 
    I stood up. 
 
    “Spin around,” she said, biting her bottom lip. 
 
     I turned around. She came up behind me. She reached a hand around and found my cock. She squeezed it firmly and let out a soft groan. She pumped it slowly. “Everything I want, in one sexy package,” she said. Then I felt her tip press up between my cheeks. I thought about telling her that I was still sore from the pounding I received earlier, but I decided not to.  
 
    I took a deep breath. She pushed that tip into my hole, and I wasn’t able to put up much resistance. She giggled again, then she pushed it deeper. Her hands came around and clutched my breasts. She squeezed and moaned again. 
 
    “Shit,” I said. I was worried she would realize the breasts weren’t real—but she already thought that I was trans, so it didn’t matter.  
 
    I let her sink that dildo into my body, and I let her pound me from behind. It felt good. She was much more sensual with each thrust than my Eastern European man earlier. She managed to make it feel sexy and gentle, while still feeling hot and fun. I pushed my bum back into her pelvis. She turned my head around and we kissed. I loved the feeling of her big baby bump pressing against my back every time she pushed into me.  
 
    “Don’t stop,” I said. She kept fucking me. I could feel her stiff belly button rubbing against my back. She was doing a good job of getting every inch of that long dildo into my body.  
 
    She reached around and grabbed onto my erection. She pumped it hard and fast while she thrusted. “Come for me, beautiful,” she said. “I want you to come on my belly. Tell me when you’re close.” 
 
    It didn’t take long. It was only a minute of her hard pumping when I felt it coming. “Oh God. It’s coming now,” I said. She pulled the dildo out from my ass and I spun around. She grabbed my cock and pressed my tip against her belly, which was now exposed as she pulled up her satin lingerie. I groaned and then I began to spew cum all over her round bump. It was thick cum, oozing down her bump slowly. She reached down and pressed her palm against it, rubbing it up and down, spreading it all over. Then she grabbed my cock again and squeezed it tight, pulling that last drop of cum out from the tip of my dick.  
 
    She let a small moan slip.  
 
    “I like you,” she said with a smile. 
 
    “I like you too,” I replied. 
 
    She smiled and bit her lip. “We should get back to bed.”  
 
    “Don’t you want me to fuck you?”  
 
    Her eyes lit up. “You’re already ready to go again?” she asked, looking amazed. I couldn’t believe it either, but she was so sexy that I could have probably had ten orgasms in a row without stopping.   
 
    She went down to the ground, on her back. I mounted her missionary-style. I pressed my cock into her wet pussy and I pumped. She moaned. She reached down with both of her hands and played with the cum that was already all over her belly. She spread it everywhere, all the way up to her breasts.  
 
    And instead of coming inside of her, I pulled out and made another mess of her belly, which she seemed to appreciate. She rubbed the new, warm cum around and moaned. Then she took some of the cum and pushed it into her pussy with her fingers.  
 
    I laughed. “You’re really horny,” I said.  
 
    “You’re really hot.” She winked at me. We both giggled, and then we snuck back to the sleeping quarters together. It was surprisingly hard letting her go back to her bed while I went to mine, which was only ten feet away. I wanted to cuddle her, and I could tell that she wanted to cuddle me. Maybe I was falling for her. Maybe there was going to be a very awkward moment in the future when I eventually had to come clean that I wasn’t really the trans woman she was attracted to.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER XI 
 
    It was a week later when I woke up in the middle of the night to the sound of moaning. This wasn’t pleasant moaning—not one of the girls having an orgasm. She sounded like she was being ripped apart, and for a moment I was tempted to jump up to my feet and run for a hiding place. I thought that the creatures had infiltrated the camp—but it was something else. 
 
    One of the girls was having her period. She was a young woman—only seventeen. Jasmine told me that she went through the horrible pain every month. Apparently, some girls can get more aggressive periods than other girls. And this particular period sounded brutal.  
 
    She didn’t sleep. She moaned through the night, and at one point she started screaming. One of the other girls was nice enough to help her over to the clothing room, but we could still hear her moaning at moments. She was going through a lot of pain. 
 
    “She gets terrible cramps,” Jasmine said to me in the morning. “She’s been here for a year, and a month hasn’t gone by that she hasn’t gotten them.”  
 
    “Can’t she take a Tylenol or something?” I asked. 
 
    “She takes Tylenol. This is her on Tylenol,” Jasmine said. “She needs something a hell of a lot stronger than Tylenol.”  
 
    “She needs Danazol,” said a woman sitting near us. “Sorry, I’m not trying to eavesdrop. I used to be a pharmacist, before the outbreak. Doctors gave girls like her Danazol.”  
 
    “They don’t have that here?” I asked. 
 
    She shook her head. “They don’t have anything here. We put in a request eight months ago, but food’s been the priority.”  
 
    My skin tingled. I saw the opportunity to make myself useful. It had been a while since I’d made myself properly useful. Jasmine and I had gone out a few times to get outfits for the girls in the camp (and we did one run for the boys). But admittedly, the runs were for selfish reasons. We both looked forward to the risky operations. Jasmine seemed to love the thrill, and I was horribly addicted to trying on different outfits.  
 
    I was starting to worry about my sanity. I was starting to worry that I was liking being a girl a bit too much. It was convenient for the time being, and it wouldn’t have been such a big concern had they not made a big breakthrough over at the compound farm.  
 
    They managed to sprout forty-five cucumber plants. It was all anyone was talking about on the compound: fresh food was really growing, making the future look a little bit brighter. 
 
    The men were working on new lengths of fencing, to take over a new section of land to create a new farm, to grow even more vegetables. And on top of it, the men found chickens during one of their nightly scouting sessions. They brought a truck filled with eighteen living chickens into the camp. Everyone cheered when Mav broke the news. “The future is looking brighter than it has in almost two years,” he said with a big smile. A few of the girls were reduced to tears. The chicken eggs were a game changer, in case the cucumber plants weren’t a game changer enough. 
 
    “We’re going to be revising our strategy,” Mav said. Apparently, they’d been trying to find livestock for many months. They were sending out a team of men to farms, every night for eighteen months. They’d scoured hundreds of farms, trying to find living animals. Now they had chickens. “As soon as those cucumber plants are productive, we will start accepting everyone into our compound.” 
 
    My days were numbered. Soon, I would be sneaking out of that camp and returning at the gate as a man, no longer having to hide my true identity: and no more showering in the dead of night, praying that nobody would walk in while I was reapplying my breast form.  
 
    It was probably for the best, but I was sad. In a few months, my run as a girl would be over, and the camp didn’t seem to have a tolerance for sexual acts that weren’t strictly and traditionally straight. Jasmine told me that two girls were thrown out of the camp for being lesbians. “Why? Are the men in charge homophobic?” 
 
    She shook her head. “Lesbians don’t make babies,” she said. “The girls didn’t want to have sex with the men, so they got rid of them. They were a burden to the people here trying to restart humanity.” And I suppose she wasn’t wrong. If the girls really were refusing to procreate with the men, then what good were they? Or was that fair to say? Can’t a woman have a duty outside of procreating? I wasn’t creating babies but I felt like I’d contributed to the camp. 
 
    Though maybe my contribution wasn’t meaningful. Maybe all the dresses and sex toys and hygiene products weren’t actually helping to advance that camp. Maybe I was just as much of a burden as the lesbians who were sent away.  
 
    But I was determined to be useful. I wasn’t going to let them think of me as a burden. So that night, I tapped on Jasmine’s shoulder and we left together, through her secret exit: a small hole in an undefended section of fencing. It was the hole we always used: too small for the big, clunky creatures to fit through. It was probably even too small for any of the men in the camp to fit through—and many of the women. It wasn’t a comfortable squeeze, but it beat having to risk myself with Buck every time I wanted to go out. 
 
    I knew where a pharmacy was: not too far away from the apartment where I spent a long week. We crept towards that pharmacy and Jasmine quietly told me about the different baby names she was considering for her child. “I really like Felix if it’s a boy,” she said. “And if it’s a girl, maybe Rhea.”  
 
    “Those are both cute names,” I said. 
 
    “But would they be good adult names? I don’t just want to give the baby a cute name. It needs to be something they can grow up with.” 
 
    “I don’t see why not,” I said. 
 
    “You don’t think too many people would think Felix the Cat?” she said. 
 
    “I don’t think the next generation will have any idea who Felix the Cat is,” I said. “I think all names are back on the table now, to be honest.”  
 
    She smiled. “I hope you’re right.”  
 
    We finally reached that pharmacy after a long hour of careful walking through those dark, desolate streets. The door was locked and the windows were barred, so we went around to the alleyway. I had a screwdriver and a hammer with me, which I used to smash the lock off the back door. The door was hooked up to an alarm system, but the power had been off for nearly two years, and the alarm system was hooked up to the grid.  
 
    “Let’s be quick,” Jasmine whispered. We ran in with our bags. Our plan was to bring back tons of supplies, not just medicine for period cramps.  
 
    I had no idea what anything was, but there was a use for everything. We grabbed painkillers, depression and anxiety meds, nausea medication, band-aids, medical supplies like rubber gloves and sutures, and bottles of pills that looked important but we had no idea what they were. We also grabbed plenty of kids’ meds, for all of the babies that were recently born and due to be born within the next few months. 
 
    The bags got heavy quickly. I strained to pick up my two bags, filled to the brim with pills. I grunted and nearly fell over. “Shit,” I muttered. “I don’t know if I can take all of this back.” 
 
    “We have to try,” said Jasmine. 
 
    I put the bag for a moment. “I just need to catch my breath,” I said. “Maybe this was a bad idea. Now that they have that farm up and running, the men will probably be doing a pharmacy run, with the truck and with guns. We’re just risking our lives for nothing.” I hated the thought of a creature grabbing us while we tried to make our way back to the compound. I wasn’t just risking my life—I was risking Jasmine’s life, and her baby’s life.  
 
    She walked over to me with a big smile on her face. Then, she leaned forward and kissed me on the lips. “This is good,” she said. “We’re helping people who need help. Sure, people need to eat, but if life is going to be worth living, people need more than just food. There’s no point in living if you’re completely miserable.” She kissed me again, and then she looked down at her feet.  
 
    “Are you okay?” I asked. 
 
    “Steve…the guy who got me pregnant,” she said. “One of the guys told me that he was acting weird the night he went missing. He said that he mentioned something about killing himself. I don’t think a creature really got him, to be honest with you. I think depression took him. And maybe that’s my fault for what I did.” 
 
    “It’s not your fault,” I said, putting a hand on her shoulder. “You can’t blame yourself.”  
 
    “I know,” she said. “He had a thing for another girl in the camp, so I don’t think he really did it because of me. But maybe what I did pushed him a little bit further, you know?” 
 
    “No,” I said. “Don’t think like that.” I pulled her in and gave her a tight hug.  
 
    Our foreheads touched. She looked into my eyes. “I—I think I love you,” she said to me, staring deep into my eyes. My heart fluttered. 
 
    I bit my lip and smiled. “I love you too,” I said. 
 
    She bit her lip and let a cute smile slip. Then we kissed. Her plump lips pressed hard against mine. She gently sucked on my tongue. I put my hands on her sides ands stroked up and down gently.  
 
    I liked putting on women’s clothes and I liked being ogled by men—but I still liked women. I was still attracted to women, just like I was before I discovered the nice feeling of soft girls’ clothing. But I wasn’t so sure that I was straight. I had no idea what I was. I felt like I was floating on a cloud when I kissed Jasmine, but I wanted to kiss her as a woman. The thought of kissing her as a man was nice, but it wasn’t quite as satisfying. I liked when she caressed my curves and I liked when she squeezed my chest. I liked our feminine bodies rubbed together.  
 
    I reached my hand down, pushing my fingers down the front of her pants. I found her wet pussy and I squished my fingers inside. She moaned. I began to push in and pull out, over and over, making her gush in her panties. I could feel her little bean against my fingertips. I rubbed my hand in small circles. She let out another beautiful moan. Then I dropped down to my knees, pulled her pants to her knees, and pressed my mouth against her dripping pussy. 
 
    I licked her up and tickled her clit with the tip of my tongue. “Oh God,” she groaned. “Just like that.” Her legs trembled. She reached out and grabbed onto the counter.  
 
    Then a whistle caught both of our attentions. I turned my head to look at the door behind us. She looked up with a suddenly white face.  
 
    Standing in the doorway was Buck, armed with a large rifle. He was staring at us and shaking his head. “Tsk, tsk, tsk,” he said. “Look what we have here. So this is why you’ve been going out, huh? You’re out here sucking her pussy with the same tongue that sucked my cock.”  
 
    I opened my mouth to reply, but couldn’t think of any words to say. Now, I remembered Jasmine telling me about what happened to the lesbian couple: banished from the camp. Would they banish us? Would they get rid of Jasmine, even though Jasmine was pregnant?  
 
    Jasmine told me that the lesbian couple was rejected because they refused to procreate. Jasmine clearly didn’t refuse to procreate, and I’d put out multiple times for multiple men, including the man who was now catching me in the act. 
 
    At least he hadn’t caught me with my cock out. At least he wasn’t seeing me as a man.  
 
    “So I’m guessing it’s been the two of you going out against orders, getting all those dresses?” he said. He stared at us for a long moment before his smile went away. “Answer me God damnit!” His yell made us jump. If he wasn’t careful, he was going to alert the creatures. His single rifle wasn’t going to be enough to fend off a whole hoard of hungry beasts.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” Jasmine said. 
 
    “No, I’m sorry. It was my idea. I did most of it on my own,” I said. 
 
    He laughed and shook his head. “Look. I’m not mad about that,” he said. “I like the dresses. It’s nice to see the girls looking hot around the camp. No more sweatpants and dress shirts—the way it should be.” He laughed again. 
 
    “We were just getting medicine for the camp,” Jasmine said softly, covering her crotch with both of her hands. She had her pants up now, but she was so wet that there was a giant wet spot around her pussy.  
 
    “We have all the medicine we need for now. If we needed more, we would send men out to get some.” 
 
    “That girl needs medicine for her cramps,” I said, standing up. He suddenly pointed his rifle at me, making me freeze. 
 
    “Don’t move,” he said. “I didn’t tell you that you could move.” 
 
    “What are you doing?” I asked. 
 
    “The two of you are breaking pretty much every rule we have,” he said. “And I don’t necessarily care about that, to be honest. Do you want to know what I care about?”  
 
    We were both silent, staring at him nervously as he continued to aim his rifle at us.  
 
    “Well? Do you want to know or not?” he snapped. 
 
    “What do you care about?” I asked, flinching—worried he was about to fire at us.  
 
    “I care that you deceived me. You seduced me.”  
 
    I stared shaking my head and then he aimed his rifle right between my eyes.  
 
    “Quit shaking your head, slut!” he said, taking a step forward. “You sucked my cock and let me fuck your pussy multiple times. And the moment you found a new way to get out of the camp, you dropped me. You’re a selfish, manipulative whore. And it turns out you’ve been sneaking out to fuck a chick this whole time.” 
 
    “That’s not why I’ve been sneaking out,” I said. But I was afraid to put up too much of a fight. I didn’t want to get a bullet between the eyes.  
 
    “Shut up,” he said again. “Now keep going. Pretend like I’m not here. Well? What are you waiting for? Finish eating your slut out.”  
 
    I stared at him for a long moment, until he thrusted his gun forward and screamed, “Eat her out!”  
 
    I turned back to Jasmine and she looked down at me with terrified eyes. 
 
    “I’m going to count to five,” he said. “One… two… three…” I didn’t let him get to five. I pulled down Jasmine’s pants and I pushed my head forward. I started licking her pussy, and then Buck became silent. He stood and watched as I licked, stroking my tongue up and down her wet cunt. Now, Jasmine wasn’t moaning. She was stiff as a board.  
 
    “Finger her a little bit,” Buck said quietly, through clenched teeth. So I took my hand and I pressed a finger into Jasmine’s snatch. I started pumping. 
 
    “More fingers,” he said. So I stuck another finger in. 
 
    “I said fingers, not finger!” he snapped. 
 
    So I pressed a third finger into Jasmine. Her pussy clenched around my digits. Her legs wobbled and her body squirmed. I kept pumping, licking her clit at the same time. 
 
    “That’s better,” he said. “Don’t stop. Don’t stop until she comes.”  
 
    And it took a while—and I’m not sure if the eventual moaning was fake or if I really managed to make Jasmine come while Buck watched with a large rifle.  
 
    The gush of fluid that came out was certainly real, wetting my lips and chin, and splashing on my thighs.  
 
    I looked back at Buck to see if he was satisfied, and I was shocked to see what Jasmine had been seeing all along: Buck with his erection in his fist. He was jerking off. 
 
    “Don’t stare at me,” he said. “Make her come again. Get your whole fist into her slut pussy.”  
 
    I looked up at Jasmine. She looked afraid, but we had no choice. I pushed my fingers back into her, now getting a fourth finger into her hole. I twisted and pushed, pumping slightly to get my hand lubricated with her expulsion. I knew I had to be careful. I didn’t want to force her into labor. Luckily, I had small hands. I was able to squeeze my thumb in, and then I was able to push my hand into her. She clenched hard and gushed some more.  
 
    Now Buck was letting the odd moan slip out. He was coming closer to orgasming himself. He took a step closer to us, beating his meat faster. “Don’t stop,” he said. So I kept gently pumping my fist in and out of Jasmine’s body.  
 
    She groaned and let another gush out. She reached down and pressed her hands firmly against her pelvis, as if she was trying to stop my hand from going too deep.  
 
    Buck took another step forward. Now he was close to us—close enough to come on us. And he wasn’t done approaching. He took two more steps, getting the tip of his fat cock just inches from Jasmine’s pregnant belly. His rifle was now within my reach. He was holding it with one hand and his finger was nowhere near the trigger. I had a feeling I could grab it and turn it on him before he could come on Jasmine. But was it worth it? I couldn’t shoot him without alerting all the creatures within thirty miles. Firing a rifle was a death sentence without half a dozen other armed men and large fences for protection.  
 
    So I let him come. He came on her belly and he came on the side of my face. I pulled my fist out from Jasmine’s snatch and wiped the cum away from my eye.  
 
    He had a lot in him. He groaned with every blast, and made a big mess of both of us. We just stared at him, waiting to find out what he was going to do next.  
 
    He cleared his throat and stuffed his fat cock back into his pants. He lifted up his gun again and took a few steps back.  
 
    “I can’t let you go back to camp,” he said.  
 
    “Why not?” Jasmine said suddenly. 
 
    “If you tattle on me, I’m done for. And if you end up getting caught, I can guarantee you’ll tattle on me. They’ll ask who let you out, and you’ll tell them that it was me. You’ll tell them about this moment. You’ll try to throw me under the bus to save yourselves.” 
 
    “No we won’t!” I said. My heart was pounding. Was he serious? And if he wasn’t going to let us return, what was his plan to stop us? Was he going to kill us to avoid the risk?  
 
    He stared at us for a long, quiet, tense moment. His gun was drawn. He aimed it at me, and then he aimed it at Jasmine, and then he aimed it at Jasmine’s belly. I could see that his hands were trembling. “If you shoot that gun, we’ll all be dead,” I said.  
 
    “I can run fast,” he said. “I’ve made it this long. I’ll make it through another night.” Beads of sweat were forming on his forehead. 
 
    “Please don’t,” Jasmine begged, holding her stomach with both of her hands.  
 
    Then there was a sudden thump against the front door. We all turned to the door. The thump came again. Then there was a long silence. We all looked at each other for a terrible moment before there was a loud squealing sound: a creature alerting its kin of our presence. 
 
    “They found us,” I said softly. I could feel my face turning even whiter. Now a part of me wanted that bullet to the brain. I started backing up towards the back door, to the alley where we came in from. I took Jasmine’s hand and gently tugged, taking her with me while Buck was preoccupied with the front door. There was another loud thump. Then we could hear sharp nails clawing at the door.  
 
    “Let’s go,” I whispered to Jasmine. 
 
    Buck spun around with his rifle. “Stop!” he shouted. Then the creature screamed again. Suddenly, there were three heavy bodies slamming into that front door, trying to break it down.  
 
    “We need to go,” I said to Buck. “Come on.” 
 
    “You two can stay here. I’m leaving,” he said. With his gun pointed at us, he skirted by us. He slipped through the back door and then he paused for a moment. “Sorry,” he said, and then he closed the door. “Try to leave and I’ll shoot you!” he called out from the alley. Of course we tried to leave a minute later, once we figured he was far enough away, but the door wouldn’t budge. He had pushed the dumpster in front of the door, and we couldn’t make it budge, even with both of us pushing.  
 
    “We’re going to die,” Jasmine said as the creatures continued to bash against the back door.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. “This is all my fault.” 
 
    “No it’s not,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, it is.” And it really was my fault. I was the one who started the stupid trend of leaving the compound. Sure, that poor girl had painful period cramps, but she wasn’t going to die from them. Now, we were going to die. The men were right: food was the priority, not medications for non-life-threatening illnesses. And cute dresses and sex toys certainly weren’t worth dying for.  
 
    I crouched down and covered my face with my hands. I wanted to cry, but I felt too guilty to cry. I didn’t deserve to cry. Jasmine deserved to cry—but not me. I was a loser. I was a burden. I showed up at that compound and managed to ruin at least one other life. And why? For my own selfish reasons?  
 
    I could hear Jasmine looking around for another escape. But there were only two doors in that pharmacy: the front door and the back door—and neither were viable options now.  
 
    Or maybe Jasmine was looking for the right drug: a handful of pills that would take us both out before the creatures could get to us. Maybe that’s what I should have been doing. 
 
    I could hear the heavy door cracking as the monsters slammed it with their bodies. I could hear the hinges breaking loose from the wall. Each thud pushed the screws out just a little bit more.  
 
    Finally, I started to weep. I couldn’t hold it in anymore. I hated myself for what I’d done. I deserved to die. I should have just stayed in that apartment building. There was more than enough food for me in that building: enough food to last at least a few years. But I got selfish. I decided that I wanted to be around people. I wanted human interaction, and that selfish desire was now my demise—and Jasmine’s demine, and her baby’s demise, and maybe even Buck’s demise. Buck was an asshole, but he didn’t deserve to be torn to shreds by creatures.  
 
    “C’mon!” Jasmine said suddenly, tugging on my arm. She pulled me to my feet with impressive strength. 
 
    “Ouch!” I said. “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I found a vent,” she said. It was up high, about nine feet above our heads. “Hold me up and I’ll open it.”  
 
    I paused for a moment, wondering if the vent was big enough to fit her with her round belly. It was worth a try. I crouched down and she climbed onto my shoulders. I carefully stood up, wobbling slightly. She tugged on the vent cover until it popped off. I almost dropped her when the cover came off, but I managed to find my center of balance.  
 
    “Can you get in?” I asked. The creatures were almost through the door. I could hear them growling and scratching. The doorframe was splintering. One of the glass panes suddenly shattered and the beasts began pushing against the bars. Even those bars weren’t enough to hold the things back. 
 
    I was too afraid to look back at them. In almost eighteen months, I’d never actually seen one of them. I’d never looked at one of the horrible things in the eyes. Sure, I’d seen many glimpses and I’d seen their dark silhouettes roaming the streets in the night—but I’d never seen their ugly faces up close. 
 
    Jasmine groaned as she hoisted herself into the vent. She squished her body inside and then she groaned as she wiggled forward, out of sight. Now, I was alone in that pharmacy, left to die by myself. And strangely, I felt much better. I was much happier knowing that she was going to survive—or at least survive for a bit longer than me. She still had a long way to go to make it out of that building and back to the compound—and then she would have to deal with Buck. But at least she wasn’t going to be torn to shreds like me. 
 
    Suddenly, she returned, poking her head out from the vent. “C’mon, Lexie,” she said, reaching a hand down. “We need to hurry.” I hesitated, not grabbing onto that hand right away. She was now risking her life for me, filling me with even more guilt. “C’mon!” she shouted. So I took her hand and she pulled hard, groaning and straining—maybe dangerously with her baby—until I had my fingers on the edge of the vent. Then I pulled myself in, squishing myself into the tight space with her. 
 
    I heard the door crash down as we crawled forward. I heard the monsters flooding into the pharmacy. We were leaving all those pills behind, but we still had our lives. 
 
    About ten feet ahead, the space became wider and a bit taller. I was able to turn myself around and look back at the pharmacy. I could see the shadows of the creatures as they looked around for us. They could smell us, but our smell was probably everywhere, being carried throughout the whole space through that old air vent.  
 
    My heart was pounding. What if one managed to fit in the vent? I didn’t want to die in a claustrophobic vent. I didn’t want Jasmine to die after we had already put up so much of a fight.  
 
    I looked at her and she pressed her finger against her lips. She put a hand on my back and we waited, watching the shadows of the monsters as they darted in every direction.  
 
    After ten minutes, we slowly turned ourselves around and started to crawl away from the pharmacy. It was ten minutes before we were on top of a bookstore, and then ten minutes of slow crawling after that, we were over a liquor store. We ended up finding an intersection in the vent, with the option of going up. It wasn’t easy wriggling up the vent almost eight feet, but then we found ourselves in an apartment on the second floor. We didn’t make a peep as we carefully used our fingertips to unscrew the vent cover. We crept into the apartment and then made sure the door was closed and locked before covering all of the windows.  
 
    “We can stay here until the heat dies down,” I whispered. I rolled up some towels and put them underneath the door, just to help stop our scent from creeping into the apartment hallway.  
 
    It was dark with the windows covered. I couldn’t see anything but the slight glimmer of moonlight that was creeping in through a slit in our window covering.  
 
    “What are we going to do?” Jasmine whispered.  
 
    “We can try getting back to the compound tomorrow night,” I replied. 
 
    “But they won’t let us in,” she said. “Not with Buck there. And they’ll be mad that we were missing.”  
 
    “We have to try,” I said. “And we’re going to get those pills before going back. We have to get that girl those pills.” I wasn’t willing to make that trip a giant waste of time. I wasn’t willing to ‘cut my losses’. I had to bring that medication back to the camp, otherwise my existence was completely pointless.  
 
    We both managed to fall asleep, though I’m not sure how. It was hard to know what time it was when we finally woke up. We were both too afraid to pull the cover off of the window to check the sun, but it was definitely daytime. That crack was letting in sunlight, though it could have been 8:00 AM or it could have been 4:00 PM—it was anyone’s guess. 
 
    “We’ll leave as soon as it’s dark out,” I whispered, still not sure if the building was crawling with creatures.  
 
    I laid myself down on my back and I closed my eyes, with nothing else to do while the seconds ticked by. Then, suddenly, I felt her fingers slip around my cock. I gasped and I looked up, hardly able to see her silhouette in that dark apartment. “What are you doing?” I asked. 
 
    “This is just in case we don’t make it back—or if they force you to leave and force me to stay,” she said. The way she put it was strange. What did she mean ‘force me to stay’? Isn’t that what she wanted? Didn’t she want to be on that compound?  
 
    She pulled my pants down and ducked low, out of sight. I felt her lips slip around my girth, and then I felt her warm tongue. She sucked me until I was hard, bobbing her head. It felt graceful and sensual. I really did love her. I’d never felt for anyone the way I felt for her.  
 
    I gently sat up and ran my fingers through her hair. I pushed her head down gently and helped her to deepthroat my shaft. Then she sat up and looked into my eyes. I could just make out the gleam of her eyes as she climbed up onto my lap. She pressed her big belly against my stomach, and then she lowered herself down onto my cock. I heard her pussy squish as she inserted me into her body. She grabbed my sides and bounced gently, making no sound except for the odd little whimper. It felt amazing. I didn’t want it to end, but it was impossible to hold back with her. I ended up groaned and coming inside of her pussy. 
 
    We kissed and then she rolled off of me. We both laid on our backs and stared at the black ceiling. “I’m sure we’ll be okay as long as we have each other,” she said.  
 
    My heart fluttered. And it was a weird feeling; I wanted her to be safe and on that compound, but another part of me wanted to take her away to that apartment building. We could live together for years with the food that was in all those apartments. We would have to move eventually, but she was right: we would have each other. We could have our own little brood of kids and eventually meet up with that compound once it was time for our kids to reproduce.  
 
    But that was just a fantasy. I knew that she really needed to be in the safety of that compound, surrounded by armed men and with that growing farm, so she would never have to worry about starving. As for me, it was probably best that I didn’t return to be a burden on that camp.  
 
    “I think the sun is going down,” she said. She sat up suddenly and crawled to the window. “I think it’s getting darker out there.” 
 
    And she was right. Within an hour, there was no light coming through that crack. Apparently, we had slept for a long time. Now it was time to go. It was time to get her back to the safety of that camp. 
 
    I crawled into the vent and went down to that pharmacy. It took twenty minutes of quiet, careful wriggling. I peeked my head in to make sure it was clear, then I went back to get Jasmine. “It’s safe,” I said. I helped her into the vent and we made our way to that pharmacy together. I volunteered to throw myself down onto the ground so that I could help her down properly. I was just happy to be out of the vent, which I’d been stuck in for over an hour. 
 
    We picked up our bags of pills and then we crept to the front door, which had been bashed down. There were no signs of the creatures anywhere, so we slipped out, into the fresh air of the desolate city.  
 
    We stayed near the wall until we could slip into the alleyway. We moved slowly, taking our time. It was early in the night. Normally, we only had a few hours before the sun was up to make it back, but now we had a good ten hours.  
 
    And the walk was fairly uneventful, until we turned the corner and found Buck—or I should say, half of Buck. He had been ripped apart by the monsters and the bottom half of his body was nowhere to be seen. Jasmine covered her mouth and turned away, almost puking. I nearly gagged myself, though it was a sight I’d seen a thousand times before. I held her close to me and said, “It’s going to be alright.”  
 
    That familiar guilt crept back into me. Buck was dead because of me. He left that compound alone to confront me. He was a rude man—and maybe he was a bit selfish—but he didn’t deserve to die. He had spent countless nights defending that compound. And maybe he thought he was doing a good thing when he followed me and Jasmine—though his sexual urges got the better of him. I wasn’t about to excuse his behavior, but I wasn’t happy to see him dead. 
 
    “Let’s go,” I said, pulling Jasmine away.  
 
    

  

 
   
    CHAPTER XII 
 
    It was still early in the night when we made it to the compound. We snuck up to the fence while one of the guards went away to use the bathroom. We stuffed our bags of medicine under the fencing and then we started to crawl under ourselves. I went through first, and then I helped to pull Jasmine through. 
 
    But we weren’t as inconspicuous as we thought. “Stop!” a man yelled, and then there was suddenly a big, bright light shining down on us. We both covered our faces and froze. By the time my eyes had adjusted, there were five large men standing over me. Two were aiming their rifles at me.  
 
    I covered my face, half-expecting them to shoot. Maybe they thought that we were from some other camp, and we were smuggling supplies out of their compound. “Don’t shoot!” Jasmine yelled. 
 
    “Bring them inside,” a deep voice said. It took a moment to recognize the voice. It belonged to Mav.  
 
    Two of the men pulled me to my feet. They tugged me with force towards one of the armory rooms. They slammed the heavy doors shut and then they pushed us both into chairs.  
 
    “Missing for twenty-four hours,” Mav said. “Violating compound rules.” He shook his head. It was hard to see him with the bright lights they were still shining in my face. “You have just one minute to explain this.”  
 
    I opened my mouth to speak and then hesitated. I thought for a moment. “We were just trying to help. That girl needs medicine for her cramps.”  
 
    Mav slammed his fist down on the table. “Her cramps?” he said. Then he scoffed. “There are currently eight men out looking for the two of you. And we think that one of our guys, Buck, went out after you last night. He still hasn’t come back, and we’re fearing the worst. We heard the creatures howling last night: a howl they only make when they’ve found food. So tell me: that girl’s cramps—are they worth a human’s life?”  
 
    I was completely silent. I stared into his eyes. He was an intimidating man. He had dark eyes and weathered skin. He had scars on his forehead and scars on his chin and scars on his cheeks. He’d seen some action. He knew how serious this outbreak was.  
 
    “We just wanted to help,” I said. 
 
    “She’s already helping,” Mav said, pointing at Jasmine’s belly. “Now she can help by staying in the compound and keeping that baby safe. And you—you can help by doing the same thing. Get pregnant and have a baby. Help the continuation of the human race. That’s how you can help.” 
 
    I felt my skin tingle. “But can’t I help in other ways?” I said. “I mean—what if I wasn’t able to get pregnant?” 
 
    He stared at me for a long, nervous moment. “I take it it’s been you two going out and getting the dresses and the makeup. Am I wrong?” 
 
    I thought about lying. I thought about pretending like this was our first offence. Maybe I could say that we were inspired by whoever got the dresses. But I knew that he knew better. He wasn’t a dumb person. Maybe I could have swayed Buck into believing some nonsense, but not Mav. “That was me,” I said. “Mostly me. She didn’t come along until later.” I hated admitting the truth, but at the same time, it felt kind of freeing to tell the truth. 
 
    “And you kept going out, despite my announcement?” he said, biting down on his tongue as if he was trying not to snap. 
 
    “Yes sir,” I said. “I thought I was doing a good thing.”  
 
    “Or did you just want to wear cute dresses and high heels?” he said. “In what world is it a good thing to risk your life for high heels? Don’t answer that. You’re lucky that I’m not kicking you out right now. You’re lucky that we aren’t sending you to be food for those creatures. You’re lucky that we need as many young, fertile women as possible.”  
 
    The room became silent. There was a horrible tension as the men stared at us. Mav stood up straight and took a deep breath. “Now, because of the two of you, we have to beef up our security efforts. That means keeping more men awake at night to watch the compound walls—not for creatures, but for people like you. How does that make you feel? How does it feel knowing that my men have to work more hours because we can’t trust our women?” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said softly.  
 
    “I don’t care about sorry,” he said. “I just need you to preform your duty. You need to have children. Now get to bed and make sure this doesn’t happen again.” 
 
    Jasmine stood up. She took a few steps and then she looked back at me. “Are you coming, Lexie?” she asked. 
 
    “Go with your friend,” said Mav.  
 
    “I can’t,” I said. 
 
    “Why not? What’s wrong with you? Just stand up and go with her.”  
 
    “No,” I said. “I mean I can’t have children.”  
 
    “Lexie,” Jasmine said suddenly. Her face turned white.  
 
    “Why not?” asked Mav. 
 
    “Because I can’t,” I said. “I’m not a woman.” 
 
    The room became completely silent. Everyone was staring at me, looking confused. 
 
    “What?” said one of the men. 
 
    “She’s just kidding. She thinks she’s being funny,” said Jasmine. “C’mon, Lexie. Let’s get back to bed.”  
 
    “No,” I said. “I can’t keep lying. I’m not a woman. I’m just dressed like a woman. I’m a man. I was born a man. I have a penis. I’m attracted to women. I can’t have babies.”  
 
    That silence returned, until Mav said. “Prove it.” 
 
    I stood up and proved it by lifting up my skirt and quickly tugging down my panties. Mav’s face turned dark red. He looked away quickly. “Jesus fucking Christ,” he said, shaking his head.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” I said. “I know I can’t have kids. So I’ve been going out to get supplies. We have about sixty pounds of meds in those bags—maybe more. Maybe that will help a few people.” 
 
    “If we needed meds, we would have a team make a trip to get meds. We need food.” 
 
    “Then I’ll get food,” I said.  
 
    “No,” he said. “You’ll get nothing. You’ll be leaving the camp tonight—right now—and you won’t be coming back.” 
 
    “I’ll come back to drop off supplies,” I said. “I’ll drop off food and then I’ll leave again.” My heart fluttered down into my stomach.  
 
    “No you won’t,” he said. “You’ll leave and you won’t come back. You won’t come close to this compound, or our men will shoot you dead. Every time you sneak out and sneak back in, those things come here. They follow your scent. We don’t need someone running up to our gates every night. So just leave and don’t come back. Consider yourself luck that we aren’t putting you against a wall right now. One of our men is possibly dead because of you.” 
 
    “He is dead,” I said. “We saw his body earlier tonight.”  
 
    “You what?” Mav said. 
 
    “We saw Buck’s body. He followed us last night. He forced himself on us… sexually. Buck was the one letting me out at first. I provided sexual favors and he let me leave.”  
 
    Now everyone was staring at me with blank, silent faces. 
 
    “It’s just the truth,” I said. “I’m not interested in lying or deceiving anyone anymore. That’s the truth. I’m not happy that he’s dead, but he left us to die out there after alerting the creatures. If you want to kick me out, that’s fine. I’ll be fine alone. But I know that I can help you if you let me stay. I know that I can provide for the people in this compound—especially the women. I know what they need.” 
 
    “Why do you know what they need?” Mav asked softly, keeping his composure.  
 
    I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. I just do. Maybe it’s because I’ve been pretending to be a woman for so long. Or maybe it’s because… I don’t know—I understand them. Maybe I’m just like them.” 
 
    “I’m going to go with her,” Jasmine said suddenly. “If you kick her out, I’m going with her.” 
 
    “You can’t,” Mav said. “We need you here. We need your baby.”  
 
    “We’ll start our own tribe. We’ll build our own walls and our own farm and we’ll find our own survivors,” she said, wiping a tear from her eye. 
 
    “Don’t be stupid,” Mav said. “You’ll stay here and raise your baby here where it’s safe.”  
 
    “My baby needs to have two parents,” she said. 
 
    “You’ll find someone suitable here,” Mav said, clenching his teeth together. 
 
    “I don’t want to find someone here. I want Lexie to raise the child with me. And I want to have more children with Lexie.”  
 
    The room suddenly felt cold. Now the men were all staring at Jasmine as she gently rubbed her pregnant belly.  
 
    “You and… her?” Mav said, pointing at me.  
 
    “That’s what I want,” she said. “No offence to you, Mav—or any of the men here. This compound has kept me safe for a long time, and I like it here. But somehow, I just feel safer with Lexie, even when we’re out in the city. I know that she would be a good mother for my baby.” 
 
    I took a deep breath. “Jasmine,” I said. “I’m not actually trans. I’m a man.” I was still using my female voice. I’d been using it for weeks and no longer had any idea how to use my natural male voice. 
 
    “No you aren’t,” she said with a small smile. “I can see how happy you are like this. I’ve seen your little smile when we try on clothes. I’ve seen your excitement when you put on a cute pair of heels. You really do think like us—like a woman. I don’t believe for a minute that you could identify as a man.” 
 
    I stared into her eyes. Maybe she was right. I really hated the idea of becoming a man again. And if they were to send me out on my own, I would probably continue putting on the dresses and maybe even the makeup. I liked seeing myself all pretty in the mirror. I liked feeling the soft fabrics floating weightlessly on my body. I liked the way my legs looked in a nice pair of heels.  
 
    “What are we going to do, Mav? Should we lock the pregnant girl up?” asked one of the men. “Keep her here and take care of the trans chick?”  
 
    They kept calling me trans, even though I told them that I was a man.  
 
    “Maybe,” Mav said. “But maybe that would just make her resent us for the rest of her life.” 
 
    “It would,” Jasmine said, wiping away another tear. 
 
    “Technically, what Jasmine is saying, is that Lexie is the father of her child. Not the biological father, but she’s stepping in as the father. And our rule here is that we let men stay as long as they’re fathers with children. Well, there’s her child—or his child.” He pointed at Jasmine’s belly and looked at me. “So I guess he stays—or maybe I should say she.”  
 
    “She is fine,” I said softly.  
 
    “She stays,” he said. His troops looked shocked. I was probably the most shocked one in that room, unable to think of anything to say. My mouth just hung open as I turned to look at Jasmine. 
 
    “Well?” Mav said. “Get out of here so we can get back to work. And I don’t want to see you leaving this camp again—not one more time. Got it?”  
 
    We nodded our heads like good puppy dogs and then we went back to the sleeping quarters. Jasmine grabbed her bed pile and quietly dragged it through the room and dropped it next to mine. She looked into my eyes and smiled. She shared a small kiss before getting snuggled together on the floor. We were lucky—luckier than I could believe.  
 
    That night, while everyone was asleep around us, we had sex. It was quiet sex. Jasmine only made a few small whimpers, but I covered her mouth with my hands while I pumped her slowly, squishing that warm, pregnant fluid out from her pussy.  
 
    And it was a nice feeling, being free to love and free to live, without worrying about death at every moment. I felt like I’d been given a new life. I felt happier in that moment than I’d ever felt before—even before the outbreak started.  
 
    In the morning, they announced that the bell peppers had sprouted in the farm. Now there were many more plants growing. The soil was starting to turn a dark brown color. It was no longer that cracked red, as if the planet was starting to return to normal.  
 
    And later that day, Mav announced a new plan: to finally start fighting back against the creatures that constantly ravaged that compound. “We’ll be sending out teams to exterminate the things. Hopefully we can chip away at their numbers. If we can push them away from the camp, we can work on spreading our borders.”  
 
    So starting that night, a team of men went out in an armored truck, loaded to the teeth with ammunition. We heard the blasting from the compound. It went on for hours. All of the men came home with smiles on their faces. “We killed dozens of them,” they said.  
 
    It finally felt like there was hope for humanity—and not just a little bit of hope, but a lot of it. It seemed like we were destined to overcome this horrible outbreak.  
 
    I helped erect the new fencing for the five acres of future farm. We spent the next two weeks clearing rubble and turning the soil, getting that five acres ready for more plants. It was hard work, but I was happy to be contributing without putting anyone in danger. And finally, the men decided to let the women help with some of the tasks. The girls were no longer just semen receptacles, waiting for men to impregnate.  
 
    More men and women and children arrived at the gates in the coming weeks. Now, Mav was letting everyone in. But with more people, we needed more food. Our chickens weren’t enough to make up for the difference, so Mav started sending out more teams to collect food. I was shocked when he named me the leader of a small team, mostly comprised of women who hadn’t been able to get pregnant. We would go out at night, at the same time as the men. While they were shooting up creatures on one side of town, we were on the other, looting apartments for non-food-related supplies. We got everything from kids’ toys and books to tampons and miniskirts. Our job was to find things to keep people happy, and it worked. People were happier than ever. We would wake up to the sounds of kids laughing and playing. It became increasingly rare that we would fall asleep to the sound of crying.  
 
    Jasmine had her baby a few months later and named him Felix. Though I suppose I should say that it was our baby. I got to cut the umbilical cord. I was a bit sad that she was no longer pregnant. I liked her pregnant belly and the pregnant sex that we had almost every night. But I planned to get her pregnant again, especially now that there was so much hope for a bright future.  
 
    Now, for the first time in two years, I wasn’t just surviving—I was thriving. 
 
    THE END 
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