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Author’s Note

This is a step sibling book but they often refer to things like “our parents”, etc. Jake and Abby are not blood related, but their parents are married so technically they are siblings.

If this sort of thing isn’t for you, don’t read this book.


One

Abby
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Iwas watching Netflix after work—a serial killer documentary—when my phone rang, making me jump slightly as I wasn’t expecting it.

I answered my phone and immediately asked, “What’s happening, Mom?” because I knew something was wrong when she called out of the blue like that. My mom was particular and usually called every Saturday afternoon at 2 pm, and last I checked, it was Tuesday night.

Her voice sounded worried as she said, “Honey, have you seen the news?”

My mom was a known worrier, so I tried not to get too alarmed. We let her worry because it made her feel better, and we loved her. She didn’t do it out of malice; she genuinely cared about everything.

“I never watch the news, Mom. You know how depressing it can be,” I replied honestly.

“Well, something big is going on. It reminded me of Covid, and it seemed to be spreading rapidly,” she informed me as I put her on speaker and quickly searched my laptop for any news updates. Immediately, the pages were filled with news stories about people falling sick and dying quickly, sometimes within 24 hours. I was surprised I hadn’t heard about this, but I worked from home and barely left my apartment these days. Covid had really messed with my ability to go outside and see people and nature. I was trying, but obviously, I wasn’t trying enough.

“This is the first I’m hearing of it,” I told my mom absently. Whatever I said, she would be worried regardless. “How bad do you think it will be?”

Mom sighed before answering. “Your dad and I were thinking about heading up to the cabin for a few weeks. Now that we’re both retired, we don’t have much to keep us in the city. Which is why I’m calling. I think you and Jake should come with us to the cabin.”

Rubbing my forehead, I frowned at her words. Weeks alone with my parents and stepbrother? We hadn’t lived together since I left for college over ten years ago, and Jake left even earlier since he was older. It could spell disaster.

But then, if this virus was bad, it would be the best place for us to go.

“Before you ask, we upgraded the internet last summer and we’ve stockpiled quite a bit of supplies too. After Covid, I was not taking chances, and if the stuff we had in the cellar of the cabin was getting close to expiring, the plan was to just donate it if we hadn’t used it. The four of us will be safe up there until this blows over. Please, Abby, please come with us.”

As I listened to her, I logged onto my work computer. There was nothing there about the virus, but that didn’t shock me. I sent an email to my supervisor asking him for tomorrow off to deal with a family emergency and shut my laptop down.

“Okay, Mom, I’ll come to the cabin. But I’m driving up there myself. Have you spoken to Jake yet?” I asked as I headed into my bedroom to grab a few bags. Mom was still talking, but I was only half paying attention.

“Mom, I’m going to let you go,” I interrupted her after her latest rant. If I let her continue, she’d talk my ear off all night, and I needed to pack my stuff. “I’ll leave first thing in the morning and see you by noon tomorrow, okay?”

“Okay, sweetheart. Love you,” Mom said as we hung up.

Opening the drawers of my dresser, I threw in almost all of my bras and panties, even though I knew the cabin had a washer and dryer. Next, I threw in sweats, leggings, and t-shirts. It wasn’t like I needed to look nice while up there, and the cabin was surrounded by some of the best walking trails, so after I logged off from work, I was hoping to get some hiking done with my mom. I knew she wouldn’t just let me stay inside. This kind of felt like a mini vacation, and I suddenly looked forward to it. With Covid, I stayed at home because we had no idea how long the lockdown would be and working from home was new. Now, I permanently worked from home so I could do my job while enjoying the cabin and my family.

I grabbed a couple of sweatshirts and two pairs of running shoes before looking for my hiking boots. I couldn’t remember the last time I wore them, and only after fifteen minutes did I find them—at the back of my closet.

All of my bags were now filled, but I felt like I was missing something. Grabbing my laptop bag, I stuck my work laptop and charger in there.

I didn’t need makeup since it was just family, and I barely wore it anyway.

Skincare, though, was my weakness. That plus my toothbrush and hair products were all in the bags.

Scanning my room, my eyes fell on my nightstand.

Holy shit, yes, I almost forgot.

Opening the top drawer of the nightstand, I pulled out the rechargeable vibrator, the battery-powered vibrator, and the lifelike dildo that had an end that could suction onto walls—it was perfect to use in the shower, and they were so quiet that I could use them even though my room was next to my stepbrother Jake’s room.

Hey, I liked to be prepared.

Putting them all in a small felt garment bag, I grabbed batteries and the charging cord and stuck them in one of my bags.

It took a few trips to get all of my stuff into the trunk of the car, and it was almost eight at night when I was finished.

Standing outside, I noticed the quietness of my neighborhood. I had bought a cute bungalow in a suburb of my city, hoping that one day I’d have a husband and kids to fill it with. So far, I was almost thirty, and I had never even been close to marriage.

But this was still a nice neighborhood, and there were usually kids out and running around on this warm summer night. Tonight, though? I could hear the crickets.

Lights were on in houses, cars in the drive, so I assumed everyone was staying inside because of this virus.

Locking my car, I headed back inside to finish my murder documentary. The only problem was—I couldn’t concentrate on the screen or the evil man doing evil things.

I was restless, and something was telling me I needed to leave for the cabin now.


Two

Jake
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“Fuck me,” I swore as I threw my phone down on my bed. My mother had to be crazy thinking that this was another Covid. I hadn’t heard shit about it, and I would have heard about something like this with the amount of time I spent online.

Grabbing my large duffle bag, I threw all sorts of shit in there, at least enough for a week’s stay up at my parents’ cabin. I couldn’t afford to stay much longer than that since I’d likely need to leave for another gig soon, but my mother didn’t need to know that as she panicked. Yanking on sweatpants and a t-shirt, I started to grab things from my drawers for this impromptu vacation.

Once my bag was packed, I headed out the front door. My apartment was tiny, so I didn’t need to run around to grab shit, but it was all I needed right now in between gigs. I had a well-paying job, but I was gone so often I never needed much. I also had no girl and no kids yet, so why bother with something more?

Climbing into my Jeep, I started it up and noticed the chaos around me.

Maybe mom had been right about this virus thing.

People were packing their shit up and doing exactly what I was doing. I was heading out of town and to my parents’ cabin, which was only an hour and a half away, hidden in the hills way, way outside of the city. In fact, you barely even knew the cabin was there since the turnoff to our cabin was almost invisible. You’d have to know it was there, so it was as safe a place as you could get.

Peeling out of the parking lot of my building, I headed out into traffic—what traffic there was. My city was a decent size, nowhere near the one I grew up in, though, so even though it looked like people were leaving, it wasn’t congested like it would be for my parents or my stepsister.

“Siri, call Mom,” I asked my phone after I plugged it into the Jeep’s Bluetooth.

There was no way I’d take a chance for an accident tonight. If there was a virus going around again, I wasn’t going to walk right into the heart of it all if I needed to go to a hospital.

As the phone rang and rang, I cursed as I left a message telling Mom I was leaving tonight and not in the morning like planned.

“Siri, call Abby,” I asked again, but this time I actually got through.

“Jake?” I breathed a sigh of relief at hearing my stepsister’s voice. Okay, so maybe some of my mom’s paranoia had rubbed off on me.

“Abby, are you headed to the cabin?” I asked her.

“Yeah, I’m driving there now.”

“How’s traffic in the city?”

“Actually, there’s almost no traffic. It’s weird. It’s like everyone has just decided to batten down the hatches and stay inside. You’d think more people would be leaving,” she told me as I frowned.

“That’s the exact opposite of what’s happening here. Everyone’s getting the fuck out of dodge. Have you talked to Mom?”

“Not since she called a couple of hours ago. She convinced me to go to the cabin, and I left not even half an hour after we talked, so that was, yeah, it was two hours ago almost,” she answered me, and my heart started to race. What if something had happened to Mom and Dad?

“Abby, I just tried calling, and there’s no answer. You know what she’s like, she’d answer unless there was something wrong.”

“Maybe they headed up to the cabin early. Mom said they upgraded the internet, but that doesn’t mean cell service is okay up there,” she rambled on, and I nodded my head even though she couldn’t see it. Mom never upgraded the internet; that was me. I upgraded a lot of things in that cabin over the past few years, preparing to go there in case anything happened—like now.

“You’re right. I’ll be there soon, and we’ll worry about Mom and Dad then,” I told her before we said our goodbyes and hung up. I didn’t want to talk long because I needed to concentrate on the roads, which were getting worse as the city limits came up. It was like every single person was leaving.

My Jeep idled behind the long line of vehicles ahead of me, honking noises all around as I sighed and wished I had left earlier. Or maybe later, once this chaos was over.

Suddenly, screams came from up ahead, along with shouting from all around. Something was happening, and I stuck my head out of my window in hopes of seeing what was going on. Fucking road rage, most likely. If cars weren’t moving, some dipshit probably got too angry and was now taking it out on other people.

I was cursing the situation when an explosion rang out in front of me, a ball of fire rising up as people yelled and screamed even louder.

What the fuck was going on?

Looking around, I saw panicked people running down the street away from the fireball. Drivers were getting out of their cars, but I still couldn’t see anything farther than a few cars ahead of me.

I was on the right side of the street and pulled off to the shoulder where my Jeep could navigate without issues. I knew there was a turnoff up ahead that I could take, and there was no fucking way I was staying here.

Whatever was going on, I wasn’t sticking around to find out what it was. People had gone fucking crazy.

As I sped along the shoulder, I jerked to the right as I saw an opening to cut across a patch of land to get to the road I was thinking of. In my rearview, I could see other cars doing the same thing as I was, and I was glad that some people had the brains to get out of that situation.

Turning onto the empty road, I sped up and continued on until I came to an intersection. I needed to turn left here to get back on track, but the scene in front of me had me hitting the brakes hard.

There were five cars in various states of destruction, some burning and others destroyed. What shocked me was the blood. Three cars were covered in blood—on the inside. As if they had been attacked from inside the car. Grabbing my phone, I dialed 911 and got a busy tone.

“Fuck,” I swore as I inched towards the intersection. I saw more blood on the outside of the cars but no bodies.

Weird.

One thing was for sure, I was definitely not getting out of the fucking Jeep. Clicking the locks again, I make sure that nobody can get in as I continue to inch around the cars. One engine has a small fire from running into the front of another car that looked to have been turning. It really was just a clusterfuck and I wonder if the people were already transported out of here while the mess was left as it wasn’t a priority. But that didn’t make sense at all. Why wasn’t a cop here if that happened.

To my right, outside the passenger door, I hear a barking sound and I look over to see a golden lab barking at the tree line. I can see the fur on his body up but I don’t see a collar on him, nor do I see anyone around still.

Making a quick decision, I stop the Jeep and open the passenger door.

“Here doggie,” I yell in hopes he will come with me. I can take him to the cabin tonight and tomorrow we can get him back home.

The dog looks back at me and runs towards me but suddenly stops, turns around and growls menacingly at the woods again. I call him again and he turns around and runs towards me, until he jumps up into the passenger seat. I quickly shut the door and peel away, looking in my rear view mirror just as I see what the dog was barking at.

A man steps out of the woods with blood all down his shirt. What’s more disturbing was the blood dripping from his mouth.

Holy fuck, was that a cannibal?

I mean, that’s the only thing that would make sense. Right?

Petting the dog, I drive carefully the rest of the way to the cabin not wanting to think about what’s happening.

I know the world has been a shit place the past few years, but this is kinda too much.

As I see the familiar areas near the cabin, I catch the road that takes us up to the cabin. If you blink, you’ll miss it and I have a feeling we’ll be needing that anonymity in the next few weeks.

Parking the Jeep, I notice that my stepsisters’ car is already here. I open the door for the dog and notice he actually does have a collar on, I just hadn’t seen it. Great, it’ll be easier to get in contact with his owners.

Just as I grab my gear from the back, the front door to the cabin flies open and my stepsister is running towards me. I barely have a chance to catch her as she jumps into my arms.

We’ve never been like this with each other. We never hated each other but we were never really friends. It happens since I was a few years older than her and I didn’t know how to relate to a younger stepsister that I had nothing in common with.

“Thank god you’re here, Jake. Mom and dad haven’t made it up yet,” Abby said as she climbs down.

First thing I noticed is what she’s wearing. Or lack thereof.

A tight tank top that moulds her breasts and exposes her stomach alongside a pair of shorts that might not actually be shorts. They might be underwear. You know, those boy shorts things?

Before she catches me staring, I walk up to the front door. The dog has just done his business and is following Abby.

“Wait, when did you get a dog?” She asked as we get inside the cabin and lock the front door. It makes me feel better knowing it’s locked.

Abby is now on the ground petting the dog, who is wriggling like crazy over the attention. I shouldn’t be looking at my stepsister like this, but her tits are bouncing and practically falling out of that top. My cock hardened and I willed it down. Think of something else. Bunnies, babies, grandma Dorothy.

“Not my dog, check his collar,” I asked her as I step away and set my bag down.

“Her name is Daisy. And there’s a contact name and number here,” she tells me as she continues to pet the dog.

“Good. I found her on the side of the road. Looked like there was a bad accident and I have a feeling her owners will want her back so we’ll call them in the morning. Don’t get too attached!”

“Who me? Never,” she said as she got up, Daisy following her new found best friend.

Abby bends over to pick up the collar that fell to the ground and I couldn’t help but notice how ripe and firm that ass was.

Motherfucker. This is your stepsister!

I needed to get laid.


Three

Abby
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Goddamn. I had forgotten how hot Jake was.

Not that I was looking. Of course I wasn’t. He was my stepbrother after all. I had grown up with him, sort of. With him being ten years older than me and already seventeen when our parents met, I had always seen him as my stepbrother. Something I knew he didn’t reciprocate and that was ok, he didn’t treat me badly or anything we just were too far apart in ages.

But those grey sweatpants were not hiding a damn thing.

“I’m going to head upstairs and take a quick shower. Have you checked out the generator and water heater?” he asked me as he headed upstairs.

“Generator, yes. Water heater, no. I had just finished putting all the groceries I brought when you got here, so I didn’t have a chance to do a walk around,” I answered him. I had taken the cooler and dumped it in the freezer and put all the other stuff I had with me away, including all my clothes, when I heard him come up the road. Since it was only Jake, I wasn’t concerned that I was only half-dressed.

It wasn’t like I turned him on or anything. I was his stepsister, for fuck’s sake.

So why did he turn me on? And why all of a sudden?

“Okay, I’ll take a look at the water heater first, then shower. I’m sure Mom and Dad will be here first thing like planned,” he told me as he turned away from me.

Holy hell, his ass looked amazing in those grey sweatpants.

No, Abby, no.

He was my stepbrother, and I was just looking at him since he was likely the first flesh-and-blood male I had seen in weeks. It was what I got for being a practical hermit. This will pass.

Shaking my head, I took Daisy with me to get her something to eat and some water. As I put the bowl of water down, which she drank heartily, I wondered what I could give her. Remembering the chicken I had brought, I cooked a bit of that with some rice and set it down for her.

Poor girl, being lost like she was. I wondered what had happened to her family, but it was late, and we could find them tomorrow. She looked happy enough to be here with us, but labs were like that – just happy to be with people.

I heard Jake shuffling around the cabin, but I didn’t want to disturb him.

Leaving Daisy to sleep downstairs, I headed up to my room.

My pussy was throbbing, and those toys I brought? I needed to use them right now.

I flopped down on the bed, letting my hands wander over my body, already knowing where this was headed. I unbuttoned my jeans and slid them down my thighs, revealing my black lace panties, already damp with desire. My fingers trailed along the elastic, and I moaned softly as I teased my clit through the material. I was so wet, and it was all because of Jake.

I closed my eyes, picturing his gorgeous face, those strong arms, and that mouth-watering bulge in his sweatpants. I imagined him standing before me, his blue eyes filled with desire as he lifted his shirt, revealing his toned chest and that delicious package.

My hand slipped under my panties, and I sighed as my fingers found my slick pussy. I rubbed my clit gently, relishing the sensation of my own touch. But it wasn’t enough. I wanted more; I needed something to satisfy this burning craving.

Reaching over to the nightstand next to my bed, I dug through my luggage until I found my trusty vibrator. It was a sleek, pink bullet-shaped toy, perfect for hitting all the right spots. With a flick of a switch, it purred to life, ready to bring me the pleasure I craved.

Lying back on the bed, I spread my legs wide, my pussy glistening with need. I positioned the vibrator at my entrance, teasing myself with its vibrating tip. I took a deep breath, savoring the anticipation. Then, with a gentle push, I slid it inside.

The sensation was electric. The vibrator filled me, buzzing against my sensitive walls. I let out a long, satisfied moan, my hands gripping the sheets as I slowly rocked the toy in and out. I imagined it was Jake, his thick cock plunging into me, filling me up like I’d never been filled before.

My mind replayed the scene from earlier when I first saw him get out of his truck, Jake standing there, his sweatpants hanging low, revealing the outline of his well-endowed-looking hard-on. I pictured myself on my knees, pulling those pants down and freeing his massive dick. In my fantasy, I took him into my mouth, sucking and stroking, tasting his pre-cum as he moaned my name.

As I fantasized about giving him head, I increased the speed of the vibrator, fucking myself harder and harder. My pussy clenched around the buzzing toy, my juices flowing freely. I was so close to the edge, but I wanted to prolong this moment.

I paused, withdrawing the vibrator, and my body protested at the loss. But I had another idea, something even naughtier. I flipped onto my stomach, propping myself up on my knees and elbows, and then I slid the vibrator into my soaked pussy from behind.

In this new position, I thought of Jake taking me from behind, his strong hands gripping my hips as he pounded into me. I visualized his sweat-slicked body, the muscles in his back flexing with every thrust. I wanted him so badly I could taste it.

The vibrator buzzed against my G-spot, sending shockwaves of pleasure through my body. I reached beneath myself, my fingers finding my clit, and I rubbed it in perfect rhythm with the toy’s movements.

“Oh Jake, fuck me… take me hard,” I whispered, my voice hoarse with desire.

My imagination was on fire, and my body followed suit. I could feel my orgasm building, an intense pressure coiling deep within me. I fucked myself - the vibrator driving me closer and closer to the edge.

In my fantasy, Jake’s hands were everywhere, squeezing my breasts, pinching my nipples, while his cock pounded relentlessly into my wet cunt. I could hear his breath getting heavier, his words turning into desperate moans.

“Abby, I’m gonna come… oh fuck, I’m gonna fill your tight pussy,” he would groan.

Those words sent me over the edge. I pictured Jake’s cock throbbing as he erupted, flooding my cunt with his hot cum. The visualization was too much for me to handle. My pussy clamped down on the vibrator, and I came with a scream, my body trembling violently as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me.

For a moment, I lay there, panting, my body spent and satisfied. My pulse gradually returned to normal, and I realized I was covered in a layer of sweat, my hair sticking to my forehead.

Shit. How was I supposed to go to bed like this?

I slipped out of my bedroom to see where Jake was, and he was nowhere to be seen. Daisy was now outside my bedroom, and I guessed I could let her sleep with me now that I was done with my toy.

Quickly washing up, I headed back to bed, and Daisy jumped up to lie near my feet.

Whoever Daisy’s owners were, they were lucky to have her. Tomorrow, we would call them and see when we could bring her home. Until then, she would be spoiled here with us.

Maybe when this is all over, I’d get a dog.


Four

Jake
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After making sure the generator and water heater were functioning properly, I went down into the basement to make sure my other equipment was still operating.

Last year I had installed some security measures just in case I needed to come here and just disappear for a while.

There were cameras all over the cabin and surrounding the property. I had sensors in the woods that allowed me to know if anyone was trying to approach without me knowing.

All of it was military grade and likely not legal or usable in court but I didn’t care.

My safety was more important, and now the safety of my family was important too.

My job in the military was highly classified and I knew one day it would bite me in the ass which is why I had practically fortified my parents’ cabin.

I had asked for permission but didn’t tell mom and dad the extent of what I was doing.

Scrolling through social media and news outlets, I saw that life had gone crazy outside this cabin.

This virus was making people insane, the rabies in humans theory becoming the most prevalent theory online. It looked like most people were leaving the cities and towns or just hunkering down for a few days. Stores and supermarkets were scenes of chaos but that was to be expected. Most people didn’t have stock piles of supplies, and why should they in modern times?

I headed upstairs to take a quick shower and to get some rest. Our parents would be here in the morning, and I wanted to get up before they did. Daisy followed me from her spot in the kitchen and as we headed past Abby’s room, I heard her voice come from inside.

I hesitated for a moment, knowing I shouldn’t eavesdrop, but my curiosity got the better of me. I stepped closer to the door, my ear pressed against the cold surface. My breath caught in my throat as I realised what she was doing. Abby was touching herself, her soft moans filling the room. I felt my face flush with heat as I imagined her fingers sliding over her silky skin.

“Oh, Jake… fuck me,” she whispered, her voice hoarse with desire. My body froze. Did she just say my name? I couldn’t believe it. My cock began to stir in my pants, growing harder by the second. I pictured her naked body, her hands roaming freely, caressing her perfect breasts and pinching her nipples. I imagined her sliding her fingers down, dipping them into her wetness, and circling her clit.

I bit my lip to stifle a groan, not wanting to give away my presence. Hearing Abby fantasise about me was driving me wild. She was my stepsister; how could she be thinking of me while she got herself off?!

But then, I could see her in my mind, her eyes closed, her lips parted, and her long, dark hair cascading over her shoulders. I wanted to burst into the room, take control, and show her exactly what I’d do to her.

I mean, technically she’s not my blood sister… no, no, no. I can’t think that way. Our parents will be here soon and those thoughts won’t be helpful.

Abby’s breath quickened, and her moans became more urgent. “Fuck, Jake, I need you…” she panted. My dick twitched at her words, and I had to clench my fists to stop myself from pushing open the door and claiming her. I wanted to be the one to make her cry out in pleasure, to see her beautiful body writhing beneath me.

As I stood there, my mind raced with fantasies of what I’d do to her if I were inside that room. I’d start by kissing her, tasting her lips and neck, leaving a trail of wet kisses down to her heaving breasts. I’d suck her nipples, teasing them with my tongue until she was begging for more. Then, I’d trail kisses down her flat stomach, dipping my tongue into her belly button, and driving her wild with anticipation.

My hand unconsciously moved to my erection, stroking it gently through my pants. I imagined my hands on her body, replacing hers, as I guided her fingers to show her how I wanted her to touch herself. I’d make her cum hard, her legs trembling as she screamed my name. Then, I’d push her onto her back, spread her legs wide, and dive into her wetness with my tongue.

I pictured her pussy, glistening with her juices, and imagined the taste of her. My cock twitched again, and I bit back a groan as I visualised myself eating her out, my tongue flicking her clit, and my fingers plunging into her tight hole. I’d make her cum over and over, until she was a quivering mess, unable to take any more pleasure.

But even in my wildest fantasies, I knew I couldn’t interrupt her. I had to respect her privacy, no matter how badly I wanted her. So, I stood there, my hand moving slowly on my cock, imagining the next time I’d see her. I’d tease her, let her know I overheard her, and watch her blush with embarrassment. Then, I’d take her, show her how much I wanted her, and make her forget all about her solo pleasure sessions.

I continued stroking myself, my mind filled with images of Abby. I stepped away from the door telling Daisy to stay in the hall to wait for Abby and headed towards the bathroom, unable to ignore the ache in my balls any longer. I needed relief, and the hot shower would provide the perfect cover for my actions.

Once inside the shower, I let the hot water cascade over my body, but my mind was still on fire with thoughts of Abby. I closed my eyes, envisioning her standing under the shower with me, her naked body glistening with water. I’d soap up my hands and run them over her breasts, squeezing and kneading them, making her gasp.

My hand found its way back to my throbbing cock, and I stroked myself as I imagined Abby on her knees in front of me, her full lips wrapped around my length. I’d hold her hair as she deep throated me, her eyes looking up at me with lust. I’d fuck her mouth, my hips thrusting gently at first, then faster as I got closer to the edge.

“Suck it, Abby,” I groaned out loud, my fantasy feeling so real. I imagined her looking up at me, her eyes sparkling with desire, as she took my cock out of her mouth and stroked it with her hand. “Please, Jake, I want you inside me,” she’d beg.

I quickened my strokes, imagining my cock sliding into her tight pussy, her walls gripping me tightly. I’d bend her over the shower wall, entering her from behind, and grabbing her hips as I thrust into her, again and again. “Fuck, yes!” I grunted, my fantasy becoming more intense.

As I pictured myself pounding into her, my orgasm built to a fever pitch. I saw her in my mind, her head thrown back, her breasts swaying as I fucked her hard. “Come for me, Jake,” she’d plead, and that’s exactly what I did. My cock erupted, shooting hot cum onto the shower wall as I imagined filling her pussy with my release.

I stood there, my breath ragged, my body spent, and my heart still pounding. The cold water had turned hot, mirroring the heat I felt throughout my body. I knew I had to get myself together because this was my stepsister I was fantasising about! How could I do this?

Then again, how could she call out my name?

It was likely the stress of the day. Or was she finally seeing me not as her brother - even though we’re technically not related - but as something more?

I convince myself that it was stress as I dry off and slip into bed, my head barely hitting the pillow before I’m out cold.


Five

Abby
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Iwoke up bright and early the next morning. I wanted to get the cabin ready for Mom and Dad. Knowing the two of them, they would be here as soon as they could - which meant before breakfast.

Daisy was still in bed with me, so the first thing I did after getting dressed was let her out for her business before getting her water and food.

We still had power, so everything I had brought was still good. I got to cooking bacon, eggs, and waffles.

I didn’t hear my stepbrother up, but I still made breakfast anyway.

As the food cooked, I checked my phone yet again.

No word from our parents.

Shit.

Pressing the call button, I called Mom and got a busy signal. Then I did the same with Dad, and it was busy too.

I heard movement and looked over to see Jake coming into the kitchen.

“Morning,” he said as he made a beeline for the coffee machine. Putting a pod in, his back was to me, and I couldn’t help but admire his ass yet again. He was wearing another pair of sweatpants, not grey this time, so I was a bit disappointed, but they still molded to his ass, so it wasn’t a complete waste.

“Morning,” I quickly responded, since I had been distracted by his ass and almost didn’t answer him.

It would’ve been embarrassing to be caught checking out my own damn stepbrother.

“Need help?” he asked, and I just shook my head. I didn’t think I could talk right then.

Jake sat down at the kitchen island while I finished up breakfast.

Once the food was done, we sat in silence. I didn’t know Jake well enough to talk to him, and this was an odd situation.

Something about this virus didn’t sit right with me, but I had been ignoring it.

But I couldn’t ignore it any longer.

“I still can’t get a hold of Mom or Dad,” I told Jake as I slathered maple syrup over my waffles.

“Yeah, me neither,” he responded in his deep voice. A voice I really would have loved to hear call me a good girl.

Fuck, fuck, fuck.

Bad girl.

Without responding, I dug into my food as Jake plated his own. I tried not to look at him, but it was hard when we were in a confined space like the kitchen.

“Everything seems to be up and running. I put some security cameras around the property last summer when I was up here. Mainly around the cabin, the tree line, and a couple facing the entrance to the road coming up here,” he explained as we ate.

“Why would you do that?” I asked, confused. It sounded like there was a reason he did it, but why would anyone even know about this place? Or want to come here?

He shrugged casually, but I could tell he was tense. “I needed to know this place was safe, and I was bored. It was something for me to do in between gigs.”

There was more to it, I just knew, but I wasn’t going to pry it out of him. He claimed to be in construction, but he sure took a lot of trips overseas for a construction worker.

I always felt it was none of my business, and I honestly didn’t care much. Like I had said, we weren’t close, and I never really thought too much of it.

Now, though, I knew there was another reason, but I wasn’t going to call him on it. We were safer up here now with his security upgrades, and I was starting to be grateful for it.

We finished our breakfast, and Jake surprised me by cleaning up.

“You cooked; I clean. You know the rules,” he said when I protested him kicking me out of the kitchen. “Go take Daisy out before we contact her family. We don’t want to give her back all hyped up.”

It was a beautiful morning, and if I wasn’t so worried about my parents, I would have definitely enjoyed it.

Daisy ran around the clearing that the cabin was in and rolled around in the grass while I sat on one of the Adirondack chairs on the side porch drinking coffee.

But while she was doing that, I had an uneasy feeling. Like someone was watching me. Which would be absurd, since we were in the middle of nowhere, and I was sure this dog would let me know. Right?

After forty minutes, Daisy flopped on the ground next to me, her tongue hanging out of her mouth.

“What a good girl you are,” I cooed at her as I leaned down to pet her. Once she caught her breath, I took her inside, gave her fresh water, and more rice and chicken. I grabbed her collar so I could call them and arrange to bring Daisy back to them.

Taking my phone out, I dialed the number and got a busy signal. Weird.

Tried again. Same thing.

Frustrated, I tried calling my parents and once again got a busy signal.

What the fuck was going on?

I didn’t have many contacts in my phone that I actually talked to, but one by one, I tried calling, and not a single one had anything other than a busy signal.

How was it still busy? This didn’t make any sense.

The door opened, and Jake walked out, frowning down at his phone.

“I still can’t get a hold of Mom and Dad,” he started as Daisy ran up to him for some pets.

“Me neither. I also tried Daisy’s family and nothing. In fact, I couldn’t get a hold of anyone back in the city,” I responded to him as I chewed my lip in frustration. “That’s weird, right?” I asked and looked up at him, only to see him staring at my lips.

Oookaaay.

Maybe I wasn’t the only one feeling the effects of my stepsibling.

“Very weird. For now, we’re still on the power grid, and it’s still running, but I’d like to get out into the woods and gather some wood for the fireplaces,” he told me, and I frowned.

“Why would the grid go down?” I asked, confused.

“Why would the cell phones not work?” he retorted, raising an eyebrow.

He was right. Something was wrong here, and I had really just been ignoring it.

Suddenly, both of our phones let out a shrill sound at almost the same time, with a large warning on the screens.

Amber Alert.

Basically telling everyone to stay indoors thanks to a viral outbreak. As if it weren’t already too late it seemed.

“Do you want me to come with you to get wood?”

He shook his head. “No, stay here. I installed a new security system. I’ll show you how to arm it before I leave. I’m going to take Daisy with me, though, so she can run around and also let me know if there’s any danger. She was doing a pretty good job yesterday when I found her.”

He showed me the new security system before taking Daisy and heading out. As soon as he was out of the door, I armed it and headed back inside to clean up a bit.
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My trek into the woods proved fruitful, and yet not.

Did I find the wood for our fireplaces? Yes.

Did I find any clearing or high ground so that I could check out what was going on and also try my phone again? No.

What was the most interesting part of the trek was the fact that it was deathly silent. No animals, no bird sounds, nothing.

As a former spec ops military, I knew that was never a good sign.

But Daisy was content the entire time and didn’t growl even once, so we were not in immediate danger.

Still, the silence freaked me the fuck out.

Getting back to the cabin, I noticed Abby was upstairs in the shower.

I was annoyed since I wanted to wash up, but I could wait.

When I walked by the bathroom, the door was slightly open and steam was billowing out.

Anger rushed through me because Abby was known to take long showers, and the water supply might be in danger soon.

I stormed over to the door, my fist raised to bang on the door when I heard my name.

“Fuck me, Jake,” I heard her say.

Peeking into the bathroom, I saw her silhouette in the steamy shower. I couldn’t make her out fully, but I knew exactly what she was doing.

She was fucking herself with a toy in the shower.

While screaming my name. Again.

My dick went rock hard.

Fuck me, this was my stepsister, not my girlfriend. I shouldn’t have been thinking of her like this.

Then again, she was thinking of me too, and it wasn’t like this was the first time we had been in this situation. Shit, how much sex did she need? I had heard some people were insatiable but had never met anyone like that before.

As she continued to fuck her toy, I put my hand down my pants to rub my dick. I was so hard that I could have come in mere moments, but I also didn’t want to come standing out there like a pervert, so I removed my hand from my pants and backed away from the shower.

It was a good thing that I did because as I heard her come, I knew it would be a short time before the shower turned off and she walked out.

I really didn’t want to be caught with my hands in my pants though.

Going back downstairs, I made the decision to head down to the basement.

This was what I had been waiting to do since I got here, but I had been distracted by not only Abby but this whole situation.

It felt like we were in the start of a horror movie.

Turning on the lights downstairs, I unlocked the room I had built only last summer. I had asked my parents if I could do something down here, and they had said yes, assuming it would be a man cave or something.

But it wasn’t that at all.

Sitting against one wall was a bank of monitors lying dormant, along with various computer equipment that I had specifically purchased or built for this cabin.

I had been bored in between gigs and had made this cabin into a fortress almost. I had been thinking that it could be a hideaway if I ever needed it. The cabin wasn’t in my parents’ names but instead was under their company name. Even if an enemy could find out my real name, it would take time to get to this place.

My gigs? I had left the military with no direction and had been approached by a private firm to work for them. Essentially being hired as a mercenary. I killed people, acted as a bodyguard, all sorts of things, but I had made sure that I was an independent contractor and not on salary. The company I worked for agreed, so I took jobs when I could and if I felt like it.

My family didn’t know, and I wanted to keep it that way.

But right now, it seemed like that paranoia was coming in handy.

I logged into the system, checked the feeds to find everything was okay, and then I went online to see what was going on, if anything.

Within minutes, I saw that life outside this cabin had gone to shit.

I knew something was wrong when I found Daisy, but I had ignored it. I had ignored it when I couldn’t get in touch with Mom—a woman who always picked up her phone.

But I had been distracted by how sexy my stepsister had become.

What I was seeing was something out of a movie. People turning into monsters. Zombies, actually. This was no rabies virus. It was a zombie outbreak. What the fuck.

The virus had been spreading for a while, but with health organizations being muzzled in the past few years, it was hard to get a handle on it, and in less than 24 hours, it had hit our area hard.

From the reports, it wasn’t airborne, but like all the movies said, don’t get bitten and don’t get shit in your mouth from the infected.

My heart was racing as I continued to read everything I could when I heard a crash coming from upstairs.

I rushed up the stairs to find my stepsister in the kitchen, trying to reach something that she was too short to get.

“Abby! Is everything okay?” I asked, my words rushed.

“I’m too short to get the popcorn maker down. Help me,” she answered without looking back at me. “Please.”

Stepping behind her, I noticed she was wearing tight leggings and a crop top sweatshirt. Abby wasn’t thin as a rail but had curves in all the best places. Some people would even call her plus size, but I didn’t care since all I wanted to do was manhandle those curves in bed. I wouldn’t be afraid of hurting her when I was rough with her. I was damn sure she could handle everything I gave her.

My cock was rock hard, and I was sure she felt it as I pressed into her to reach for the popcorn maker.

Her ass was round and juicy, perfect for me to hold onto as I fucked her from behind.

But we couldn’t do anything about this. She was my stepsister, for fuck’s sake. I heard her gasp under her breath, and I stepped away, not saying anything as I did.

“I’d clean that before using it. I’m taking a quick shower. Don’t go anywhere, we need to talk,” I told her as I headed upstairs to my bedroom to finally take a shower.

As much as I wanted to jerk off in the shower, the conversation I needed to have with Abby was much more important.

We needed a plan. Fast.

We also needed to come to terms with the fact that our parents were likely caught up in this whole thing and we might never see them again.

The pang of that thought rang deep. I loved my parents, even though I didn’t see them often.

After my shower, I got dressed and made my way back downstairs to find Abby still in the kitchen, staring out the window, transfixed on something.

Stepping behind her, I saw exactly what she was looking at.

There was a man at the edge of the woods just standing there, staring at our cabin.

Oh hell no.
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After Jake ran upstairs, I stood there in shock, thinking about what had just happened.

Jake had been hard and had purposely pressed himself into my ass. I knew he had.

But why?

Did he want me, or had it just been some guy thing and he’d gotten turned on over a damn leaf?

Shaking my head, I went to clean the popcorn maker since there was a layer of dust all over it.

Something outside caught my eye, and I looked up to see someone standing at the edge of the woods. He looked like he was swaying on his feet, but it also didn’t look… natural…

I stood there frozen, my heart racing when I heard Jake storm down the house.

“Stay where you are!” he practically barked at me before I heard the sound of a gun being cocked as he left the cabin. Normally, I would have been a brat and not listened, but his tone of voice combined with the gun had me staying in place.

Daisy ran up to me, whimpering and cuddling up against my leg. I leaned down to pet her but also tried to keep my eye on what was going on outside.

Jake approached the man slowly and carefully, the grip on his gun firm. He looked like he had done this before, but of course he had. I had almost forgotten he had been in the military ages ago.

The man swayed violently as Jake got closer to him, the gun now raised at the man.

I could hear Jake shouting at the man, who wasn’t listening. Suddenly, the man lunged for Jake, and I heard a shot ring out. The man dropped to the ground, obviously either dead or seriously hurt.

A loud gasp escaped me, and I covered my mouth quickly.

Jake had just killed someone.

He was a killer.

Holy shit, what was I going to do?

My whole body was shaking. I was rooted to the floor, and my breathing was getting erratic.

I had never seen anyone get killed before. Especially not by someone I cared about.

I didn’t know how long I stood there, staring absently outside, but I was still shaking when Jake pulled me into his arms, wrapping them around me.

“Abby, it’s okay,” he tried to soothe me.

That snapped me out of it, and I turned around, hitting him as I tried to get away from him.

“You killed someone! What the fuck! Stay away from me!” I screamed at him as I backed up.

Jake lunged for me, and he was bigger and stronger, so he held me in place.

“I didn’t kill anyone, Abby! Calm down and listen to me,” he pleaded, and there was something in his voice that made me calm down.

This was Jake, my stepbrother. We might not have been close, but he was family.

“Come with me,” he told me as he directed me downstairs. For a slight second, I thought he was leading me downstairs to kill me since I was a witness to that murder, but the thought didn’t get traction.

I stopped and looked around at the basement. It had vastly improved since the last time I saw it.

If I hadn’t known any better, I’d have said it looked like it was out of some spy movie. Banks of monitors, computer equipment everywhere, and a wall of weapons.

What. The. Fuck.

Jake logged into a computer and pulled a chair up next to him. When I didn’t sit down, he got up and pulled me down onto the chair.

“Look. This is what’s happening,” he said as he pointed to news outlet websites.

Ignoring him, I took the mouse and started navigating through both the news sites and social media.

From what I gathered, the virus was creating zombies.

I shit you not.

It was like something out of a movie.

A thought suddenly popped into my head.

“Mom. Dad,” I whispered with tears in my eyes. Jake covered my hand with his, and I looked over at him.

“Likely gone. Somehow you and I had the same thoughts, and it likely saved us coming here early,” Jake said as I started to sob.

My mom had been annoying, but I loved her.

My dad had been the strong and silent type, and I was going to miss his hugs.

Picking me up, Jake sat me on his lap so I could cry into his shoulder. I could hear him sniffling too, and now he was upset as well.

This was all too surreal. We didn’t know that they were gone. Maybe they were hiding somewhere. Maybe they were trying to get here.

“How could all of this go to shit in less than 24 hours?” I asked, my voice quiet.

“It’s been going on a lot longer than that,” he explained. “But it was hidden in the chaos that is our world right now. Violence spiked when the virus was first identified, and people assumed it was just the fact that another pandemic was approaching. I never noticed it because I was off on a job, and my focus was on that.”

I was quiet for a moment.

“I didn’t go out much anymore, not after Covid. I was paranoid about getting sick at first, and then it was just easy to stay home. My job went fully virtual, and I just embraced that. Amazon delivered almost anything, and groceries came right to my door. I’d go weeks without setting foot outside of my apartment. The most ‘outside’ I’d get was hanging out on my balcony when it was nice out,” I told him as I tried to wipe the tears away.

Jake kissed my temple, and it was so hard not to lean into it. “It’s okay, baby girl, I’m not judging you.”

The way he said that, in any other circumstance, would have made my pussy throb. But he was still my stepbrother.

“So that man outside?” I asked him hesitantly.

“Infected. He wouldn’t answer me when I asked questions, and when I got too close, he flipped out and charged at me,” he answered. “Abby, I don’t want to alarm you, but he looked exactly like a zombie would from a movie. I had to put him down. I don’t even think he was still in there.”

How was this even real? Zombies were fictional. But Jake wasn’t lying. The news and social media were all now reporting the same thing: people were getting sick, and if they died, they got reanimated.

“So what are we going to do now?” I asked him as I got up off of his lap. It had felt right sitting there, but now I was too restless to take comfort in him. “Are we hiding out here until it all blows over?”

Jake nodded. “It’s for the best. Today, we’re going to take stock of what we have here and if we need anything. I’m also going to start reaching out to see if there’s anyone out there, especially my old buddies. If they’re as paranoid as I am, they’ll be doing the same thing I am.”

“Okay, I can do that. I brought a bunch of stuff from home because I figured it’d just be a vacation while Mom freaked out. Why don’t I go through the food, and you stay here and do whatever it is you do?”

Jake nodded and turned back to his monitors, leaving me to stand there wondering what the hell my life was right now.

With a sigh, I went upstairs to start the task of inventory. Yay me.


Eight

Abby

[image: ]

My parents didn’t keep much of a pantry up here, at least not this early in the season. If all of this had happened in the fall, I was sure we’d have had more stuff, but as it was, we were pathetically low on food.

As I went through the pantry, writing down everything we had, I knew we would need to make some sort of grocery run soon. But were the stores even open? Or would we have to do a run like you saw in The Walking Dead or 28 Days Later? Neither were situations I was looking forward to.

I was almost finished with my inventory when I heard Jake coming up the stairs. I hoped he had found out more about what was going on.

If we could get food, staying here was ideal.

Daisy whined and rushed over to Jake as he stepped into the kitchen. I looked over and noticed he had two large pails in his hands.

“I forgot about these,” he said almost sheepishly. “When I came up here last year to work on this stuff, I also brought four pails of these MREs.”

At my confused look, he explained. “Meals ready to eat. We used them in the military, and sometimes it was the only food we got for weeks on end. These ones are actually really good,” he explained as he put the pails on the ground next to me.

“I have two more pails downstairs, and each one has 124 MREs in them. Between the two of us, these should last us three months.”

A smile burst out on my face. “Jake, that’s amazing! With what I brought and the little Mom and Dad kept here, we could easily last here six months without having to go anywhere.” I couldn’t believe his paranoia was working in our favor!

Jake grinned at me in return. “That’s great, Abs,” he started to say, calling me a name he hadn’t called me since we were kids. It sent shivers down my spine, hearing his deep, gruff voice calling me a pet name.

Down, girl.

“I still might take a wander out sometime soon, though, see what’s actually going on,” he told me.

“If you go, I go,” I told him immediately. No way was I being left here alone.

He smirked at me. “Of course, but you’ll need to know how to defend yourself. Did you forget how to shoot like Dad taught us?”

I rolled my eyes. “Dad took me out once every couple of months to a range. He claimed it was to keep my skills, but I knew he was worried about me becoming a hermit.”

“Good, so what we’re going to do is place weapons around the cabin just in case,” he said as he walked away to go back downstairs. Just a few minutes later, he was back with a bag of guns.

“They’re all loaded, safety on for each of them,” he explained, and we went around the cabin hiding them in case we needed them. You never knew, especially if there really were zombies out there (so sue me, I was still in denial). And people might just do crazy things as well, so it was best that Jake knew what he was doing.

By the time we were done, it was lunchtime, and Jake insisted we try one of the MREs.

I picked out a chicken pesto and pasta one, and it was surprisingly not bad. Jake had Asian beef strips, and he downed that in no time, obviously used to eating these things.

I felt good about the situation, but I was also getting restless being here. For someone who was a hermit, I was having trouble staying here.

Maybe it was the fact I wanted to see the outside world with my own eyes, or maybe it was the fact I needed to know exactly what had happened to our parents.

But I knew I couldn’t just sit here for long. Not with Jake as my only company—a man I desperately wanted to fuck but couldn’t.
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In the couple of days since we took stock of what we had and fortified the cabin, I had been avoiding spending a lot of time with my stepsister. Yeah, we usually ate together, but I made sure to not be around her other than that.

It was increasingly hard not to stare at her tits, or ass, or anything else really. She was fucking hot, but she didn’t think so.

If she were anyone but my stepsister, I’d have taken her a dozen times already and fucked her so hard she would believe me when I said she was hot.

One night I sat down with her to watch a movie - I didn’t want her to suspect that there was anything wrong, I didn’t need her to start questioning why I was avoiding her.

As she got up to leave the room, I felt my cock stir.

I let my hand drift down to my crotch and wrapped my fingers around my hardening dick. I started to stroke slowly, my eyes closing as I imagined it was Abby’s hand on me. I let out a soft moan, my breath quickening as I pictured her sweet smile and those gorgeous eyes that always seemed to see right through me.

My heart raced as I heard soft footsteps approaching. I kept my eyes closed, my hand moving faster now as I listened to her padding across the room. I wondered if she had heard me moan, and my dick twitched at the thought of her catching me jerking off to her. I heard her settle into the couch opposite mine, and my heart was pounding so hard I thought it would burst from my chest.

I risked opening my eyes and there she was, her legs bare and spread apart, her hand already between them, fingers working their magic. I froze, my hand still wrapped around my cock, and we locked eyes. She didn’t speak, just gave me a small smile and a nod, encouraging me to continue.

I swallowed hard and resumed stroking my dick, my eyes fixed on her. She was beautiful, her breasts rising and falling with each quickened breath, her nipples hard and erect. Her fingers worked furiously between her legs, and I could see her glistening pussy lips, swollen and red, peeking out from between her thighs.

We didn’t speak a word, the only sounds filling the room were our heavy breathing and the wet, slippery sounds of our hands moving faster and faster. I couldn’t take my eyes off her, watching the pleasure wash over her face as she touched herself, her eyes fluttering closed every now and then as she lost herself in the moment.

I felt my orgasm building, my balls tightening as I stroked my cock harder, faster. I grit my teeth, feeling the pleasure coil tight within me, and I knew I was close. I snuck a peek at Abby, and saw her bite her lip, her back arching slightly as she approached the edge too.

And then we both came.

Our orgasms hit us at the same time, and we cried out in unison, our eyes wide and locked on each other as we rode the wave of pleasure. I felt my cum spray across my chest and abdomen, and I watched as Abby’s hand moved furiously between her legs, her juices flowing freely as she rode out her intense climax.

We sat there for a moment, breathless, our eyes shining with a mixture of desire and something more. Slowly, we both withdrew our hands, and I saw Abby’s fingers were glistening with her juices, just as mine were coated with my cum.

Without a word, she got up and left the room, leaving me sitting there, my heart still pounding, my body humming with the aftershocks of an intense orgasm.

What now? Would things change between us?

I was too tired to go and demand answers, so I headed up to bed. I was asleep before my head hit the pillows - dreaming of my stepsister and her beautiful pink pussy.
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Holy shit.

I couldn’t believe I had done that. After the movie, I took Daisy out for one last bathroom break, and when I came back in, I heard noises from the living room.

Was I expecting to see my big stepbrother’s big cock? Hell no. But I wasn’t complaining about it.

It was a thing of beauty too. Large, maybe seven inches but thick. I didn’t think any longer than that would be comfortable, but damn if I hadn’t liked the look of his cock’s girth. I had a thing where I got super wet when turned on, and smaller dicks didn’t really fit right—something I could never explain to anyone—so I liked ‘em thick enough that I could feel it.

I had wanted to go over to him and just sit on his cock. I knew it would have filled me up nicely. I was so wet as I watched him that I knew if I had the nerve to do it, he’d have slid into me without any problems.

Instead, I watched him, and when he noticed me, his movements sped up, so I decided to touch myself while watching him.

It was wrong, I knew, but at least it wasn’t the sex I had desperately wanted from him.

It had been getting harder and harder to resist him, and I was glad he had been busy the past few days, or else I’d have embarrassed myself and thrown myself at him. He would have been nice about it and rejected me because, of course, he should, but I wouldn’t have been able to be around him for a while.

I had felt a bit detached living there with him, away from civilization, knowing that it had likely gone to shit.

I rarely thought of our parents, who were likely dead, because until that was confirmed, I was of the belief that they were still out there.

So instead, I spent my time fantasizing about my own damn stepbrother.

I needed to get laid. And not by Jake!

Flopping down on my bed, I sighed loudly, waking Daisy up, who had run upstairs after her bathroom break to jump into my bed. It had been a favorite spot of hers, and since we couldn’t get in touch with her owners, I couldn’t say no to the girl.

My body still throbbed with desire, but there was nothing I could do about it, so I quickly had a shower and got into bed.

I had been wearing shorts and t-shirts to bed, but I hated that, so I decided I was going to just stay naked while sleeping like I always did. If the zombies came in while I was naked, I was just going to forever be a naked zombie—I wouldn’t be alive, so why did I care?

Falling asleep was easy; the orgasm I had right before bed and being comfortable again had made me fall asleep within seconds.

The following morning, I woke up determined not to bring up last night to Jake.

I knew it wouldn’t be happening again, and I didn’t want things to be awkward between us.

When I got downstairs, I noticed Daisy was already down there with Jake. I frowned because I knew she had been with me last night, and I had my bedroom door closed.

Unless… Jake had gone into my room and grabbed Daisy while I was still sleeping. Naked.

I should have been embarrassed, but the man had seen me naked waist down and get myself off. I was sure seeing me naked wasn’t a big deal.

“Morning,” I croaked out, grabbing a cup for my coffee.

“Morning,” he responded gruffly. “Listen, we should talk…”

“Nope,” I interrupted him. “Don’t want to talk about last night. We’ll forget about it, okay?”

He nodded. “Sure, but that’s not what I wanted to talk about. I think we need to make a run into town. All of the news is stopping, and I really want to get out there and see what we’re dealing with. Also, if we can get more supplies, that’d be great.”

“Okay. When are we going?” No way in hell was he leaving me there.

“In thirty minutes. We’ll bring Daisy with us. She’s proven that she’s good at warning us about the zombies,” he explained, and I got my breakfast ready as he talked.

In no time, the two of us were dressed and heading out the door. Jake handed me a gun, one he knew our dad had made me practice with, before we got into my SUV.

I had argued that taking my car would be better since his truck was loud as fuck, but mine ran quieter. We didn’t want to draw attention to ourselves, and Jake readily agreed.

The drive into town was quiet and tense. It usually only took about half an hour, but Jake was driving like a little old granny because he wasn’t sure what to expect along the way.

We hit no problems when the town came into view. I still called it a town, but there had been enough growth in this area that it was heading toward being a full-blown city.

“We’re going to avoid Walmart. Likely that’s where people will go when they realize they need things, and I’m not about to fight people—not with you and Daisy here,” Jake told me, gripping the steering wheel tight. “Sal’s Hardware was still open and thriving last year, plus there’s a convenience store on the corner. Also, there’s a military surplus store a few blocks away from Sal’s, so we’re going to hit all three of those. Got it?”

“Got it, boss,” I answered cheekily.

Driving slowly, Jake made his way toward Sal’s.

As we got further into town, we noticed more and more abandoned cars, making it almost impossible to navigate through, but Jake seemed to be an expert at it.

There were fires everywhere, downed power lines, and blood splatter almost everywhere.

You know everything you’ve seen in a zombie movie? It was exactly like that.

The one thing we weren’t seeing, though? People. Alive or dead. I tried to look into the houses to see if the curtains were moving, if there was any sign of life, but there was just… nothing.

“Why’s it so quiet?” I asked, not really wanting an answer.

“I don’t think either of us want to know the answer to that,” Jake replied. “I’m glad we brought your car and not my truck. Good call.”

I preened under the praise.

Okay, so I had a praise kink. I knew that.

Before long, Sal’s came into view, and I noticed even more vehicles around the block that held the store. It was as if people knew there was a problem, tried to go get supplies, and then met their end here.

Pools of blood lay everywhere as Jake and I stepped out of the SUV. I had to jump around to avoid getting it on my feet. Daisy tried to avoid it too, almost like she knew what it was and was disgusted, but she still managed to get a bit on her paws. We’d have to wash her before she came back into the cabin—hopefully, we could grab a blanket to put in my car before we headed back.

Jake quietly and slowly approached the door to Sal’s. The door looked intact, and there was no blood near it, so I was a bit hopeful it hadn’t been looted.

Taking his gun out, he took the safety off and looked back at me, gesturing for me to do the same. My heart was racing because I didn’t want to use it.

Jake opened the door slowly and cursed when there was a jingling sound as it swung open. Reaching up, he silenced the bell and held the door open for me.

So, apparently, I was going in first.

Daisy stuck to my side but wasn’t growling yet, so I felt that was a good sign so far.

“Let’s get in and find as much as we can,” he whispered into my ear. Any other situation, and that would have made me shiver, but I was scared shitless right now.

“It’s too bad we didn’t bring any bags,” I muttered, just realizing our mistake.

“Motherfucker,” Jake swore before going to the cash area to look around. “Here,” he said as he threw some reusable bags with Sal’s logo on them. “Get as much as you can. Anything that could be used as a weapon, like an axe, would be good, but large tools work too.”

I nodded and started going down the aisles. I was surprised at how big of a store it was. I found all sorts of stuff like rope and wire, boxes of large nails, and heavy-duty gloves—you know the ones, they’re puncture-proof. One aisle had shovels, and I grabbed a couple to put in the back of the SUV.

Meeting back at the cash, I noticed Jake’s bags were full of tools and axes like he wanted, but he had also put in laundry soap.

Raising my brow, I looked at him.

“We’re going to need it if we stay in the cabin for long. I didn’t bring much in terms of clothes,” he explained to me.

“Well, we could always just go naked in the cabin,” I responded and walked toward the door, not looking back at him. I’d shut him up. Good. Maybe he was also thinking about what I’d said.

Jake reached up to silence the bell again as we left, and I breathed a sigh of relief as we reached the SUV. One thing Jake did find was a cover for the back seat so Daisy wouldn’t ruin it with bloody paws, and I quickly installed it while Jake protected my six.

We were lucky that no one was around, but we still had other stops to go—including the convenience store just down the block.

With more bags from Sal’s, Jake and I, with Daisy in tow, walked toward the store.

The quiet was almost unnerving because when I say there were no sounds, I mean no sounds—even the insects and the animals were deadly silent. Did they know something we didn’t?

The door to the convenience store wasn’t intact like Sal’s. It looked like it had been ripped half off its hinges.

But the creepiest thing was the hand streaks in blood on the glass of the door.

A shiver ran down my back, and it was right then that I realized the gravity of the situation.

Reading about this, seeing it on social media, was one thing, but the blood pools on the ground and now this hit me hard. I stumbled, and Jake had to keep me steady, tucking me into his side as if he knew exactly what I was thinking.

Looking up at him, I smiled sadly. “I’m okay. Let’s do this.”

Jake stepped into the store first, followed closely by Daisy. The dog was agitated, and that wasn’t a good sign.

The store was an absolute fucking disaster.

Shelves had been knocked over, making it hard to walk down the aisles. Half of the stuff on the shelves had already been taken, and the other half was strewn around everywhere.

And the blood.

Holy fuck, the blood.

There were blood spatter marks all over the walls and the ceiling. The floor looked like bodies had been dragged away somehow—you know how it looks in every fucking horror movie.

Looking over, I saw the cash counter, and the glass was smashed to bits. But I also saw a weapon that I preferred over the gun I was carrying.

Picking up the baseball bat, I swung it a few times, and Jake smirked at me, shaking his head. I had played a bit of baseball when I was in college—mostly to impress a guy—so I had a better handle on it than I did my gun. I’d use both, though, if I had to.

Looking around behind the cash counter, I noticed it was still fully stocked with the good shit—the alcohol. I took my bags from Sal’s and loaded them up.

Was it a good idea to get drunk in a zombie apocalypse? Probably not. But I didn’t care at this point.

Putting the bags on the counter where it wasn’t covered in blood, I looked around the store along with Jake.

He had found a ton of canned goods that looked to be okay, plus a whole bunch of junk food.

Hell yes.

I saw the boxes of chocolate bars on the ground and tried to go under the shelves that had fallen on top, only to lay against the next shelves, creating space for me to get under. It looked like that scene in The Mummy where Evelyn knocked over the shelves in the museum she worked in. The shelves were leaning over against the next shelves and so on, but in some places, there was enough room to crawl under, which was a good thing.

I must have caught myself on something because as I was coming out with my chocolate, there was a loud crash right behind me.

“Fuck,” I said a bit too loud and saw Jake running toward me, a worried look on his face.

“Abby, let’s go,” Jake said, and we took off out of the store and toward the SUV.

A crash sounded behind us, and I didn’t want to look back to see what it was. Jake opened the back of the SUV, and Daisy jumped in as well. Closing the door, we turned around to find a group of people closing in on us.

Only they weren’t really people. Every single one looked like they were covered in blood, with it dripping from their mouths. Their eyes were blank, their limbs didn’t hang quite right on their bodies.

“Abby! Come on!” Jake yelled, but I couldn’t move. Seeing those zombies had made everything feel real.

We were living in a fucking movie. If I had to live in a movie, why couldn’t it have been a Disney movie? AND NOT FUCKING ZOMBIES.

The things were almost right on top of us, and the only way to leave was through the zombies.

Jake grabbed my arm, jolting me out of my frozen state. “We have to move now!” he shouted, his voice cracking with panic.

I nodded, my heart pounding so hard I thought it might burst out of my chest. We sprinted toward the driver’s side door, the moans of the zombies growing louder with each step.

Jake fumbled with the keys, his hands shaking as he tried to unlock the door. I glanced back, my eyes widening in horror as I saw the closest zombie—a woman in a tattered business suit, her face a mess of gore—reaching out with bloody fingers.

“Hurry!” I screamed, my voice barely recognizable.

The lock clicked, and Jake yanked the door open. “Get in!” he yelled, practically shoving me inside.

I scrambled across the center console to the passenger seat as Jake jumped in behind me, slamming the door shut just as the zombie’s hand slapped against the window. I yelped, instinctively recoiling from the gruesome sight.

Jake jammed the key into the ignition, turning it with such force I thought it might snap off. The engine roared to life, and he slammed his foot on the gas pedal. The SUV lurched forward, plowing into the crowd of zombies.

Thump. Thump. Thump.

The sickening sound of bodies hitting the vehicle made my stomach churn. I closed my eyes, trying to block out the nightmarish scene unfolding around us.

“Don’t look,” Jake said, his voice strained as he maneuvered through the horde.

But I couldn’t help it. I opened my eyes, immediately regretting my decision as I saw a zombie’s face pressed up against the glass.

Its rotting teeth gnashed at the window, leaving smears of dark blood and bits of decayed flesh. I screamed, pressing myself against the seat, willing the creature to disappear.

Jake swerved sharply, throwing the zombie off the side of the SUV. We burst through the last of the horde, tires screeching as we peeled out of the parking lot and onto the main road.

“Are you okay?” Jake asked, his knuckles white as he gripped the steering wheel.

I nodded, unable to form words. My heart was still racing, and I could feel myself trembling. In the back seat, Daisy whimpered, clearly as shaken as we were.

A few blocks away, and we were in the clear. Jake slammed the brakes and hopped out of the car, rushing over to the passenger side. Flinging the door open, he checked me over to see if I was okay.

His hands were shaking as he examined my arms and face, his eyes wide with concern. “Are you hurt? Did any of them touch you?”

I shook my head, still struggling to find my voice. “I’m… I’m okay,” I finally managed to croak out.

Jake let out a relieved sigh and pulled me into a tight embrace. I could feel his heart pounding against my chest, matching the frantic rhythm of my own. For a moment, we just clung to each other, both of us trembling from the adrenaline and fear.

That was when we pulled away just slightly, but our hands still clung to each other.
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That was fucking close. When Abby froze, my heart almost stopped.

I couldn’t lose her, not now. Not when we were just getting back to knowing each other again.

Without thinking, I reached out and grabbed Abby by the waist, pulling her towards me. She let out a startled gasp, her eyes widening as she realized what I was about to do. I crashed my lips against hers, hungrily devouring her mouth. It was a kiss fueled by raw desire and the thrill of being alive. Abby responded passionately, her hands gripping my shirt as she kissed me back with equal intensity.

My hands roamed over her body, exploring every curve. I could feel her warmth through the thin fabric of her tank top. Breaking the kiss, I trailed my lips down her neck, nipping and sucking gently, making her moan softly. I wanted to taste every inch of her, to mark her as mine.

“I…” she whispered, breathless. “We shouldn’t…”

But I wasn’t listening. My hands found the button of her jeans and with trembling fingers, I undid it, sliding my hand past the zipper and into her warm, soft core. She was already wet, her juices coating my fingers as I slipped them inside her. Abby let out a soft whimper, her head falling back against the wall as I started to stroke her.

“Shh…” I whispered, my breath hot against her ear. “Let me make you feel good.”

I knew I should’ve been more careful, but the thought of bringing her pleasure overpowered any sense of caution. I found her sweet spot easily, and she arched her back, pushing her hips forward to meet my fingers. Her moans filled the otherwise silent warehouse, a stark contrast to the grim surroundings.

“Oh, Jake… right there…” she panted, her fingers digging into my shoulders.

I increased the pace, curling my fingers just right, and soon, her body began to shake. Abby’s legs trembled as the orgasm washed over her, and I held her tightly, supporting her as she came, calling out my name.

As her tremors subsided, she looked at me with lust-glazed eyes. “That was…” she started, but I didn’t let her finish. I claimed her lips again, tasting her sweetness, and she eagerly responded, her tongue dueling with mine.

I wanted more. Needed more. My cock was throbbing, straining against my jeans, begging for release. I pulled away slightly, looking into her flushed face.

“Touch me, Abby,” I rasped, my voice hoarse with desire.

Without hesitation, she reached for my belt, her fingers deftly undoing it and then the button and zipper of my jeans. She slid her hand inside, wrapping her fingers around my hard length. I groaned, closing my eyes as she began to stroke me, her touch firm and confident.

“You feel so good, big stepbrother,” she murmured, her breath hot against my ear, sending shivers down my spine. “I want to make you feel as good as you made me.”

Fuck me, her words almost sent me into orbit. Hearing her moan about fucking her stepbrother made it even hotter.

Abby’s strokes grew faster, more urgent, and I could feel my orgasm building. I was close, so damn close. I opened my eyes, looking down at her beautiful face, her lips slightly parted, flushed cheeks, and tousled hair.

“Fuck, Abby,” I growled, my hips moving in rhythm with her hand. “I’m gonna cum.”

She smiled up at me, her eyes dark with desire. “I want you to. Cum for me, Jake.”

Her words were like a trigger, and with one final, intense stroke, I came hard, my cum shooting onto her hand and our intertwined bodies. I buried my face in the crook of her neck, panting, as the pleasure coursed through me.

As my heart rate slowly returned to normal, I realized what we had just done. We had crossed a line, giving in to our primal desires in the midst of a zombie apocalypse. But in that moment, I didn’t care. I felt alive, and Abby was the one who had ignited this fire within me.

“We should…” Abby started, her voice shaky as she realized the magnitude of what had just transpired between us.

I silenced her with a finger on her lips. “I know. But right now, I can’t bring myself to regret it.”

She smiled softly, her eyes shining with a mixture of emotions. “Me neither.”

As we straightened our clothes, the reality of our situation began to sink in. We had more pressing matters to deal with than our newfound attraction. The zombies were still out there, and we needed to find a permanent solution to this hellish nightmare. We had to get to that surplus store. After seeing those zombies, I needed more weapons and more importantly, tons more ammo.
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Climbing into the SUV, we drove the ten minutes to the surplus store, once again not seeing any of the zombies on the street. That was likely because the vehicle had been pretty quiet.

The surplus store wasn’t anything fancy, and if you hadn’t known what it was, you would have had no idea what it held. That was why Jake hadn’t been surprised to find it looking like it hadn’t been touched.

“Okay, just like last time. Quiet, methodical. Get in, get out. Got it?” Jake had said as we silently left the SUV.

Daisy had trotted behind me, her presence calming my nerves.

The door to the surplus store had been shut tight.

“Let’s see if there’s another entrance,” Jake had whispered as we went down the alley next to the store. It had been silent—no sounds of birds or wildlife in the air, which had been unsettling. I had known that meant there were zombies around; we just hadn’t been seeing them at that moment.

We had found a small window near the back of the store that looked like it had been left slightly ajar. Jake had gestured for me to go through first, knowing I had been the most nimble of the group. With Daisy still by my side, I had carefully slid through the opening and landed in a crouched position on the other side.

The interior of the store had been dimly lit, with shelves upon shelves of military surplus items looming around me. The air had smelled musty, and dust motes had floated in the beams of sunlight filtering through the grimy windows. I had motioned for Jake to follow as he had squeezed through the window, his movements fluid and silent.

We had begun to scour the aisles, our footsteps muffled by the worn carpet underfoot. I had picked up a few cans of non-perishable food, while Jake had loaded his arms with ammunition and other supplies. Daisy had sniffed around, her tail wagging occasionally as if she had sensed our urgency but had remained calm.

As we had moved deeper into the store, a sudden crash had echoed from the front entrance. Jake had grabbed my arm, his eyes widening in alarm. We had frozen, listening intently for any further signs of movement. It had been clear our quiet mission was about to take a dangerous turn.

I had glanced at Jake, a silent understanding passing between us. Without a word, we had both crouched behind a row of shelves, our hearts pounding in our chests.

Footsteps had approached, slow and deliberate. My grip on the can of food had tightened as Daisy had pressed against my leg, her low growl barely audible.

Through the aisles, a shadow had emerged. A figure clad in tattered clothing had shuffled into view, its back hunched and movements jerky. The stench of decay had filled the air, confirming what we had feared—a zombie had found its way into the store.

I had felt Jake tensing beside me, his hand inching toward his weapon. As the zombie had drawn closer, its milky eyes scanning the darkness, I had held my breath.

Just as it had passed our hiding spot, a loud crash had erupted from another section of the store. The zombie’s head had snapped in that direction, its moan echoing through the aisles.

Seizing the opportunity, Jake had sprung into action. With swift precision, he had raised his gun and taken aim. The shot had rung out in the confined space, reverberating off the shelves.

The zombie had staggered back, a hole now gaping in its forehead. It had let out one final groan before crumbling to the ground, motionless.

I had let out a shaky breath, relief washing over me. Jake had given me a grim smile before turning to continue our mission. We had to move quickly now, knowing that the gunshot would surely attract more undead to our location.

Just as we had been about to leave, Jake having filled two big bags with the ammo he needed while I had grabbed more MREs plus various other items we’d need, the sounds we hadn’t wanted to hear had come. This time, there had been multiple footsteps—most of them shuffling, not walking properly like a human would.

I had glanced at Jake, our eyes meeting in silent agreement. We had been outnumbered, but we had had no choice since we had been stuck there, with the only way out being a small window that would have gotten us killed if we hadn’t faced what was coming.

Without a word, we had both readied our weapons and prepared for the impending onslaught. Daisy had stood by our side, her protective stance mirroring our own determination.

As the footsteps had drawn nearer, the dim light casting eerie shadows around us, I had made out the silhouettes of several zombies approaching from different aisles. Their groans had filled the air, sending a chill down my spine.

Jake had taken aim, his shots ringing out in rapid succession. I had followed suit, each bullet finding its mark as we had fought off the advancing horde. The smell of gunpowder had mingled with the musty scent of the store, creating a surreal atmosphere as we had battled for our lives.

Daisy barked and lunged at any zombie that came too close, her teeth bared in a fierce display of loyalty. Her presence had bolstered our spirits, giving us the strength to keep fighting against overwhelming odds.

The horde hadn’t seemed to be thinning until Jake pulled a Leeroy Jenkins and jumped right into the middle of them. He had ditched the gun in favor of a bat or some sort of plank, it looked like, swinging at the zombies. It had made more sense, actually—we could save bullets.

The tide had begun to turn in our favor as more zombies fell to our combined efforts.

But just as we thought we had gained the upper hand, a new threat emerged from the shadows.

A massive figure loomed in the doorway, its hulking form blocking out what little light remained. This was no ordinary zombie—it had been a man who, in life, was likely at least 400 pounds. Now that he was a zombie, he looked to be the strongest of them all.

I felt a shiver run down my spine as I beheld this abomination, realizing that our weapons might not be enough to take it down. But Jake’s steely gaze met mine, determination etched on his face.

“Abby,” he said firmly, his voice cutting through the chaos around us. I knew what he was trying to say. This wasn’t going to be goodbye. No fucking way.

I watched in horror as the monstrosity threw all of the other zombies out of the way to get to Jake. Of course, he would—Jake was his food, and this man looked like nothing could get between him and his meal.

I could see Jake grappling with the massive zombie, struggling to keep its gnashing teeth at bay. His movements were valiant, but I could tell he was being overpowered by the sheer size and strength of his undead adversary. As I fumbled for my gun, my hands slick with sweat and adrenaline, I prayed that my aim would be true in this moment of urgency.

With a guttural roar, the zombie pinned Jake to the ground, its foul breath hot against his face. I could see the fear in Jake’s eyes, mingled with fierce determination. He refused to go down without a fight, his muscles straining against the weight bearing down on him.

Summoning every ounce of courage within me, I steadied my trembling hands and took aim at the towering zombie. Time seemed to slow as I squeezed the trigger, the deafening shots reverberating through the room. The bullets found their mark, striking the monster right between its glowing eyes.

For a heartbeat, everything hung in suspended silence. Then, with a final groan of anguish, the colossal zombie collapsed forward, crashing to the ground mere inches away from Jake. I rushed to his side, helping him push the lifeless heap off him.

As Jake rose shakily to his feet, we locked eyes, and for a moment, nothing else existed outside of the two of us. Gathering me in his arms, he pulled me close, our hearts pounding in unison.

“I can’t believe we did it,” he whispered hoarsely into my ear, the tension of the fight fading away just a little.

I glanced around, taking in the carnage we had left in our wake. The store was now a battlefield, strewn with the remnants of what had once been living creatures. My eyes met those of Daisy, who sat vigilantly beside us, her gaze taking in the scene with a solemnity that echoed my own.

“We need to keep moving,” Jake said softly, pulling away from the hug. “It’s not safe here. We have to get to the surplus store before any of those things come after us.”

I nodded, wiping away tears I hadn’t even realized I had been crying. Mom and Dad were likely just like all of these people, but I couldn’t think about that now. Surviving was my only thought.

Jake helped me back into the car, then jogged around to the driver’s side. As he started the engine, I turned to check on Daisy.

Daisy was curled up in the back seat, her ears flat against her head. Her eyes were wide with fear, and she let out a low whine as I reached back to pat her.

“It’s okay, girl,” I murmured, trying to sound calmer than I felt. “We’re safe now.”

Jake pulled back onto the road, driving faster than was probably safe. But given the circumstances, I couldn’t blame him. My eyes darted from side to side, scanning for any sign of more zombies.

We didn’t see any, and when the cabin came into view, I let out a breath I didn’t know I had been holding.
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Iwas still shaking when I parked the SUV in front of the cabin. I didn’t want to admit it to Abby, but I thought I was done for. That fat fuck had almost overwhelmed us. If it hadn’t been for Abby saving my ass, he would’ve gotten me for sure.

Looking over at my stepsister, I took her in. What had happened between us had been building for days now, and I wasn’t sure if I should regret it or not. It had been in the heat of the moment, and technically it hadn’t been sex, so what we did wasn’t wrong—not fully.

I just wanted to know how she felt. I could see the tears on her face as she silently cried. Coming up against those things was not something you got over, and seeing those things that had once been people was hard for her. Shit, it was hard for me too, and I had seen some crazy shit while overseas.

Daisy and Abby jumped out of the SUV, and I scrambled after them.

“Abby, wait!” I called out because we had been gone for a while, and I needed to make sure everything was okay.

She stopped in her tracks and looked back at me, a confused look on her face.

“What is it?” she asked.

“I need to make sure the cabin is still secure,” I told her as her face paled.

“You mean those things could be here?”

“That or worse. Humans desperate enough to do what they needed to in order to survive,” I told her as I walked around the cabin. Without me asking, she stuck to my back so I knew she was safe while I did this.

Seeing nothing out of the ordinary, I unlocked the cabin and stepped in.

No one had been in here. Thank fuck.

“Coast is clear,” I told Abby as she pushed past me to run upstairs, likely to take a shower.

What I would have given to join her, but I needed to check the cameras in the basement to make sure that everything was okay.

Daisy followed me downstairs, shocking me since she had stuck to Abby like glue since I brought her here, but I didn’t mind the company.

Booting up the computer, I started reviewing the last few hours of footage—not just inside the cabin but also of the surrounding area.

An hour later, I was ready to call it quits and declare that no one had been around when I noticed something on one of the cameras facing the woods at the back of the property.

I zoomed in but couldn’t quite make it out. There was definitely something—or someone—in the woods, just standing there. Whether he was alive or a zombie, I didn’t know, but what I did know was that someone had come upon the cabin and knew we were here.

My heart raced as I watched the figure in the woods, a sinking feeling settling in the pit of my stomach.

Within minutes, though, I saw the figure stumble about for a few moments.

This was clearly another zombie, just like I had found the other morning.

I wasn’t sure what it was, but they were somehow coming across the cabin. Likely, they had been running away from the craziness in the cities only to turn while out in the woods.

Knowing this, I decided that it was best if we put something up to fortify the clearing around the cabin. A fence would take too long, and trying to get materials for it? Highly unlikely. But a wire fence? One that would entangle anything stupid enough not to see it? That, I could do, and it had actually been in my plans to do this year. I had all of the equipment ready too. I just needed Abby’s help.

Hopefully, she was dressed after her shower.

Lucky me, she was dressed. Although, I didn’t think I’d complain if she wasn’t—not really…

“I need your help,” I told her as I stood before her. “Found another zombie in the woods, and I have the materials to put up an electric fence, but I need your help to do it.”

Abby got up while nodding. “Sure, let me change, and I’ll meet you outside.”

She walked away, and I couldn’t help but stare at her ass. Again. What I would have given to fuck it.

Sighing, I went to get the fencing materials while I waited for her to join me.

A few minutes later, she joined me, and my mouth went dry. Abby looked every bit the rural goddess in her tight jeans and a tank top that showcased her curvy figure. Her long hair was tied in two messy braids—perfect to hold on to while fucking her face—and beads of sweat glistened on her forehead, adding to her wild allure.

We worked in a rhythm, hammering posts into the ground and unrolling the wire, our movements synchronized despite the sweltering heat.

As we stretched the wire between the posts, our bodies inevitably brushed against each other. I felt her soft curves press against my hard frame, and my breath caught in my throat. I tried to focus on the task, but my mind kept wandering to the feel of her breasts grazing my arm or her firm backside bumping into my groin. I could sense her awareness of our contact, as she would occasionally glance at me through those long lashes, a mischievous sparkle in her eyes.

“Damn, it’s hot,” she said, wiping her brow with the back of her hand. “We should take a break, grab some water.”

I nodded, grateful for the pause, as my cock was already straining against my jeans, begging for release. We sat on the ground, leaning against a finished section of the fence, and drank from our water bottles. Our knees touched, and I felt a jolt of electricity shoot through me. I glanced at her, and she was looking at me with an intensity that made my heart race.

“The fence is almost done, Jake,” she said, her voice low and sultry.

I wanted her, needed to feel her, and the fence could wait. Abby stood, dusted off her jeans, and took a step towards me, her hips swaying seductively. I rose to meet her, my eyes never leaving hers.

In one swift motion, I grabbed her around the waist and lifted her, making her gasp. Her legs wrapped around my waist, and I carried her a few steps to a spot where the grass was softer. Gently, I laid her down, my body hovering over hers. Our eyes locked, and I could see the desire burning in her dark irises.

“Finally,” she whispered, her hands reaching up to tangle in my hair.

I leaned in, my lips hovering just inches from hers. The air between us was thick with desire, charged with electricity that made the hairs on my arms stand on end. My heart raced as I closed the gap and pressed my lips against hers, a hungry, passionate kiss that tasted of heat and longing. Our tongues danced together, exploring each other’s mouths as if memorizing every curve and crevice.

As our kiss grew more intense, my hands roamed over her body, tracing the lines of her waist, the swell of her hips, and the soft weight of her breasts. I could feel the heat emanating from her skin, igniting a fire within me. Her nipples hardened under my touch, responding to my eager caresses. A soft moan escaped her lips, urging me on.

Breaking the kiss momentarily, I trailed my lips down her neck, nipping and sucking on her sensitive skin. She arched her back in response, offering herself to me completely. With trembling hands, I unbuttoned her jeans and slid them down her slender legs. Her lacy panties followed suit, revealing her glistening pussy, already wet and ready for me to claim as mine. Our passion consumed us as we gave in to our desires, igniting a fire that burned hotter with each passing moment.

As I gazed upon Abby’s naked form, my breath hitched in my throat. Desire coursed through my veins, making me feel lightheaded and unable to resist her any longer. Slowly, I lowered my lips to the inside of her thighs, kissing a trail upwards towards her core. The scent of her skin was intoxicating, and I savored every inhale, imprinting it into my memory.

With gentle movements, I parted her folds with my thumbs, revealing her clit that was already begging for attention. A rush of arousal flooded through me as I blew lightly on it, watching Abby squirm and giggle in response.

“You like that?” I murmured, grazing my stubble against her inner thigh.

Her answer was a breathy “yes,” her hands clutching onto the grass beneath her as she arched towards me. “But I want more. Please, big stepbrother.”

Being called that by her only fueled my desire as I descended upon her, fulfilling her plea and losing myself in the heat and passion between us.

I eagerly dove in, my tongue finding her clit with precision and skill. I flicked it gently at first, savoring the way her body responded to my touch. But as I felt her hips start to buck and her hands thread through my hair, urging me on, I increased the pressure and intensity of my movements.

Her taste was like a sweet nectar, intoxicating and addicting. It coated my tongue as I explored every inch of her pussy, sliding my tongue inside her velvety walls before returning to her sensitive clit. With each flick and stroke, she moaned and gasped, lost in pleasure.

Abby’s body trembled beneath me, her moans growing louder and more urgent. I could tell she was close, so I teased her even more, bringing her to the edge before pulling back and starting again. Her frustration only fueled her desire for release.

As she reached the peak of her pleasure, her orgasm crashed over her like a wave. Her body convulsed and trembled, and I eagerly lapped up every drop of her juices, not wanting to waste a single one.

When her tremors finally subsided, she pulled me up to meet her lips. The taste of myself on her only added to the intensity of our kiss.

“Your turn,” she whispered breathlessly, already working at my belt with eager hands.

Abby’s fingers deftly unbuckled my belt, undid the button on my trousers, and slid the zipper down with practiced precision. Her eyes never left mine as she carefully pulled my pants and underwear down to my ankles, before helping me step out of them. I stood before her, completely exposed and vulnerable, but I felt no shame or fear. Only pure desire and anticipation.

She looked up at me again, her eyes dark with desire, and then slowly lowered herself onto her knees in front of me. The room was filled with a charged silence as she reached out to wrap her hand around my erect cock. She gently stroked the length of it, from base to tip, and then gave me a knowing look that sent shivers down my spine.

I watched in awe as she leaned forward, taking the head of my cock into her mouth. Her lips were soft and warm, enveloping me in a sensation that was both pleasurable and intense. As she sucked gently on me, her tongue flicked against my skin, sending waves of pleasure coursing through me.

Abby continued to work her magic on me, taking more and more of me into her mouth each time. Her head bobbed back and forth, creating a rhythm that matched the pounding of my heart. She deep throated me with ease, gagging only slightly before pulling off just enough to catch her breath and then plunging back down onto me without hesitation.

Her silky strands fell around her face as she moved wildly between deep throating and sucking on the head of my dick like it was the most delicious treat she’d ever tasted. Her hands stroked the length of me while those magical lips worked their way down to my balls, softly kissing them before gently taking one into her mouth and massaging it with her tongue. It was too much for me to handle; I was already nearing the edge of orgasmic bliss.

As Abby sensed my impending climax, she sped up her motions even further – sucking harder on the head while stroking faster along the length of my shaft – until finally I could take no more. With a loud groan, I thrust forward into her waiting mouth just as hot streams of cum shot from my cock and into her welcoming throat.

Abby didn’t miss a beat during this whole process; she continued to suck with relentless determination until every last drop had been absorbed by her willing body. When at last I was spent, she slowly unwrapped herself from around me – still looking up at me with those insatiable eyes – before gently licking away any remaining traces of our passion from the tip of my cock.

This was fucking amazing, but I needed more.


Fourteen

Abby

[image: ]

Igiggled as Jake playfully lifted me over his shoulder, my naked body exposed to the warm summer breeze. The sudden change in position took me by surprise, but I loved every second of it. We had just shared an intense moment outside, our mouths entangled in a passionate dance, exploring each other with a hunger that left us both breathless. And now, Jake was carrying me inside like a caveman, his strong arms wrapped around my thighs, my upper body dangling seductively behind him.

As we entered the house, the cool air washed over my heated skin, sending shivers down my spine. Jake made his way to the living room, his steps confident and purposeful. I couldn’t help but admire his muscular back and firm buttocks as they flexed with each stride. The feeling of being at his mercy, completely under his control, sent a thrilling sensation through my body.

With a gentle yet commanding motion, he lowered me onto the soft couch, my bare skin sinking into the plush cushions. I looked up at him, my eyes locking with his intense gaze. His face was a mask of raw desire, his breath coming in short, rapid pants. I could see the hunger in his eyes, a reflection of the burning need that coursed through my veins.

“Are you sure about this, Abby?” he asked, his voice hoarse with want.

Tension thickened the air between us as Jake’s hoarse voice broke the silence. My heart raced in my chest, matching the frantic beat of his words. We had crossed a line outside, and now we stood on the edge of a cliff, ready to dive into something even more intense.

My lips trembled as I bit down on my lower lip, trying to steady myself against the onslaught of emotions. Part of me hesitated, questioning if this was moving too fast, but the raw desire radiating from Jake pushed all doubts aside.

“I’ve never been more sure of anything,” I whispered, my voice unwavering despite the turmoil within me.

Jake’s eyes darkened at my words, and he positioned himself between my spread legs. The heat of his body seeped through our clothes, making me ache for more. With slow determination, he leaned down and captured my lips in a passionate kiss that left no room for hesitation. His tongue tangled with mine in a dance that mimicked the rhythm of the act we were about to engage in. A low moan escaped my lips as I gripped his broad shoulders, pulling him closer in silent invitation.

As our kiss deepened, Jake’s hand trailed down my body, his fingers tracing the curve of my waist before dipping lower. The gentle touch of his fingertips sent shivers of anticipation through me, and I instinctively arched my back, pressing my breasts against his chest. His fingers continued their tantalizing dance, teasing the sensitive bundle of nerves at the apex of my thighs with expert precision. Waves of pleasure coursed through my core, and I moaned into our kiss.

“Please, Jake,” I pleaded, my voice breathless. “I need you inside me.”

In response, he broke the kiss and positioned himself at my entrance, his cock teasing my pussy lips but not entering. He paused, his eyes searching mine as if seeking permission for what was about to happen. I nodded, my heart racing, and whispered, “Yes, fuck me, Jake.”

With a gentle yet firm thrust, he pushed into me, filling me in a way that made me gasp in pleasure. For a moment, I felt stretched and overwhelmed by his size, but then a delicious sense of fullness took over. Jake’s eyes closed momentarily as he savored the feeling of being enveloped by my warmth. With each slow, deliberate movement, he withdrew almost completely before plunging back into me, his length gliding along my sensitive walls and igniting every nerve ending in my body. It was a sensation unlike any other I had experienced before and it left me wanting more.

The force of Jake’s thrusts left me gasping and my head thrown back, the muscles in my body straining with each movement. Our bodies moved together in a raw, primal dance, the sound of our skin slapping filling the room along with our moans and gasps. I couldn’t get enough of him, wrapping my legs tightly around his waist, urging him to go even harder.

“You feel so incredible, baby sis,” he grunted, his jaw tight with effort. “So tight and slick.”

His words only fueled my desire, and I met his every thrust with equal fervor, our bodies working in perfect synchronization. With every passing moment, the tension within me grew until it was almost unbearable. Jake’s fingers found my nipples, tugging and teasing them until they were painfully erect, sending waves of pleasure down to my core.

“Touch yourself, baby,” he urged hoarsely. “Let me see you take yourself to the edge.”

I followed his command eagerly, trailing my hand down my body until I reached my throbbing clit. My movements became more frantic as I rubbed and circled the sensitive spot, pleasure shooting through me like electricity. Jake’s eyes were locked on mine as he watched me bring myself to climax, his own pleasure heightened by witnessing mine.

With each powerful thrust, Jake’s growls grew more primal and urgent. I closed my eyes, surrendering to the intense pleasure coursing through every inch of my body. Every movement of his cock inside me was like a symphony, hitting all the perfect notes and sending tremors of ecstasy through me. My fingers danced over my swollen clit in perfect harmony with his rhythm, building up anticipation for the climax that was about to consume us both.

And then it hit me like a tidal wave, my whole being exploding into pure pleasure as I came around him. My pussy clenched and throbbed around his hard length, milking him for everything he had to give.

Jake’s own release was close, his body tense and trembling as he fought against the overwhelming sensation. He wanted to hold on to this moment, to prolong the intensity and savor every moment of blissful connection with me. But my insatiable need for him was too much, and with a low moan he gave in to his desire. His hips snapped forward one final time as he released himself deep within me, our bodies joined in a perfect union of passion.

We laid tangled together on the couch, our sweat-soaked bodies basking in the afterglow of our lovemaking. Jake’s cock still pulsing inside me, his hands tenderly caressed my skin as we caught our breaths and reveled in the intense pleasure we had just shared together.

“That was incredible,” he whispered, his voice filled with awe.

I smiled, my fingers tracing patterns on his chest. “It was more than incredible, Jake. It was…” I struggled to find the right words to describe the powerful connection we had just shared.


Fifteen

Abby
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After the high of our fucking diminished, both Jake and I were super awkward with each other. Without saying anything, we ate dinner and both went to bed in our separate bedrooms.

What do you say to your own stepbrother who you just fucked - without protection, mind you.

Lying in bed, I tossed and turned going over and over the entire afternoon in my mind.

Did he like it?

Did he want more?

Was he going to think I’m disgusting now?

So many questions I had and none of them I could actually ask him.

I had zero regrets and wanted more but what if he didn’t?

I must’ve fallen asleep because next thing I knew I was waking up in the middle of the night. It was pitch black outside with only a partial moon in the sky.

I knew I wouldn’t be able to go back to sleep so of course my mind rehashed the intense fucking from yesterday. My pussy was wet and throbbing and I knew what I had to do as I got out of bed.

I crept through the dimly lit hallway, my heart pounding with anticipation. The memory of what Jake and I had done earlier still burned in my mind, and my body craved more. I couldn’t believe I was doing this, sneaking into his room in the middle of the night, but my desire for him was overwhelming. The air was thick with the scent of our shared passion, and I felt a rush of excitement as I approached his door.

I paused outside, taking a moment to steady my breath. The cabin was quiet, and I was grateful that our friends were deep in slumber, unaware of my nocturnal adventure. With a gentle push, I opened the door, revealing Jake’s sleeping form on the bed. The moonlight filtered through the window, casting a soft glow on his chiseled features. He looked so peaceful, his dark lashes resting on his cheeks, and for a moment, I just stood there, admiring him.

As I took a step forward, my bare feet sinking into the plush rug, I noticed the disheveled state of his bed. The blankets were twisted and kicked off to one side, leaving him exposed. My eyes trailed down his body, and my breath caught at the sight of his boxers hugging his muscular thighs. I felt a familiar warmth between my thighs, a throbbing need that had awakened me from my slumber.

I approached his bed, my gaze fixed on his crotch, and knelt beside him. His chest rose and fell with each deep breath, and I wondered if he was dreaming of me too. Gently, I reached out, my fingers brushing the elastic waistband of his boxers. I hesitated for a moment, questioning my boldness, but my desire overruled any inhibitions. With a slow, deliberate motion, I pulled down his boxers, revealing his soft cock.

It lay there, nestled in a thatch of dark curls, already beginning to stir as if welcoming my touch. I leaned closer, inhaling his masculine scent, and felt a rush of power as I took him into my hands. His cock was warm and heavy, and I wrapped my fingers around it, gently stroking, watching it grow under my caress. I wanted to taste him, to feel the weight of his desire on my tongue.

Leaning forward, I licked the tip, swirling my tongue around the head, savoring the salty sweetness. He tasted of desire, and I moaned softly as I took him deeper into my mouth, relishing the feel of him swelling against my lips. My hands roamed over his thighs, feeling the taut muscles flex as I sucked him, bringing him to full hardness.

“Fuck, Abby,” he groaned, his voice thick with sleep and desire. I froze, my eyes flying up to meet his, realizing he was awake and aware of my actions. His hand came to rest gently on my head, fingers threading through my hair, guiding me as he silently urged me to continue.

I looked up at him through my lashes, seeing the heat and hunger in his eyes, and I knew he wanted more. I sucked him harder, taking him deep, my hand pumping the base of his shaft in rhythm with my mouth. He was thick and long, and I relished the feel of him stretching my lips, filling my mouth. I could feel his control slipping as his hips began to move, thrusting gently into my mouth.

“That’s it, baby,” he whispered, his voice hoarse. “Suck me like you mean it.”

I moaned around his cock, the vibrations sending shivers through him. I loved the power I held, the way I could drive him wild with just my mouth. I teased him with my tongue, swirling and flicking, taking him to the edge, then backing off, driving him crazy with anticipation.

As I felt his cock begin to throb, a sure sign he was close, he suddenly gripped my hair, holding me still. “Not yet, not like that,” he rasped, his voice strained. “Ride me, Abby. I want to feel you on top.”

I released him with a pop, my mouth glistening, and climbed onto the bed, straddling his muscular thighs. He sat up, his eyes never leaving mine, and guided his hard length to my entrance. I bit my lip, anticipation coursing through me as I slowly lowered myself onto his throbbing cock.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned as he filled me, stretching and satisfying me in one slow, delicious motion. I paused, letting my body adjust to his size, loving the sensation of being impaled on his shaft. “You feel so good inside me, Jake,” I whispered, my voice breathless.

“Then ride me, Abby,” he urged, his hands gripping my hips, guiding me as I began to move. I rose up, feeling him slide almost out, then sank down, taking him deep again. His cock glided in and out, slick with our desire, and I leaned forward, my hands braced on his chest, as I set a relentless pace.

Jake’s hands roamed over my body, cupping my breasts, pinching my nipples, sending jolts of pleasure through me. I threw my head back, my hair cascading down my back, as I rode him with abandon, my hips moving in a sensuous rhythm. I could feel my orgasm building, a coiling tension deep within me, as Jake’s fingers found my clit, rubbing circles that pushed me closer to the edge.

“That’s it, Abby, come for me,” he growled, his voice raw with desire. “Let me feel you clench around my cock.”

His words were like a match to dry tinder, igniting my release. I cried out, my body convulsing as wave after wave of pleasure washed over me. I rode him through my orgasm, milking his cock with my pulsing channel, my juices flowing freely, coating him with my essence.

“Fuck, Abby,” he groaned, his hips bucking wildly now, driving his cock up into me. “I’m close. Where do you want my cum?”

I leaned down, my lips brushing his ear, my breath hot against his skin. “Inside me,” I whispered, my voice husky. “Fill me up, Jake. I want to feel you come deep inside.”

His hands gripped my hips tightly, holding me still as he began to thrust hard and fast, his cock pounding into me. “Fuck, yeah,” he grunted, his body rigid with the effort of holding back. “I’m gonna fill that sweet pussy, Abby. You want my cum, don’t you?”

“Yes,” I cried, my nails digging into his shoulders. “Yes, big stepbrother, give it to me. I want it all!”

With a hoarse cry, he thrust one last time, his body shuddering as he spilled his seed deep within me. I could feel his hot cum, jet after jet, filling me, mixing with my own juices, and I milked him with my inner muscles, drawing every drop from him.

We collapsed, a tangle of limbs, our hearts pounding and our bodies slick with sweat. I lay on top of him, my head on his heaving chest, feeling his heart racing beneath my ear.

“That was incredible,” I whispered, my lips brushing his skin.

“You’re incredible,” he murmured, his hands stroking my back. “I can’t keep away from you, even though I should. You’re my stepsister but right now I just don’t fucking care.”


Sixteen

Jake
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The next few days after I first fucked my own stepsister was just a complete fuck fest. We “christened” the entire cabin - including the basement. I fucked her everywhere and had zero regrets about it.

Letting myself into the cabin, I couldn’t wait to feel Abby’s soft skin against mine, to lose myself in her warm embrace. It had been a grueling day in this godforsaken zombie apocalypse, but the thought of her kept me going. I knew the world was falling apart outside, but in my bedroom, with Abby, I could forget about the walking dead and focus on the woman who made my world feel alive.

As I entered my dimly lit bedroom, the scent of her perfume filled my nostrils, sending a rush of desire through my body. There she was, lying on my bed, her long, dark hair cascading over the silk pillowcases. Her creamy skin was illuminated by the soft glow of the bedside lamp, accentuating her curves and the fullness of her breasts. I licked my lips, already tasting her on my tongue.

“Hey, beautiful,” I whispered, my voice hoarse with desire.

Abby’s emerald eyes fluttered open, and her lips curved into a seductive smile. “Jake,” she purred, her voice like silk against my raw nerves. “You’re home.”

I wanted to devour her right then, but I reminded myself to take it slow, to savor every moment with this gorgeous woman. I kicked off my boots and shed my clothes, eager to be as naked as she was. My cock was already stiffening, anticipating the pleasures to come.

I climbed onto the bed, my eyes never leaving her face. “I’ve been thinking about you all day, Abby. About how fucking incredible you feel around me.”

A blush crept up her cheeks, but her eyes sparkled with mischief. “Is that so? And what do I feel like, Jake?”

I grinned, my hands reaching for her, but I restrained myself, wanting to draw out the anticipation. “You feel like heaven, Abby. Soft and warm, and so damn wet when I’m deep inside you.”

Abby’s breath quickened, and I saw her nipples pebble beneath the thin fabric of her sheer nightgown. “Prove it,” she challenged, her voice breathless.

I leaned forward, capturing one taut peak through the cloth and rolling it gently between my thumb and forefinger. She arched into my touch, her back lifting off the bed. “Fuck, Abby,” I groaned, my voice thick with need. “I want to taste you. I want to feel you coming on my tongue.”

With that, I slid down the bed, pulling her nightgown up and over her head in one swift motion. Her breasts spilled into my waiting hands, heavy and perfect. I lowered my head, taking a rosy nipple into my mouth and sucking gently, swirling my tongue around the sensitive bud. Abby’s hands tangled in my hair, urging me on as I lavished attention on her breasts, switching from one to the other, leaving no inch unexplored.

“Jake, please…” she whispered, her voice pleading.

I smiled against her skin, knowing she wanted more. Kissing a trail down her quivering abdomen, I paused to blow gently on her damp thatch of hair, making her shiver. I loved to tease her, to build her anticipation until she was a quivering mess.

“You like that, baby sis?” I murmured, my hot breath fanning over her sensitive flesh.

“God, yes,” she panted, her hips lifting off the bed, seeking more contact.

I obliged, nuzzling her damp curls with my face, inhaling her musky scent. “You smell so fucking good, Abby. I could eat you up.”

With that, I plunged my tongue into her slick folds, tasting her essence, relishing the way she tasted—sweet and tangy. Abby’s hands gripped the sheets, her body tensing as I lapped at her clit, using long, slow strokes to build her pleasure.

“Oh… Jake,” she moaned, her thighs trembling. “I’m close.”

I increased the pace, wanting to drive her over the edge. “Come for me, baby,” I urged, my voice hoarse. “Let me feel you squeeze my tongue.”

Her climax hit her like a wave, causing her to buck against my mouth as she cried out my name. I held her hips, keeping her close as I continued to lick and suck, drawing out her orgasm until she was reduced to a trembling, sated mess.

Slowly, I crawled back up her body, my cock throbbing with need. I wanted to be inside her, to feel the hot clasp of her pussy milking me dry.

“I need to be inside you, Abby,” I growled, my voice raw.

She opened her eyes, desire burning in their emerald depths. “Then take me, Jake. I’m all yours.”

Her words sent a shiver down my back. I wanted her to be mine, but she was still my stepsister. And this still was a zombie apocalypse.

I positioned myself between her thighs, my cock nudging at her entrance. “You feel so fucking good,” I breathed, sinking into her inch by glorious inch.

Abby’s eyes fluttered shut, her hands gripping my shoulders as I filled her completely. I paused, reveling in the sensation of being sheathed in her hot, silken depths.

“Move, Jake,” she pleaded, her voice hoarse. “Please.”

I began to move, slowly at first, then with increasing urgency. “You like that, baby? You like my cock pounding into you?”

“Yes,” she panted, her nails digging into my flesh. “Harder, Jake. Fuck me harder.”

I complied, driving into her with powerful strokes, my balls slapping against her ass with each deep thrust. Abby’s cries filled the room, mingling with my own grunts of pleasure. I loved the way she responded to me, how her pussy clenched around my cock, milking me, urging me on.

“You’re so fucking tight, Abby,” I growled, my hips snapping forward, driving into her with primal need. “I’m gonna fill that sweet pussy with my cum. Gonna breed you, baby.”

My dirty talk pushed her over the edge again, and she shattered around me, her pussy convulsing, drawing my release from me. I roared her name as I emptied my seed deep within her, my hips pumping in a frenzy as I marked her as mine.

We lay tangled together, our hearts pounding and our bodies slick with sweat. I nuzzled her neck, my breathing slowly returning to normal. “Fuck, Abby, that was incredible.”

She turned her head, her lips finding mine in a soft, tender kiss. “You’re amazing, Jake. I love the way you make me feel.”

As I held her close, a thought suddenly hit me like a punch to the gut. “Shit, Abby. I just realized something.”

“What is it?” she asked, her brow furrowing with concern.

“Having a baby in this zombie-infested world might not be the best idea,” I blurted out, my heart racing. “I mean, it’s crazy out there, and bringing a child into this mess… not to mention I’m your stepbrother.”

Abby’s eyes widened, but then she threw her head back and laughed, the sound musical and infectious. “Oh, Jake, you idiot. I have an implant in my arm. It’s not likely I’ll get pregnant anytime soon.”

Relief washed over me, and I felt like an idiot for not thinking about it sooner. I laughed along with her, nuzzling her neck. “Thank fuck for that. I’d hate to bring a kid into this mess, but damn, if I can’t stop thinking about breeding that sweet pussy of yours.”

Abby’s eyes sparkled with amusement and desire. “Well, I’m not complaining, Jake. But we should probably focus on staying alive for now, huh?”

I grinned, kissing her softly. “Yeah, you’re right. I’m sorry I freaked out on you there.”

“It’s ok, Jake, I get it and I agree. Us having a baby is not a good idea,” she told me. She said the right words, so why did it send a pang of sadness through me?


Seventeen

Abby
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My body was so sore. I had never used it so much with helping Jake out with the fencing and then being fucked sideways multiple times per day. I had never been used so much in my life and I fucking loved it.

Was it a bit odd to fuck my own stepbrother? At first, yes, but then I remember there’s freakin’ zombies out there and I don’t feel guilty at all.

Getting out of bed, I gingerly walked to the bathroom. Jake had been especially rough last night and I could still feel his hard cock between my legs. Not that I’m complaining.

Taking a quick shower, I then get ready for the day. Jake mentioned that we need to start conserving the fuel for the generator so we’re going to be closing off all non essential rooms in the cabin. We’ve always called it a cabin, but it’s so much more. Two stories, three bedrooms and two full bathrooms upstairs with a half bath downstairs (it has a shower but no bathtub), it’s palatial compared to other cabins which are genuinely just one room in a small building.

I didn’t see Jake anywhere but I also didn’t see Daisy either so it’s likely he took her out on another patrol. The fence we put up will not last if we get a horde of zombies but I’m really not sure what more we can do. My idea of digging a moat was meet with stony silence. Sure it would’ve been labour intensive to do but the zombies would just fall down in them and would likely not be able to get up. Unless they were like in that one Stephen King movie where they figured out how to swim and climb. Nope, not going to think about that.

As I waited for Jake, I decided to make sure that our parents’ room was fully closed down. I hated being in here now. I remember sneaking in here when we stayed here and climbing into bed with mom and dad because I was scared out here. It was always too quiet, too dark, for a kid who grew up in a loud bright city.

Sitting down on their bed, I felt the quilt that had been on this bed since I was a child. I was pretty independent and had gone my own way when I went off to college. But what I wouldn’t give right now to have my mommy and daddy here so I could climb into bed with them in the middle of the night because I needed them, just as I did when I was a child. Tears started to run down my face as I thought about them and the fact it had been a couple of weeks now with no contact from them.

I should’ve gone over to their place first before coming here.

I should’ve called them the night I left, telling them to leave as well.

I should’ve paid more attention to life around me and knew that this shit show was coming.

As I sat there on my parents’ bed, crying and blaming myself, I didn’t hear Jake come back and call out my name. He must’ve tried for some time because I could hear the panic in his voice when he found me.

“Abby, fuck…” He said as he sat down next to me, gathered me in his arms and just held me as I sobbed.

“It’s ok,” he kept telling me as he kissed the top of my head. Daisy came up to me and parked herself on my feet nudging my hand so that she could lick it and get pets from me.

The two of them together calmed me down from where I was.

“I just wanted to make sure the room was properly closed. You know, check the windows, and make sure the heat was off. That’s when I remembered coming in here as a kid and I couldn’t help but thinking about them. What happened to them? Are they dead? Or are they still out there? It’s the not knowing that’s killing me,” I tell Jake as he held onto me even tighter.

“I try not to think about it. If I did, I wouldn’t be able to get out of bed in the morning,” he admitted to me.

Knowing that he felt like this and wasn’t just ignoring it actually made me feel better.

As I calmed down, my body began to relax against his. I became aware of his hand, which had moved from my hair to my shoulder, and was now absently caressing my bare skin just above my breast. I shivered at the sensation, my body responding to his touch even in my vulnerable state.

“You okay?” he whispered, his breath warm on my ear, sending a shiver down my spine.

I nodded, not trusting my voice. But my body was speaking for me. I arched my back slightly, pressing my breast further into his hand. I wanted more of his touch, craved the comfort and pleasure it brought.

Jake seemed to understand my unspoken request. His hand moved lower, cupping my breast fully, squeezing it gently. I moaned softly, my breath catching in my throat. It had been so long since I’d felt this kind of touch, so intimate and sensual. I had been too consumed by grief to even think about physical pleasure.

As if reading my mind, Jake whispered, “It’s okay to feel good, Abby. We deserve this.”

His words sent a rush of heat through my body. I turned my face towards him, our lips mere inches apart. I could feel his warm breath on my face, and I wanted more. I wanted to feel alive, to experience pleasure after so much pain.

Without a word, I leaned in and kissed him. At first, it was a soft, tentative touch of lips, but as he responded, it became more urgent. His tongue parted my lips, and I welcomed the invasion, exploring his mouth with my own. His hand left my breast, and I whimpered at the loss of contact, but he quickly made up for it by sliding his hand down my body, caressing my waist and hips.

Our kiss deepened as we explored each other’s mouths, our tongues dancing in a sensual rhythm. I could feel his desire growing, his erection pressing against my thigh through his jeans. I wanted him, needed to feel him inside me, to connect with him in the most intimate way possible.

Breaking the kiss, I stood up, taking his hand and leading him towards the bed. My heart was pounding, and I felt a mix of nervousness and anticipation. It had been a while since I’d been with someone, and I wanted this moment to be perfect.

I turned to face him, my hands going to the buttons of my shirt. I wanted to reveal myself to him slowly, to savor the moment. With each button undone, I revealed a little more of my pale skin, my breasts barely contained by my black lace bra. I watched his eyes darken with desire as I exposed myself to him.

Jake’s hands went to my waist, his fingers hooking into the belt loops of my jeans. He pulled me closer, his hard cock pressing against my stomach through our clothes. I could feel his heart racing against mine, and it excited me.

I reached for his shirt, pulling it over his head, revealing his toned chest and strong arms. I ran my hands over his warm skin, feeling the muscles flex beneath my touch. He was so handsome, his brown hair falling into his eyes as he looked at me with raw desire.

Our mouths met again, our kisses hungry and desperate. I fumbled with his belt, eager to free his cock from the confines of his jeans. He helped me, pushing his pants down his thighs, revealing his thick, erect shaft. I stroked him gently, feeling his length and warmth in my hand.

“Abby, you’re killing me,” he groaned, his voice thick with need.

I smiled, pleased with the effect I was having on him. I wanted to tease him, to make this moment last. I dropped to my knees, taking his cock in my hand, and slowly licked the tip, tasting the salty pre-cum that had already formed.

Jake let out a low moan, his hands gripping my hair as I took him deeper into my mouth. I sucked and laved his length, my hand pumping the base in time with my mouth. I wanted to give him pleasure, to show him how much I wanted him.

“Fuck, Abby, that’s amazing,” he panted, his hips thrusting gently, encouraging me to take more of him.

I looked up at him, my eyes meeting his as I deep-throated him, taking him all the way to the base. He was so big, filling my mouth completely, and I loved the feeling of power it gave me. I could make him lose control, and it was exhilarating.

Pulling off his cock with a pop, I stood up, my hands going to the button of my jeans. I pushed them down my legs, stepping out of them, leaving me in just my bra and panties. I watched his eyes travel down my body, taking in my curves, the swell of my breasts, and the hint of my pussy beneath the lace.

“You’re so beautiful,” he whispered, his voice hoarse with desire.

I smiled, feeling empowered by his words. I reached behind me, unhooking my bra, letting it fall to the floor, revealing my full breasts. I cupped them, offering them to him, and he didn’t hesitate. He took a nipple in his mouth, sucking and teasing it with his tongue while his hand massaged the other.

I arched my back, pressing my breasts into his face, moaning as he lavished attention on them. His hands roamed my body, caressing my hips and thighs, making me tremble with desire. I wanted to feel his touch everywhere, to be consumed by him.

I pushed him gently onto the bed, climbing on top of him, my wet pussy hovering over his hard cock. I wanted to tease him, to make him beg for it. I rubbed my pussy against his length, feeling his heat and hardness through the thin fabric of my panties.

“Please, Abby, I need to be inside you,” he groaned, his hands gripping my hips, urging me to take him.

I smiled down at him, my hands going to the waistband of my panties. I slowly slid them down my legs, stepping out of them, revealing my bare pussy, already glistening with arousal. I positioned myself above him, my hands on his chest for support.

“Take me, Jake,” I whispered, looking into his eyes as I lowered myself onto his cock.

He filled me slowly, inch by inch, stretching me as he slid deep inside. I gasped at the sensation, my body adjusting to his size. I began to move, riding him slowly, savoring the feeling of being filled by him.

Jake’s hands gripped my hips, helping me set the pace. I leaned forward, my breasts brushing against his chest, as I kissed him deeply, our tongues tangling as we fucked. It was a lazy kind of rhythm, born of our mutual need and desire.

He thrust up to meet my downward movements, filling me completely with each stroke. I could feel my orgasm building, a coil of pleasure tightening in my lower belly. I broke the kiss, throwing my head back, my breasts jiggling with the motion as I rode him.

“Oh, Jake, I’m close,” I panted, my voice breathless.

He responded by gripping my hips tighter, his thrusts becoming more urgent. “Come for me, Abby. Let go,” he urged.

His words were all I needed. I cried out as my orgasm hit, my pussy clenching around his cock, milking him as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through my body. I rode out my climax, my hips moving in small circles, prolonging the exquisite sensation.

Jake’s hands moved to my breasts, squeezing and kneading them as I came, his own release building. I felt his cock twitch inside me, and he groaned, his hips thrusting up one last time as he filled me with his hot cum.

I collapsed onto his chest, spent and satisfied. He wrapped his arms around me, holding me close, our hearts still racing from the intensity of our passion.

“I needed that,” I whispered, my voice soft and content.

“Me too,” he replied, kissing the top of my head.

In the back of my mind, I still worried and was upset but right now I was content and that was good enough for now.
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Slipping out of bed, I headed downstairs to boot up my computers. I didn’t want to leave them running all the time, especially now that we had decided to stop the generator from running as much as it had been. The weather was changing for the better and with us making sure the cabin’s rooms that we weren’t using were closed up, the generator could be used sparingly and we wouldn’t need to find fuel for it any time soon.

As I checked the cameras and also the web - that which was still up and running - I kept thinking about Abby.

Last night changed something between my stepsister and I.

We had been fucking like rabbits, but that’s all it was - fucking.

But last night was more than that.

At first I just wanted to comfort Abby as she realized that mom and dad were likely dead. I wanted a distraction for her and sex was that distraction. I assumed it would be another rough and dirty fuck like always but it was nice and sweet.

I should hate it but I found I didn’t.

In fact, I wanted more. I wanted sweet and languid but also rough and raw and dirty.

Fuck me, I was falling for my own stepsister, wasn’t I?

Shaking my head, I turned off the computers and decided to go to the shed to check on our fuel stores.

This was another project I had done in the past eighteen months. Building this shed away from the cabin but not too far away that animals would get in, I built it specifically to store the gasoline that we needed to run the generator if anything should happen. The supplies looked good but I still wanted to close the cabin up as much as possible so we weren’t wasting the fuel.

With spring here and summer approaching, we had 4-6 months of mostly good weather so we didn’t need to use electricity for much. We had a wood burning stove that had been purchased within the past decade and that would be enough for our cooking, we would just need to gather more wood which was each enough to do.

Heading upstairs, I knew I’d find my stepsister in the kitchen and sure enough there she was, sitting at the kitchen island, sun streaming through the window. She looked like an angel and my breath caught as I stood there staring at her. She hadn’t noticed me as she continued to read on her kindle - something she had rushed to fill up the first day we were in the cabin.

“Abby,” I said as I stepped inside the kitchen. Daisy, who had been at Abby’s feet, jumped up to say hello to me and I stopped to pet her. “We need more firewood. The stove is going to need it but also I’d like to get the fireplace going. I want to move our mattresses down into the living room so we can use the fireplace for heat at night and save the fuel on the generator.”

“Mattresses? Why not just bring one down,” she asked with a tilt of her head.

I stuttered. “Well, because you need a mattress and I need one too.”

“Do we?” She winked at me. “Don’t we just use the same bed now?”

“I didn’t want to presume anything…” I trailed off because even though I knew I was starting to catch feelings for her, I didn’t know how she was feeling. What if this was just sex to her? What if once this was over she found a man who suited her more? What if it was just the thrill of fucking her stepbrother that made her enjoy this?

“We’ll bring one mattress down. The King one in your room. More room to roll around and fuck on if you ask me,” she grinned as she got up to clean her mug. “So when do you want to get started?”

I blanked out for a moment, not understanding what she meant.

“Oh right, firewood. Anytime you’re ready,” I told her as she left the kitchen.

“I’ll be right back!” She yelled at me over her shoulder. “Just going to get dressed!”

Not five minutes later, she came running downstairs and I did a double take at her outfit. She was wearing my college sweatshirt and running shorts that were so short that if she bent over I’m sure I could see the outline of her pussy. Because there was no way she was wearing panties with them either.

Fuck me, my cock was now rock hard and we needed to get this done.

The two of us headed into the woods and headed for an area I was certain would be a good place to look. Daisy loped behind us, more interested in anything that wasn’t Abby or myself.

As we searched for dry wood, Abby bent over to pick up a fallen branch, and that’s when I lost all control. The sight of her round, firm cheeks peeking out from beneath her shorts was too much to bear. I approached her from behind, my footsteps silent on the soft forest floor.

“Abby,” I whispered, my voice thick with desire.

She turned her head slightly, a smile playing on her lips. “Yeah?”

Without saying a word, I grabbed the hem of her shorts and yanked them down, revealing her perfectly sculpted ass. She let out a startled gasp, but before she could protest, I pulled her against me, my hard cock pressing against her soft skin.

“Jake, what are you doing?” she asked, her voice breathy and aroused.

“What does it look like I’m doing?” I growled, my hands roaming over her smooth cheeks. “I’m taking what I want.”

I pushed her forward, bending her over a nearby log, her hands bracing against the rough bark. Her pussy was right there, glistening with anticipation. I couldn’t resist any longer. I plunged my fingers into her wetness, feeling her heat and softness engulfing me.

“Oh, fuck!” Abby moaned, her head falling forward as I began to move my fingers in and out of her. “Yes, right there, Jake.”

I worked her pussy with my fingers, curling them to hit her sweet spot with each thrust. Abby’s moans filled the forest, echoing off the trees as I brought her closer and closer to the edge. Her juices flowed freely, coating my fingers as I fucked her with increasing urgency.

“That’s it, baby, cum for me,” I urged, my voice hoarse with desire.

Abby’s body tensed, her back arching as a wave of pleasure washed over her. She cried out, her pussy clenching around my fingers as she came, her juices flowing onto my hand. But I wasn’t done with her yet.

I pulled my fingers out, leaving her gasping and trembling, and quickly shed my clothes, my hard cock springing free. I positioned myself behind her, my dick throbbing with need.

“Please, Jake, fuck me,” she begged, her voice thick with lust.

I grabbed her hips and guided my cock to her entrance, slowly pushing into her tight heat. She was so wet and warm, her pussy gripping my shaft as I slid deeper inside her.

“Oh, god, you feel so good,” I groaned, my hands tightening on her hips.

I began to move, pulling out almost entirely before thrusting back into her, my balls slapping against her clit with each stroke. Abby’s moans turned to desperate pleas as I pounded into her, our bodies slapping together in a primal rhythm.

“Yes, yes, fuck me harder!” she cried out, her hands gripping the log beneath her.

I obliged, my desire fueling my movements as I pounded into her relentlessly. The sound of our flesh slapping together filled the forest, mixing with our heavy breathing and erotic moans. I could feel my orgasm building, but I wanted Abby to cum again first.

“Touch yourself, baby,” I instructed, my voice strained. “Make yourself cum while I fuck you.”

Abby reached down between her legs, her fingers finding her clit as I continued to pound into her from behind. Her movements became frantic as she rubbed her sensitive bud, her body tensing and relaxing with each stroke.

“I’m gonna cum again, Jake!” she cried out, her voice high-pitched and desperate.

I felt her pussy clench around my cock as she came, her juices flowing freely and coating my shaft. The sensation was too much to bear, and with a final, powerful thrust, I exploded inside her, my cock pulsating as I filled her with my hot load.

We collapsed onto the forest floor, our bodies intertwined, and breathless. I rolled onto my back, pulling Abby on top of me, her hair falling like a curtain around us.

“That was incredible,” she whispered, her eyes sparkling with satisfaction.

I smiled, my hand gently caressing her cheek. “You were incredible, baby. But we’re not done yet.”

I sat up, my cock still semi-hard, and guided Abby to a nearby log, positioning her to straddle me. Her eyes widened with excitement as she understood my intention.

“Ride me, good girl,” I said, my voice commanding. “Show me how much you want it.”

Abby smiled, a mischievous glint in her eyes, and slowly lowered herself onto my cock, taking me deep inside her. She began to move, her hips rolling in a slow, sensual rhythm, her hands resting on my shoulders for support.

“That’s it, baby,” I encouraged, my hands gripping her thighs. “Take it all.”

She rode me with increasing passion, her moans filling the air as I watched her breasts bounce with each downward thrust. I leaned forward, my mouth capturing one rosy nipple through the fabric of her tank top, sucking and teasing it with my tongue.

“Oh, Jake, yes!” she cried out, her head thrown back in ecstasy.

I wanted to see her face as she climaxed, so I stood up, still inside her, and carried her to a nearby tree. I leaned her against the rough bark, my cock never leaving her warmth, and began to thrust into her again, this time in a standing position.

“You like that, don’t you, good girl?” I whispered in her ear, my breath hot against her skin.

Abby could only nod, her eyes closed in pure pleasure as I pounded into her, my hands gripping her hips tightly. I felt her pussy clench around me, signaling her impending orgasm.

“Cum for me again, Abby,” I demanded, my voice rough with desire. “Let me feel it.”

As if on cue, she exploded around me, her pussy gripping my cock in rhythmic pulses as she cried out my name. I held her against the tree, my own orgasm building, but I wanted to prolong this moment, to savor every second of this encounter.

But that peace wasn’t to last as a twig snapped to our right, causing both of our heads to turn towards the sound. The two of us dressed as quickly as possible as the snapping sound happened again. And again.

One time would’ve likely been an animal. More than that? It was human. Or had been human.

“Abby, we need to go. Neither of us have weapons,” I tersely told her as she started to move quickly towards the forests’ edge.

“Where’s Daisy?” Abby said with a nervous edge and the dog must’ve heard her name as she jumped out of the bush and ran straight to my stepsister.

“Ok. Let’s go. Now!” I yelled as we ran out of the forest, the sounds of the zombies moaning and shuffling behind us.

We burst into the clearing and sprinted as fast as we could to get to the cabin. The cabin which had our weapons.

But I made the mistake of looking behind me and oh fuck, I was not prepared for what was there.
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“Jake! We need to move now! Grab our weapons!” I screamed, my voice ricocheting off the cabin walls. But Jake stood paralyzed, his eyes transfixed on a sight that seemed to steal the breath from his lungs. I followed his gaze, and my heart plummeted into a chasm of despair.

A small horde of zombies staggered toward us, their movements grotesque and disjointed. There were eight or nine of them, but it wasn’t their numbers that froze us in place. It was the two figures at the heart of the group, figures I would recognize no matter what.

Tears blurred my vision as the nightmare of recognition crashed over me. Just yesterday, I had been racked with sobs over the uncertainty of our parents’ fate. Now, the grim answer stood before us, chilling and irrefutable.

There they were—Mom and Dad—their eyes vacant and lifeless, skin ashen and stretched tightly over hollow cheeks. Dried blood marred their lips and chins, a stark contrast against the faded flannel of their pajamas. Whatever horror had transformed them into this had struck overnight, perhaps mere hours after Mom’s last call to me.

“No!” The cry erupted from my throat, an agonized wail as the brutal truth hit with the force of a sledgehammer. Jake jolted from his trance, his hands gripping my shoulders, shaking me back to the harsh reality.

“Abby! Move! If we don’t arm ourselves, we’ll end up just like them,” he shouted, the urgency in his voice slicing through the fog of shock. His face was so close that I could see the terror etched in his eyes. It was enough to propel me into action.

We dashed inside the cabin, desperately snatching up anything that could serve as a weapon—a couple of guns, an axe, and a bat, just in case. My heart thundered wildly, the enormity of what we had to do pressing down with each relentless tick of the clock. We had no choice; we had to face Mom and Dad. I refused to be like that guy in Shaun of the Dead, keeping them as ghastly reminders of what they once were.

In our frantic hurry, I realized I hadn’t even put on pants, just a long T-shirt, praying none of the zombies would topple or target my bare legs. Jake and I burst from the cabin, a resolute duo, weapons poised, aiming for the zombies’ heads. Our aim was true; five of them dropped before they could close the deadly distance. The remaining four, including our parents, were infuriated. Neither of us wanted to take that first, irreversible shot.

Daisy growled fiercely, pacing restlessly beside us, her instincts screaming that she should intervene, yet knowing her presence would only distract us from the grim task at hand. As the zombies lurched closer, our resolve tightened, making it easier to dispatch the last two. The gunshots echoed sharply, reverberating through the air, a dreaded siren call to more of the undead. But what choice did we have? Jake didn’t have silencers, and even if he did, would they have made a difference?

Finally, we were left facing the last two—mom and dad. I hesitated, my grip on the gun faltering, seeing that Jake had lowered his weapon too. The grotesque shells that were once my parents staggered toward us, mindless and ravenous, hungry for a feast that was us.

“Abby, it’s not them. They’re gone, and what’s in front of us is something else,” Jake murmured, his voice barely cutting through the storm of emotions. My eyes stung, tears threatening to spill over. I knew he was right, but my heart clenched with unbearable grief.

Daisy barked ferociously at the advancing figures, and before my mind could catch up with the decision, my body acted. I raised my gun, steadying it in trembling hands, and fired. The shots were precise, driven by the muscle memory my father had instilled in me. First mom, then dad—bullseyes right between their eyes. Dad had taught me to shoot, and I knew he would have wanted this, but the knowledge did nothing to ease the hollow ache inside me.

“So, how do you feel about that moat?” I forced a laugh, the sound cracking under the weight of impending sobs. The surreal reality of standing over my parents’ bodies hit me like a tidal wave. This wasn’t how it was supposed to be—maybe in forty years when they were old and had lived fully, but not like this, not after I had pulled the trigger to end their undead existence.

Jake stood silent as my tears fell, and I knew he was mourning too, his silence more eloquent than words. It felt like an eternity before he finally spoke.

“You know, a moat isn’t a bad idea.”
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“Are you serious about the moat?” Abby asked me yet again later that day. We both had been quiet all day, preferring to stay inside after everything that happened.

In the back of our minds, we knew that our parents were dead but there was always a sliver of hope too. Now there was none, having buried our parents in the field behind the cabin. But we were still alive and we should probably do something to reinforce this place. Not only would it help against the zombies, it would also deter some remaining humans. At least I would hope it would.

“Yes, absolutely. We don’t have the tools here to do it though. I don’t want to put the moat too far, but I don’t want to put it too close. Between the two of us, I’m sure we could get the moat dug up in a couple of weeks even with just a pair of shovels - which we don’t have, by the way,” I explain to her as she twists her face at my words.

“I don’t know how fast I’m going to be with helping you. You know I don’t workout, right? I’m fat and flabby so I’d likely be able to help for a few minutes before having to take a break,” she frowned.

I stomped over to her and took her chin in my hands forcing her to look at me. “You are beautiful and I don’t want to hear you say that shit again.”

She rolled her eyes at me. “I said I was fat, not ugly, for fucks sake.”

Leaning down, I nipped at her lips. “Brat. Don’t sass me. But in all seriousness, I know I’ll be doing the majority of the work. I just want you to help as best as you can.”

“I can do that. Also, when we leave to look for this equipment, we should also raid any place we come across looking for pantry items. Can never have too much and I’d rather stock up now than in a few months when it’s been picked over.”

“We don’t have enough now?” I said, frowning. I’m pretty sure the pantry is jammed full but what do I know? I’m a terrible cook and would eat MRE’s all day everyday if I could. Abby on the other hand is a whiz in the kitchen and has been making some amazing meals with the limited items we have on hand.

“Well sure, but like I said we should always stock up when we can. Eventually we’ll run out of what we have but I’d like that to not be for a while. Besides, we’ll be there anyway, why not look for things?”

She had a point there and I agreed with her.

“Okay then, we’ll head out first thing in the morning. This time we’re taking the truck. It’s not as quiet as your SUV but it has the space to haul whatever we need.”

We talked logistics for a while before eating dinner and heading to bed.

That night was the first night since we started our relationship that neither of us initiated sex with each other. It had been a trying day and I know that my cock just didn’t want to do anything tonight. He was firmly in the don’t even fucking try anything camp. I knew there was no getting hard even if I wanted to.

Getting into bed, I wrapped my arms around my stepsister and held her close. I felt her body shaking with sobs but said nothing. If she wanted to talk to me, she would but I knew her enough that she would hate me acknowledging her tears.

I fell asleep quickly, only moments after Abby passed out.

The next morning I woke with the sun shining in my eyes. The bed next to me was empty and I knew that I had managed to sleep in somehow.

Hearing Abby in the kitchen, I went to the bathroom to freshen up before joining her.

Daisy was at her feet, looking up at her with pure adoration in her eyes. It could’ve been the bacon but I knew Daisy truly adored my stepsister.

She wasn’t the only one.

I cleared my throat, not wanting to startle her. She jumped slightly at the sound, letting out a soft gasp as she turned around, a wooden spoon in her hand. Her eyes widened as she took in my appearance, her gaze traveling from my messy hair to the bulge in my pants.

“Morning, big stepbrother,” she said, her voice husky with sleep. “You’re finally up.”

I grinned, taking a step towards her, my eyes never leaving her face. “Seems like I needed the sleep. Surprised you didn’t wake me up this morning. That smells amazing, whatever you’re cooking.”

Abby’s cheeks flushed a delicate pink, and she turned back to the stove, stirring the contents of the pan with renewed vigor. “Flatterer. It’s just bacon and eggs, nothing special.”

I chuckled, closing the distance between us. “It’s special when you make it, Abby. You know I love your cooking.”

She smiled over her shoulder at me, her eyes sparkling with amusement. “Smooth talker. I bet you say that to all the girls.”

“Only to you,” I whispered, reaching out to trail my fingers along her bare arm. “You’re the only one who makes my mouth water like this.”

Abby shivered at my touch, goosebumps rising on her skin. She set the wooden spoon down and turned to face me, her eyes searching mine. “Jake, I’m cooking…”

I silenced her protests with a gentle kiss, my lips brushing softly against hers. At first, she remained still, her body tense, but as I deepened the kiss, she melted into me, her lips parting to invite my tongue. I tasted the sweetness of her mouth, exploring every inch, while my hands roamed over her body, mapping the familiar terrain.

My hands slid under her shirt, my palms gliding over the smooth skin of her back, feeling the heat radiating from her. Abby moaned into my mouth, her hands gripping my shoulders, her nails digging into my skin. I broke the kiss, leaving a trail of wet kisses along her jawline, down her neck, until I reached the sensitive spot just below her ear.

“Jake…” she breathed, her voice a mixture of pleasure and protest. “We don’t have time for this.”

I chuckled, nipping at her earlobe, sending shivers down her spine. “We always have time for this.”

My hands moved to the front of her body, my thumbs brushing over her nipples, feeling them harden beneath the thin fabric of her shirt. Abby’s breath hitched, her head falling back to give me better access. I took advantage, sucking and nibbling on the sensitive skin of her neck, leaving a trail of marks that would remind her of this moment later.

“Please, Jake,” she whispered, her voice hoarse with desire. “I need you.”

I wanted to take my time, to savor every moment, but Abby’s need was palpable, and I couldn’t deny her. With a growl, I lifted her onto the counter, her legs wrapping around my waist as I stepped between them. The counter was the perfect height, bringing her pussy to my eye level, and I couldn’t resist the opportunity to tease her.

I knelt before her, my face mere inches from her core, and blew a gentle breath over her damp folds. Abby gasped, her hips bucking involuntarily, her hands gripping the edge of the counter. I smiled at her reaction, my breath hot against her sensitive skin as I blew again, this time focusing on her clit.

“Jake, please,” she begged, her voice breathless. “Don’t tease me. I’m so wet for you.”

I chuckled, my breath turning to soft kisses as I planted them along her inner thighs, my stubble scratching her sensitive skin. Abby squirmed, her hips thrusting forward, seeking the contact she craved. I teased her, kissing and licking my way up one thigh and down the other, avoiding her aching center.

“Please, baby,” she whimpered, her fingers tangling in my hair. “I need your mouth on me.”

I looked up at her, my eyes dark with desire. “You want my mouth, Abby? Tell me what you want me to do.”

Her cheeks flushed, but she met my gaze, her eyes smoldering with passion. “I want you to eat me, Jake. Please, make me come with your mouth.”

My dick throbbed at her words, the thought of her sweet pussy on my lips almost too much to bear. I leaned in, my tongue flicking out to taste her, a quick, teasing stroke that had her moaning and writhing. I latched onto her clit, sucking and flicking, my fingers sliding into her wet heat, finding her G-spot with ease.

Abby cried out, her back arching, her hands fisting in my hair as I worked her with my mouth and fingers. I devoured her, my tongue and lips bringing her closer and closer to the edge, until she was trembling and sobbing my name.

“That’s it, baby,” I growled, my voice hoarse. “Come for me. Let me taste you.”

With a final, hard suck on her clit, Abby shattered, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure washed over her. I held her through the storm, my fingers still buried deep inside her, my mouth never leaving her throbbing clit.

As her orgasm subsided, Abby slumped against the counter, her chest heaving as she struggled to catch her breath. I stood, my dick straining against my pants, aching to be inside her. I wanted to take her right there, to claim her on the kitchen counter, but I knew we had to be careful.

“That was incredible,” she whispered, her eyes still glazed with pleasure. “I’ve never come like that before.”

I grinned, my eyes never leaving hers. “We’re not done yet, Abby. I want to feel you around me, but we need to be quick. We really should get going soon.”

Her eyes widened, a mixture of excitement and fear flashing across her face. “Do we really have time for this?”

I nodded, my hands already working at the button of my pajama pants. “Unless you want to wait until later. I can be patient if you need me to be.”

Abby bit her lip, her eyes flicking to the window, as if checking for prying eyes. “No, I don’t want to wait. I want you, Jake. Now.”

I kicked off my pants, my hard cock springing free, already glistening with pre-cum. Abby’s eyes locked onto it, her breath catching in her throat. I stepped closer, my hands resting on her thighs, spreading them wide as I positioned myself at her entrance.

“Ready?” I asked, my voice rough with desire.

Abby shook her head, her hands reaching down to guide me into her. “Yes. Fuck me now.”

With a gentle thrust, I slid into her, her heat engulfing me, her tight walls gripping me like a velvet vise. We both moaned, the sensation of being joined together overwhelming. I paused, letting her adjust to my size, my hands caressing her thighs, her hips, her soft, round ass.

“You feel so good, baby,” I whispered, my voice strained. “So fucking tight. I don’t know how long I can last.”

Abby smiled, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Then don’t last, Jake. I want to feel you come inside me. I want to feel every inch of you.”

Her words were my undoing. With a growl, I began to move, my hips thrusting in a steady rhythm, my cock sliding in and out of her wet heat. Abby met my thrusts, her nails digging into my ass, urging me deeper.

The sound of our bodies slapping together filled the kitchen, mixing with our moans and gasps. I leaned forward, my hands on the counter on either side of her, my lips finding hers as I fucked her with abandon. Abby kissed me back fiercely, her tongue dueling with mine, her hips moving in perfect sync with mine.

I could feel my orgasm building, the pressure coiling in my balls, ready to explode. I wanted to make this moment last, but my body had other ideas. With a final, powerful thrust, I came, my cock pulsing as I emptied myself into her, my seed mixing with her juices.

Abby cried out, her walls clenching around me, milking my cock as she found her own release. I held her tight, my lips never leaving hers, as we rode out our shared climax, our hearts pounding in unison.

As our breathing slowed, I rested my forehead against hers, our bodies still joined, my softening cock still buried deep within her.

“We really should get going,” she starts to say.

“And we will. Breakfast first, baby girl,” I answered her as I pulled out of her, my dick already hating the loss of her warmth.

We quickly ate and cleaned up before we headed out to my truck.

I knew we should do this but I couldn’t shake the bad feeling I suddenly had.


Twenty One

Abby
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Iknew the cabin was in the middle of nowhere, but driving to the nearest farm really reinforced that thought. It was a thirty-minute drive in Jake’s truck before we turned off onto the driveway of the farm.

Animals roamed in the vast fields around it. The fences and gates had been torn off and torn down in some places, as if someone had done it thinking of the animals—if they were free, they could handle themselves.

That was the first sign that no one was here. If someone had come back, I was sure the fences would have been repaired—at least, I thought they would have. But what did I know? I was a city girl, really.

Jake parked the truck in front of the farmhouse and gave me a stern look before I could do anything.

“I’d ask you to stay here, but I know you won’t. Do you have your gun on you?” he asked, and I was nodding before he could even finish. I was a city girl, but I wasn’t dumb. After everything that had happened, there was no way I was leaving the cabin without a gun—and sometimes I felt like I should have had one in the cabin too, but that wasn’t the issue there.

“Good,” he said as we hopped out of the truck. “Let’s go. We’ll go through the house first and then the barn. I don’t want to do it the other way around, just in case someone was actually here.”

The two of us walked up to the farmhouse’s front door and noticed that while the screen door was fine, the wood door behind it was hanging off its hinges slightly. It was the type of thing you’d only notice if you were right at the door—from far away, it looked normal.

Immediately, the hairs on the back of my neck stood up.

Something wasn’t right there.

Looking over at Jake, I saw him take his gun out and, as quietly as he could, open the screen door. We were lucky it didn’t creak in an old house like this.

Taking the screen door in my hand so he didn’t have to worry about it, Jake slowly opened the front door. This time, we weren’t so lucky, and it creaked loudly.

I winced, hoping that it wouldn’t attract anything, and was hit with a distinct smell as soon as the door opened.

I hated that I knew that smell.

The smell of death.

Following Jake’s lead, I took my gun out and stepped inside the farmhouse, putting an N95 mask on—something I had been carrying with me because of the dust, but in this case, it worked to help with the smell.

To the left of us was a large living room. To the right was the door to what looked like the kitchen. The hall in front of us went right down to the other side of the house, where there was another door leading to the backyard. There were a couple of doors down the hall as well as stairs going up to the second floor.

A quick scan of the living room ruled it out as the source of the smell. We stepped into the kitchen and noticed all the cupboards were thrown open and the shelves were mostly empty.

Fuck.

I had been hoping to salvage something at least, but that was okay. We were there for farm equipment for the moat—an idea that had been crazy, but just might have worked.

We ignored the stairs and walked down to the two doors at the end of the hall. The door on the left led to a dining room slash office that consisted of a computer desk and an old desktop computer. These rooms looked well-kept but dusty as hell.

Whatever had happened here that was causing the smell had happened a while ago.

The last door on the first floor led to a bathroom slash mudroom that had a shower but no tub—likely to clean up after a long day on the farm. But what did I know? I had never worked on a farm.

“Let’s go look upstairs,” Jake said in my ear, and I almost jumped. I hadn’t realized he was right behind me. I was jumpy and had been since we walked in here.

I just wanted to get out of there at that point, but I knew Jake had to know what was going on upstairs.

Jake went first up the stairs, both of us with guns out, and as we walked up, my heart started racing.

There were five closed doors on the floor.

We went through the doors on the left and right, finding three bedrooms and a full bathroom.

Both of us paused before the door at the end of the hallway. It was obviously the primary bedroom and the source of the smell because it was getting stronger as we moved toward it.

Masking sure my mask was in place and my gun was cocked and ready, I tapped Jake on his shoulder as I stood behind him to let him know that I was ready for him to open that door.

If there were zombies behind it, we would be ready.

Jake opened the door and the smell hit us, it was so bad. Neither of us moved as we assessed if there was anything moving inside.

After a few moments, Jake stepped inside the room and I followed right behind him.

The scene before us was not something either of us was expecting.

We knew we’d find dead people, but at the hands of zombies or whatever was causing the zombie virus.

Instead we found something even worse.

On the bed were two figures. We think. There were two mounds at least.

There was so much blood around that it not only coated the bed and the floors, but the walls were soaked and there was a good deal of it on the ceiling too.

The bodies looked like they had been ripped open and their organs were strewn everywhere. It looked like those wildlife videos of dead animals and the other animals who feasted on their carcases. But this was worse, because they were human and everything looked to be still there and not consumed.

There were flies buzzing around the bed and I’m sure there were other creepy crawlies too. No way in hell was I going further in here.

Whatever did this was not a zombie. It might have even been done before this thing started.

I turned around and ran down the stairs to the living room since I couldn’t take it anymore.

Jake’s arms wrapped around me within moments, as if he followed me downstairs.

“Shh, it’s ok baby,” he soothed as he held me.

“Humans did that, didn’t they?” I asked after a few minutes.

He was silent for a moment before answering me. “Yes. If a zombie had done that, you’d see the evidence of them eating. And the blood wouldn’t have been everywhere like that.”

I shuddered. “Can we go to the barn or wherever to find this equipment and get the hell out of here? I don’t like it here.”

“Okay, let’s go,” he said as he pulled my hand in his and we left the farmhouse.

The barn wasn’t far away and I practically ran towards it.

“Abby, wait!” Jake yelled from behind me and I actually stopped, hearing the frantic tone in his voice. “Don’t do in without me, remember?”

“Yeah, yeah,” I nodded as I walked next to him to the barn.

I had never been inside a real barn before now and I can tell you, I wasn’t impressed. There was hay everywhere and it smelled like animal shit. Which I suppose, is exactly how it should look and smell.

There were no animals but that made me think what actually happened here.

Those people looked like they had been butchered before the zombies, so who let the animals out?

I doubt we’d ever know.

“Over here!” Jake yelled at me from the back of the barn. I ran over to him to find him inspecting various farm tools.

Looks like we hit the jackpot.

There were shovels and rakes and all sorts of things I had no idea what they were for.

“Jackpot!” Jake yelled as he found something in the far corner that looked weird. It had two handles that ran down to the ground and was connected to what looked like a triangle shaped thing. I don’t know, what the fuck did I know about farm equipment?

Jake however knew exactly what it was as he took the piece and drove the thing into the ground. As he pushed it, it dug a line in the ground.

“It was likely used to break ground for crops, likely a home garden. This is one you could use on your own for small areas. Anything bigger and you’d need an ox or something,” Jake explained to me.

My mouth dropped open.

“How the hell do you know all of this?” I asked him incredulously.

He shrugged. “I spent a lot of time online those first few days. Before my stepsister seduced me.” He responded with a wink before turning his attention back to whatever the thing was.

“Okay, great. We got what we needed. Can we go now? I hate this farm,” I whined.

The two of us brought the equipment to the truck with me carrying the shovels and rakes and Jake with his new precious toy.

It didn’t take us long to be back on the road.

“How far are the other farms to here?” I asked Jake as we left the farm of horrors.

“Not far, why?”

“We’re going to need more supplies. I have enough for a couple of months but I’d feel better if we could find more.”

He was silent for a few minutes.

“Okay. But we’re going to each kitchen and or pantry and that’s it. No exploring, no matter what we see or smell, got it?”

I nodded. “Got it.”

Two hours later, we had hit four farms and were on our way to the fifth and final one.

We had managed to find quite a bit on these farms.

They were all deserted but some of them had some stocked pantries or basements. We had enough food for at least four or five months now. I was exhausted and didn’t want to go to this last farm, but Jake insisted, saying we were already out this way and I didn’t see anything wrong with that.

Driving up the road to the last farm, the hair on the back of my neck stood up. Why did I have the feeling that we were being watched? I looked out the window and couldn’t see anything out of the ordinary. There were trees, sure, but it was mostly flat plains for the animals and crops. We’d be able to see if there was anyone around and there wasn’t.

The feeling went away though as we parked in front of the farm house. It was smaller than the others and almost immediately we could see that there had been an altercation here.

Blood was splattered all over the wrap around porch and the front door was wide open.

“Abby,” Jake growled as we both upholstered our weapons.

This house was only one floor and moving quickly we cleared it – there was nothing here. Likely what happened is what happened to a lot of people. The attack happened, killing whoever lived here, and then when they turned into a zombie they left looking for food. If they lived alone, there would be nothing here for them.

Whoever lived here was definitely long gone.

Heading into the kitchen, I go through the cupboards and actually find that it has been untouched. I went through all the canned goods and tossed them into the duffle bag I had brought in. Soon it was overflowing with stuff and I knew that these items would last us a while. Combine it with the other bags we got today I’d say we were good for about six months or so.

Leaving the kitchen, I wander over to the living room where a big ass TV was mounted on the wall. It was the focal point of the room and I swore this must have been a single dudes place. There were multiple video game consoles on a stand below the TV but the biggest feature? The jam packed bookshelves full of DVD’s. I’m talking hundreds of various kinds of movies and TV.

My jaw dropped to the floor as I took it in.

There was so much here…

The Big Bang Theory

Lord of the Rings

Lost

The Godfather series

I could go on.

Seeing this horde gave me an idea. I had seen a couple of large cardboard boxes in what looked to be an office, so I ran to grab them, dumping their contents out so I could use them to get the DVD’s.

The first things I went through were the TV shows, More bang for your buck really with the hours of television in each case.

Then I went though the movies and put a lot of my favourites in but also movies I hadn’t seen yet including some classics like Goodfellows (don’t judge, it was before my time). I probably had a couple hundreds DVD’s in the boxes and that should last us a while.

Once the boxes were full, I tried to lift them but couldn’t do it. I’d need Jake to help.

Speaking of Jake, in my excitement, I had realized I hadn’t heard Jake about in a while.

“Jake?” I called out, not hearing him responding to me.

That was weird. Where was he?

Opening the front door, I didn’t see him out front or anywhere near the truck.

Going back into the house, I looked in every room, calling his name as I went.

Noticing the back door, I open that – he must be here, having found something he liked,

It was there that I saw him, tied up and sitting in a chair, his head hanging as if he were passed out.

“Jake!” I yelled as I ran toward him, not thinking to check out my surroundings.

That was a rookie move and it was too late for me as something connected with the back of my head, plunging me into darkness.


Twenty Two

Jake
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The second I came to, I knew I was in danger.

There were ropes tied tightly around my wrists and ankles. I attempted to move both my arms and legs, and when neither moved much, I stopped, not wanting to expend much energy until I figured out what to do.

Whoever these men were, they were dumb as shit because I realized almost immediately they had left me alone in the kitchen.

A scream suddenly cut through the silence. I knew that scream.

Abby.

Shit.

What the fuck were they doing to her?

I couldn’t just sit there while they could be violating her.

The one thing my parents instilled in me was to protect my baby stepsister, and today wasn’t going to be any different.

Even though my wrists and ankles were tied tight, I wasn’t actually tied to the chair they had me in. Likely, they didn’t see me as a threat – which was something that always happened, making me a good agent. People had always underestimated me.

Looking around, I saw a block of knives just sitting there on the counter.

It took a few minutes because I had to use my hands behind my back to grab one, but eventually, I did and kneeled down to start cutting the ropes from my ankles.

Once those were gone, I flipped the knife so the blade was facing away from my body and tried to slip it between the ropes. It took a few tries, but eventually, I got it. The rope used wasn’t good quality, so in less than five minutes, I was free of them.

Abby screamed again, and this time, I heard her yelling, “no.”

My first instinct was to rush in and save her, but before I could do that, I stopped. I was trained to get people out of hostage situations, so I had to be smart about this.

On the balls of my feet, I walked across the kitchen and peeked my head around the doorway. Seeing nobody in the hall, I continued on to the doorway of the living room. I loved the fact that these farmhouses seemed to be all built the same with hallways and clear separation of rooms – none of that open-concept bullshit. It would have been very hard to sneak around otherwise.

Slowly, I peeked my head into the living room, and without making a noise, I was able to see clearly what was going on.

There were three large men in the living room with Abby sitting naked from the waist up in an armchair in the middle of the room. Two of the men were behind her, while the third was sitting on the couch directly opposite Abby.

Her head was turned away from this man as he whispered something to her. The man on the left was leaning down to grope her breast. I saw her wince every time he squeezed or pinched her nipple.

I couldn’t let what they were doing to her distract me from killing these fuckers and getting the hell out of there.

The two men behind her had guns on them. Could I be fast enough so that they didn’t draw them before I killed them?

The man sitting down had no visible weapons. He was definitely the ringleader, and the two stooges were his underlings.

A plan formed in my head, and before I could second-guess myself, I was practically flying into the living room.

I took the leader’s neck in a chokehold, intending to use him as a shield. The stooges drew their guns and aimed them at us.

“Shoot him! In the fucking forehead, you imbeciles!” the leader screeched in front of me.

Grinning, I took the knife from the kitchen and threw it into the neck of the man who was groping MY stepsister. MY girl. Fuck you for touching what was mine.

A gurgling noise came from him as his hands went to his neck, attempting to stop the bleeding. The other man was distracted enough for me to push the leader into him as Abby fell to the side. She was getting the blood of that idiot on her, but she didn’t seem to care. Kicking the gun to me, I picked it up and shot the two men, causing them both to collapse on the floor. For good measure, I walked up and put a bullet into the center of each of their foreheads. Gotta make sure the fuckers were dead.

“Abby,” I rushed over to her and untied her, gathering her into my arms as she sobbed onto my shirt. “Are you okay? Did they hurt you?”

It took a while for her to calm down enough to answer me.

“I’m not hurt. Except the likely bruising on my breast,” she said softly. “Can we go home? Please? I need a shower.”

I looked down at our clothing, and we were both covered in blood, and Abby’s shirt was in tatters. No point keeping it.

“Okay, baby, let’s go home,” I said as I wrapped my arm around her shoulder and guided her out to the truck.

“Wait!” she yelled and rushed back inside. “Jake, I need your help.”

Back inside, I followed her and saw she was struggling with two large boxes.

“What the fuck, Abby? What is this?”

“I found DVDs. Please, Jake,” was all she had to say, and I was hauling the boxes into the back of the truck after putting her in the passenger seat.

I didn’t care what was in there, but if my girl wanted this, I would make sure she got it.

The drive home, to the cabin, was silent, and Abby was curled up in her seat, resting against the door as if she wanted to be as far away from me as possible. I tried not to let it get to me, but it did. Not that I’d say anything to her.

I couldn’t help thinking that I was glad to have woken up when I did. What if I had been passed out for much longer? Would each of those fucks have raped my stepsister?

Trying not to growl and get angry, I gripped the steering wheel as those scenarios ran through my head. I couldn’t stop them either.

It took over an hour to get home, and before I fully parked the car, Abby was out the door and running into the cabin after unlocking it and disarming the alarms I had installed.

Daisy rushed to Abby and was trying to get as close to her as possible, but Abby was ignoring the dog. I was about to call Daisy to me when Abby kneeled and took Daisy in her arms, enveloping the dog in a big hug.

I wasn’t sure if keeping Daisy here was the best idea – would she have notified us of those men, or would they have killed her to keep her out of the way? I guess we’d never know, and it was too late to make any different choices.

Abby ran upstairs, and I could hear the shower running as she warmed the water up.

That left me with the task of getting all this shit inside.

Tackling the big boxes of DVDs, I hauled those in first. Then the bags full of food until finally, I got to the shovels and manual plow I had found.

It was too late to start today, and maybe not tomorrow, as I’d need to walk the perimeter to check where the best place for the moat would be, but I was glad to have the plow. Since it was manual, it wouldn’t make any noise, but it required a lot of manual labor. With Abby’s help, we could do this.

A few hours later, after organizing our haul, I went into the living room to find Abby lying in bed already.

“Abby, you need to eat dinner,” I told her softly as I didn’t want to wake her up if she was truly sleeping.

“I’m not hungry, Jake. I’m just going to sleep.”

I nodded and went to make myself some canned stew that we had found.

Today was awful for both of us, but especially for her. I couldn’t imagine what she was thinking right now, and I was sure she was exhausted. I was certain that after a good night’s sleep, things would get better.


Twenty Three

Abby
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Days ran into nights, and I didn’t know how long I lay there in bed, unable to forget those men and their hands. The bruises had gone away, but I could still feel their hands on my breasts, pinching my nipples. I shuddered and burrowed even deeper into the blankets.

“Fuck!” Jake yelled from outside, along with Daisy’s barking, and for the first time in ages, it made me want to get up and see what was going on.

Were those men back? Had he not actually killed them? Or were there more men here to do the same to me?

Instead, I looked out the window to see Jake struggling with the plow he had commandeered from that farm.

The plow was on its side, and Jake was struggling to put it upright, but he couldn’t because Daisy was bouncing around the plow, barking at it as if it were her mortal enemy. It very well could have been—who knew how dogs thought?

Jake laughed, and I realized he really wasn’t struggling but instead pretending to get Daisy all worked up and tired out.

I giggled.

My jaw dropped, and I covered my mouth.

I hadn’t thought I had it in me to giggle again, honestly.

Sighing, I looked down at what I was wearing and realized it had been a while since I had changed and showered.

The shower was the best fucking shower I had ever had. Washing my whole body was almost cathartic, helping me wash away the feeling of those men.

It was probably the longest shower I had taken since we got to the cabin, and by the end of it, the water was freezing cold.

Heading to the kitchen, I grabbed something to eat and went out to see the progress of the moat.

Jake had made a decent dent in it. It was close enough to the tree line that ensured it wasn’t too near the cabin. If anything got stuck in it, we likely wouldn’t be able to hear or see them. Or smell them after they were finally dead.

It also gave us enough ground around the cabin to grow crops—something we would need to do in the spring.

“Jake!” I yelled, getting his attention. Daisy perked up at the sound of my voice and came running over to me. For the first time in days, I was actually really happy to see her. She had been sweet and a great comfort to me, cuddling next to me when I just lay in bed, licking my hands when I remembered what had happened and what could’ve happened. I was sad that her family was obviously dead but so happy Jake had a soft heart and had rescued her when he did. I vowed never to leave her behind, though. Who knew what could have happened had she been with us that day?

“Do you need help?” I asked Jake as he came over to me, caution in his eyes—he obviously didn’t know what my mood was like, and I had been bedridden for the past week or so. In fact, I didn’t know how many days had passed. Did it matter? These were the end days of civilization. I didn’t work, and who knew what tomorrow would bring?

“I always need help,” he said in that deep voice that sent tingles down my spine. I stiffened a bit as I got turned on by him, as I always did these days. But I wasn’t ready for that. Not yet.

“Then tell me what I need to do,” I smiled at him, and he grinned back.

“Over here, I’ve run the plow through the ground a few times to make it easier to remove the dirt and dig deeper,” Jake ushered me over to the tree line and started pointing out what he had done so far. In my wallowing, he had actually done a lot. More than I had expected, really. In fact, I hadn’t expected him to have done anything because building a moat was such a silly thing to do, but he had taken the idea and run with it.

Over the next hour, he pointed out what he had done and the plans for the next few weeks.

We had been lucky not to see any zombies except for that awful day with our parents.

“Okay, I think that’s it,” Jake said as he rubbed the back of his neck. “If you want to start digging, that would be great. You don’t have to do a lot to start or anything. I don’t want you getting hurt. Just try your best, okay?”

I nodded, and kissing me on the cheek, albeit hesitantly, he ran back to his plow with Daisy in tow.

Grabbing the shovel, I got to work. The moat apparently needed to be deep, but Jake had mentioned we really just needed it to keep the zombies from getting too close if they ever did. Usually, you’d want something at least ten to twelve feet deep, but we were only going with four to five feet deep—enough so that a zombie would trip, break a leg, or honestly just lose the leg since they rotted after turning. If they got caught in the moat, it’d be easier for us to lob off their heads or shoot them in the brains since that was the only way to kill them.

As I dug the moat and flung the dirt off to the sides, I kept thinking about the fact that we didn’t see many zombies up here and the fact that we did see Mom and Dad as zombies, though. We were isolated up here somehow, while it was clear the farms were easy targets.

So how had Mom and Dad shown up here as zombies? The only explanation was that they had been close to the cabin when they turned. Whether they were attacked a while before they got here or if they were attacked close by, we would never really know.

My heart ached at the thought of them trying so hard to reach us but falling short.

I was an adult, but I desperately needed a hug from my mom right then. I had to be strong because we needed to survive, but I really needed my mommy and daddy. Especially after what had happened last week.

By the time I finished whining to myself about needing my parents, I realized that a few hours had gone by. It was mindless work, and my arms screamed at me. I had gone too far, and I knew I’d pay for it tomorrow.

Putting the shovel down, I went back to the cabin to find Jake making dinner.

“Go clean up. Food’s in ten,” he nodded upstairs, and I ran up, desperate for another shower.

I showered and got dressed in pajamas, heading down just in time for Jake to finish cooking. Roast chicken with potatoes and veggies.

“We should find chickens soon,” I mentioned to Jake as we ate in silence. I didn’t know what else to say, really.

“Yeah, you’re right. We should probably go back out to find some before winter sets in,” he agreed with me.

“Maybe not go to those farms, though, yeah?” Jake smiled at me as I said that.

“Trust me, we’re not going back there. We can go the opposite way because guess what’s there? More farms.”

I giggled at him. “Let’s take Daisy this time, and neither of us is to go anywhere out of sight of the other.”

“Agreed.”

That night, I slipped under the covers of the bed in the living room while Jake did the same on his side. He had changed the sheets, and I was grateful because a week of wallowing? Not a good smell, let me tell you.

He kept to his side, but while I wasn’t ready for sex, he was way too fucking far from me. After he settled in, I scooted over and cuddled up next to him.

He was stiff at first, and then his arm went around me, hauling me even closer.

“Is this okay?” he asked me.

“Yes. Just this, though, for now,” I answered him softly.

“Anything you need. Goodnight, baby.”

Days later, I stepped into the cabin, my body aching from a long day of manual labor. The sun had set hours ago, and the only light came from the flickering flames of the fireplace, casting a warm glow over the cozy interior.

It had been a couple of days since I started helping out with the moat. Jake was using the plow to loosen the ground up and then we would use the shovels to dig as deep as we could. It would be easier with the powered machines we had seen at one of the farms, but we couldn’t take the chance that someone or something would hear the noise. So there we were, toiling for hours each day, digging and removing dirt so that my idea of a moat came true. Was this how people lived in the past? Because if so, I’m so fucking glad I wasn’t born then. I’m so damn exhausted every night.

As I kicked off my muddy boots and stretched my sore muscles, I felt a familiar wave of sadness wash over me. I couldn’t hold back the tears any longer. I sank to the floor, my back against the rough wooden wall, and let the emotions take over. The tears streamed down my cheeks, a silent testament to the pain I felt.

“Abby?” A soft, concerned voice called out from the shadows. Jake was in the doorway, unsure of what to say or do.

“I’m here,” I choked out between sobs. I didn’t want him to see me like this, weak and vulnerable, but he’d always had a way of finding me when I needed him the most. He stepped into the dim light, his tall, muscular frame filling the doorway. His dark hair fell across his forehead, and his kind eyes held a mixture of worry and determination.

Jake knelt in front of me, his strong hands gently taking mine. “Hey, don’t cry. I’m here for you, always.” His voice was gentle, soothing, like a warm blanket on a cold night. I tried to speak, to tell him how much his support meant to me, but the words caught in my throat. I leaned forward and pressed my lips against his.

The kiss was unexpected, after everything I had been through. At first, Jake froze, taken aback by my bold move. But then, he responded, his lips softening against mine.

Pulling away, I looked up at him, my eyes searching for any sign of rejection or confusion. Instead, I found desire and a hint of surprise. “Abby, I…” He began, his voice hoarse with emotion. “I don’t want to do anything that will upset you. I’ve kept my distance because I don’t know what you’re going through and I didn’t want to make things worse.”

I placed a finger on his lips, silencing him. “Take me to bed, Jake,” I whispered, my voice steady despite the tremble in my body. “Make love to me.” It was a plea, a desperate need to feel something other than the crushing weight of despair and grief.

He nodded, his eyes darkening with a mixture of concern and passion. “Are you sure, Abby? I don’t want to take advantage of you when you’re feeling vulnerable.” His words were gentle, but I could hear the underlying hunger in his voice.

I stood up, my determination giving me a newfound strength. “I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life. I need this, Jake. I need you.” I reached out and took his hand, leading him towards the bed in the corner of the living room. The cabin was small, and we had no need for separate bedrooms. The bed was large and inviting, covered in soft furs and blankets, a haven in the wilderness.

As we approached the bed, Jake’s hand slid around my waist, pulling me closer. I could feel the heat radiating from his body, and my own desire intensified. He lowered me gently onto the soft mattress, his eyes never leaving mine. The flickering firelight danced across his face, highlighting the rugged angles and the stubble on his jaw.

He hovered over me, his strong body supporting his weight on his forearms. “We don’t have to rush, Abby. Let me take my time and show you how much I care.” His voice was a soft murmur, sending shivers down my spine. I nodded, my heart pounding in my chest. I wanted this moment to last forever, to savor every touch, every sensation.

Jake’s lips found my neck, planting soft, feather-light kisses along my sensitive skin. His warm breath sent tingles down my body, awakening desires I had long suppressed. His hands roamed over my body, exploring every curve, every inch of my skin. He traced the straps of my tank top, his fingers brushing against my bare shoulders, sending a jolt of pleasure through me.

I arched my back, encouraging his touch, my hands threading through his hair, pulling him closer. “Jake, please,” I whispered, my voice hoarse with need. He responded by kissing his way down my body, his lips trailing a path of fire. He paused at the top of my jeans, his warm breath causing goosebumps to erupt on my skin.

With slow, deliberate movements, he unbuttoned my jeans, sliding them down my legs, his eyes never leaving mine. I lifted my hips to help him, my breath catching in my throat as he revealed my lace panties and the hint of my bare skin beneath. His fingers traced the lace, teasing me, making me squirm with anticipation.

“You’re so beautiful, Abby,” he murmured, his voice thick with desire. “I want to make you feel good, so damn good.” His words sent a rush of heat between my thighs, and I could feel my wetness soaking through my panties.

He hooked his fingers under the lace and slowly slid my panties down, his eyes fixed on my exposed pussy. I felt exposed and vulnerable, but the look of pure desire in his eyes empowered me. He leaned down, his warm breath tickling my sensitive skin as he kissed the inside of my thighs, his stubble grazing my skin.

“Oh, Jake,” I moaned, my hands gripping the sheets as he teased me with soft, wet kisses. His tongue traced patterns on my inner thighs, avoiding my aching center, building the anticipation. I squirmed, my hips involuntarily thrusting towards him, seeking relief from the building tension.

“Please, Jake,” I begged, my voice breathless. He looked up at me, his eyes dark and intense. “I want to taste you, Abby. I want to make you come with my mouth.” His words sent a shockwave through my body, and I arched my back, offering myself to him.

His mouth descended, capturing my clit between his lips. He sucked gently, his tongue swirling and flicking, sending waves of pleasure through me. I cried out, my hands clutching at his hair, urging him on. He explored every inch of my pussy with his mouth, his tongue delving deep inside me, making me gasp and writhe beneath him.

The sensations were overwhelming, and I could feel my orgasm building, a coiled spring ready to snap. Jake sensed my impending release and increased his efforts, his fingers joining his mouth, stroking and teasing my sensitive bundle of nerves.

“Oh my God, Jake!” I cried out, my body tensing as the orgasm hit me. Waves of pleasure rippled through me, and I bucked against his mouth, my hands gripping the sheets tightly. He continued his relentless assault, drawing out my climax, until I was reduced to a quivering mess, my body trembling with the aftermath.

Jake slowly moved up my body, his lips seeking mine. I tasted myself on his tongue as he kissed me deeply, passionately. I could feel his erection, hard and insistent, pressing against my thigh.

“I want you inside me, Jake,” I whispered against his lips. “Please, take me now.” I didn’t want to wait any longer; the need to feel him, to be filled by him, was overwhelming.

He positioned himself between my legs, his cock brushing against my wetness, leaving a trail of pre-cum. I reached down, guiding him to my entrance, eager to feel him claim me. He teased me, rubbing the head of his dick against my clit, making me squirm with impatience.

“Please, Jake,” I begged, my voice thick with desire. “Fuck me. Now.”

With one smooth thrust, he plunged into me, filling me completely. I gasped at the sensation, my body adjusting to his size. He paused, giving me a moment to get used to him, before pulling out slowly and thrusting back in, setting a slow, deliberate rhythm.

The bed creaked beneath us as he moved, his hips snapping against mine with each powerful stroke. His hands gripped my hips, holding me in place as he pounded into me, his eyes never leaving mine. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, urging him on.

“You feel so fucking good, Abby,” he grunted, his breath coming in short gasps. “So tight, so wet.” His words spurred me on, and I matched his rhythm, meeting his thrusts with my own. The sound of our bodies slapping together filled the cabin, a primal, erotic soundtrack to our passionate dance.

I could feel my orgasm building again, a familiar tension coiling in my core. Jake sensed it too, and he reached between us, his thumb finding my clit, rubbing it in small circles as he continued to thrust.

“Come for me, Abby,” he growled, his voice raw with desire. “Let me feel you come around my cock.” His words were my undoing, and I cried out as my orgasm exploded through me. My pussy clenched around his shaft, milking him as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through my body.

Jake’s eyes rolled back as he felt my climax, and with a few more powerful thrusts, he let out a guttural groan, his body tensing as he filled the condom with his release. He collapsed onto me, his weight supported on his forearms, his breath ragged against my neck.

We lay there, entangled in each other’s arms, our hearts racing and our bodies glistening with sweat. I ran my fingers through his hair, feeling a sense of peace and contentment I hadn’t known in a long time.


Twenty Four

Jake
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The loud cawing sound woke me up from a deep sleep. I could see the sun rising and groaned, trying to hide back under the covers.

That fucking rooster crowed every damn morning before sunrise and I was going to murder him for it soon.

I knew that the days were getting shorter and so I was able to sleep in longer but it still sucked to be woken up by that bastard.

Time is funny when you don’t have to get up, go to work, do all the other things that modern society deems acceptable.

For the longest time, I kept track of a calendar I had printed out so I could know what day it was but then the days just started melting together.

A few days after we finished the moat – which was at least four feet deep and spanned the entirety of the cabin’s outlying property where it met the trees – we hopped back in the truck and headed out to find chickens.

And gas for our vehicles.

I knew that we had only a finite amount of time for the gas as it went bad after a few months. We had maybe a year if we were lucky

So we made a list of what we needed that we had to haul back in my truck.

The first farm we found had free roaming chickens and a rooster. They were more than happy to be caged up and taken back to the cabin though which said to me they were all used to it.

The rooster was a dickhead that only liked Abby, but I didn’t mind because who wouldn’t? She was everything to me and always would be.

I could see us getting old here. Hiding from the outside world. I didn’t need anything but a safe home and Abby. And maybe Daisy until she leaves us due to old age.

The internet still worked up to a point and there were still people out there but I didn’t want to venture much farther than we needed.

Groaning, I got up and Abby stirred next to me. The blanket had fallen mostly off the bed and all I could see is the soft tanned expanse of her skin. She was sleeping on her stomach with one leg hitched up, giving me a perfect view of her pussy. I wanted so desperately to dive in and eat her out so that she wakes having an orgasm, but we had a long day ahead of us.

We were going to go hunting today. For deer or whatever we could find.

According to what is still online, this virus is hitting only humans. Wildlife has not been affected at all.

What I would give for a cow but I wouldn’t know how to chop it up. As it was, I didn’t even know if I could do that for a deer. What the fuck did I know of hunting and then butchering an animal for food?

But we needed meat for the winter and while we had some frozen foods, it was better to have more just in case. Besides, we also had to feed Daisy too and she preferred meat to grains obviously so we needed to head out today in hopes of finding something.

The Internet was still a good source of information and I wondered how it was still up and running. I found that the forest here was teaming with deer and rabbits so either would be ok. I also saw videos on how to carve them up in cuts for the best meals. I just hoped that Abby wouldn’t get squeamish about it all. She likely would hate to see rabbits die so I hoped we wouldn’t find any today. Maybe I’d come out again tomorrow to find them without her, once I got a feel of the forest and what was out here of course.

“Morning Abby,” I whispered in her ear as I kissed the side of her head. “Time to wake up, we have to get going soon.”

Abby groaned and tried to burrow deeper into the blankets but I threw them off her and gave her ass a slight slap. “Nope. Get up.”

She threw a pillow at me as I pulled on some clothes so I could make us something to eat. I think I would need a shower after today so I didn’t want to waste water having one now so I got to making breakfast.

I cooked eggs, bacon and toast before Abby wandered in to sit down next to me, scarfing down her breakfast without saying anything.

She really wasn’t a morning person and without coffee, she especially hated it.

At one farm, we saw a bunch of pigs and while our bacon would run out soon neither of us ate ham enough to make it worthwhile to get one.

Once we were done with breakfast, we headed to our weapons stash to load up. I had a rifle in my hands while Abby took two handguns and an axe. I grabbed a baseball bat to put on my back because we really didn’t know what was out there.

The moat was easy to get across and I’m glad that we didn’t dig any deeper like we wanted to. Instead of deep, we did make it wide which was easier to do and would likely slow down more zombies if needed. The one thing I’ve noticed is that the zombies have zero coordination. Of course they wouldn’t, they’re dead humans and from what I read online their brain was mostly dead so motor functions were pretty much basic. They could walk, they could run but they couldn’t climb.

Thank fuck.

Can you imagine zombies that could climb? Pretty sure there was a movie about that and thank you but no fucking way.

We crossed the moat quickly and quietly, our boots squishing in the damp earth on the other side. The forest was alive with the sounds of birds chirping and leaves rustling in the breeze. It was almost peaceful, a stark contrast to the eerie silence that had fallen over the rest of the world. Abby walked beside me, her eyes scanning our surroundings with a mix of paranoia and determination. She hated this—hated the idea of killing, hated the uncertainty of what we might find out here—but she knew it had to be done. For us. For Daisy. For whatever future we might still have.

The trees were dense, their branches intertwining overhead like skeletal fingers. I could feel the weight of the rifle slung over my shoulder, a comforting reassurance. Abby had the axe in one hand and a handgun holstered at her hip. She didn’t like guns, but she’d learned to use one out of necessity. I’d taught her myself, back when the world was still teetering on the edge of chaos.

We moved slowly, our boots crunching on the underbrush. Every snap of a twig or rustle in the bushes made us freeze, our breath held, hearts pounding. It was a reflex now, one we’d developed over months of living on edge. But so far, nothing. Just the occasional rabbit darting through the brush or a bird taking flight. Abby flinched every time, her hand instinctively going to the axe. I knew she was scared, but she never complained. She never backed down.

After about twenty minutes of walking, I caught sight of something. A doe, grazing quietly in a small clearing up ahead. My heart quickened as I motioned for Abby to stop. She followed my gaze and frowned, her eyes softening as she looked at the animal. I knew what she was thinking. It was beautiful, graceful, and I could already see the reluctance in her eyes. But we needed this. We had to do this.

I lifted the rifle slowly, trying not to make any sudden movements. The doe’s ears twitched, but she didn’t seem to notice us. I took a deep breath, aiming carefully. Abby’s hand found mine, her fingers squeezing tight. I could feel her tension, her silent plea not to pull the trigger. But I had to. For winter. For survival.

I fired.

The shot echoed through the forest, startling the doe into a fleeting moment of panic before she collapsed. Abby gasped, her grip on my hand tightening. For a moment, neither of us moved. Then, slowly, I lowered the rifle and turned to her. Her face was pale, her eyes wide with a mix of shock and sadness.

“It’s done,” I said softly, trying to reassure her. “It’ll be okay.”

She nodded, though her expression didn’t change. Together, we approached the deer, and I knelt down to begin the process of field dressing it. Abby stood back, her arms crossed and her eyes fixed on the ground. I knew she couldn’t watch, and I didn’t ask her to. She’d help with carrying it back, but the actual butchering was on me.

As I worked, I couldn’t help but think about how far we’d come. Just a few months ago, the idea of killing and gutting a deer would have been unimaginable. Now, it was just another part of our reality. Another necessary evil in a world that had turned cruel and unforgiving.

The sound of rustling leaves broke the silence, and I froze, my knife pausing mid-stroke. Abby’s head snapped up, her hand instinctively going to the axe. We exchanged a wary glance. Whatever it was, it was close. And it was coming our way.

The rustling grew louder, more pronounced, and I tightened my grip on the rifle, my senses on high alert. Abby’s breath hitched, her fingers fidgeting against the haft of her axe. Whatever it was, it wasn’t moving with the grace of a deer or the stealth of a wild predator. The sound was clumsy, uneven, like something shuffling through the underbrush without care for silence. My gut twisted into a knot as I rose to my feet, my eyes scanning the trees.

“Stay close,” I murmured, barely audible over the pounding of my heart. Abby nodded, her knuckles white as she tightened her grip on the axe. Together, we stepped back from the deer, our attention fixed on the thicket of bushes where the noise seemed to originate. The branches swayed, leaves trembling, and then a figure emerged.

At first, it was just one. Its movements were slow, jerky, like a puppet on a broken string. The clothes were tattered and stained, hanging off its frame in strips. I could see the pale, mottled flesh beneath, smeared with dirt and blood. Its head lolled to one side, the jaw hanging slack. As it took another step forward, the light caught its face, and I saw the emptiness in its eyes. They were cloudy, milky, devoid of any spark of life.

Then another appeared behind it, and another, shuffling into the clearing with the same unnatural gait. There were five of them in total, a small group, but enough to be a threat. Abby’s hand found mine again, her touch cold and trembling. I squeezed it once, a silent reassurance, before letting go to ready the rifle.

I motioned for Abby to move back, toward the edge of the clearing. She obeyed without hesitation, her eyes never leaving the advancing horde. I followed, keeping the rifle trained on the nearest one as we retreated slowly. They didn’t seem to notice us at first, their attention fixed on the deer carcass. One of them moaned, a guttural, rasping sound, and the others turned toward it, their movements staggered and uncoordinated.

The nearest one, a woman in what had once been a nurse’s uniform, took a step forward. Her shoe caught on a root, and she stumbled, almost falling before catching herself on a tree. The others paused, as if waiting for her to recover, before continuing their slow, relentless advance. Their eyes were blank, unblinking, but they seemed drawn to the bloodied remains of the deer. I could see the dark stains on their clothes, the smears of dried blood on their hands and faces. They had been feeding, and now they were hungry again.

“Back,” I whispered to Abby, guiding her toward the trees. We moved quietly, stepping over roots and avoiding snapped twigs that might give us away. The forest floor crunched beneath our feet, but the zombies didn’t seem to notice. They were too focused on the deer, their moans growing louder as they closed in on their prize.

As we reached the edge of the clearing, I turned to watch. The first zombie reached the deer and dropped to its knees, digging into the flesh with bare hands. The others followed, their movements grotesque as they tore into the carcass with a mindless, animalistic ferocity. Blood smeared their faces, staining their already tattered clothes, but they didn’t stop. They kept eating, kept tearing, until nothing but bones and scraps remained.

Abby tugged on my arm, pulling me away. “We need to go,” she whispered urgently. “There could be more.”

I nodded, though my attention lingered on the horde. There had been cases where the dead attracted others, drawn by the noise or the scent of blood. If this small group was a sign, it meant the forest was becoming more dangerous by the day. I slung the rifle over my shoulder and followed Abby, keeping a sharp lookout as we moved through the trees. The rustling of leaves and snapping of twigs behind us told me the zombies had finished with the deer and were now wandering aimlessly, searching for their next victim. We didn’t speak, our breaths coming in quick, shallow gasps as we pushed through the undergrowth. The forest seemed darker now, the shadows deeper, and I couldn’t shake the feeling that we were being watched, that unblinking, empty eyes were following our every move. We didn’t stop until the clearing was out of sight, and even then, I kept the rifle close, ready for whatever might come next.

We were lucky that on our way back to the cabin we came across another deer, this one even bigger than the last. It stood motionless in a small clearing, its large brown eyes twitching as it sensed our presence. Abby tugged on my arm, her grip tight with excitement. “Look,” she whispered, her breath cold against my ear. I nodded, already raising the rifle to my shoulder, the familiar weight of it grounding me.

I took aim, steadying my breath as Abby moved quietly to my side. The forest was eerily silent around us, the only sound the faint rustle of leaves in the breeze. I squeezed the trigger, and the loud crack of the rifle echoed through the trees. The deer dropped instantly, its legs folding beneath it with a sickening thud. Abby let out a low whistle, her voice laced with admiration. “Nice shot,” she said.

I slung the rifle over my shoulder, following her. The deer was bigger than I’d thought, its antlers twisted and heavy. Hauling it over my shoulders, I was unsteady as I started walking towards the edge of the forest. This fucker was huge.

The weight of the deer’s carcass pressed into my shoulders, the blood-soaked fur cold against my skin. Abby tugged on my arm, her voice low but sharp. “You gonna make it with that thing, or do I need to carry it for you?” she teased, though her eyes flicked nervously toward the trees.

“Hey, I’ve got this,” I shot back, shifting the weight to ease the strain. “Besides, I thought you were the one who was supposed to be the weak city girl.”

She snorted, rolling her eyes. “Yeah, right. That’s why you’re the one hunched over like an old man.”

I laughed quietly, the sound catching in my throat as I scanned the woods around us. The forest floor was quiet now, the only noise the soft crunch of leaves under our boots and the occasional distant howl of wind. But I didn’t trust it. The world had taught me better than to let my guard down.

We moved quickly, the deer’s head bouncing awkwardly against my hip. Abby walked ahead, her machete in hand, her posture tense. She’d always been the first to sense danger, a skill honed from years of surviving in a world that didn’t care if you lived or died. I trusted her instincts more than I trusted my own.

As we approached the cabin, the familiar sight of it made the anxiety in my body almost go away. We were home. We were safe.

I opened the door to the cabin, heading straight for what used to be the dining room and the smell of blood filled the small space as I lowered the carcass to the floor. Abby slammed the door shut behind us, the sound echoing sharply. For a moment, we just stood there, catching our breath, our eyes meeting in a silent understanding. We’d made it back. For now, we were safe.

“Start dressing the deer,” she said, her voice even but strained. “We’ll need the meat before it spoils.”

I nodded, though she wasn’t looking at me. The practicality of survival had long since overridden any squeamishness about blood and death. I pulled out the knife and set to work, the blade slicing through the flesh with a wet, rhythmic sound. The light crackled to life, casting flickering shadows on the walls.

As I worked, I couldn’t shake the feeling that we were running out of time. The forest was changing, the dead growing bolder. And I knew, deep in my gut, that this cabin wouldn’t be our sanctuary forever.

We hadn’t seen many zombies and now I was wondering if they were just hiding out in the forest. They didn’t look like they were heading in any one direction, in fact they looked like they were just… hanging out there. It was weird.

But I didn’t want to dwell on it.

If they were there and didn’t bother us, I wasn’t going to bother them.


Twenty Five

Jake
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Six damn months with that rooster crowing every fucking morning, and I had just about had enough.

Flipping the covers off me, I stomped over to where my clothes were and hastily tugged them on as I stormed outside to finally do something about the rooster.

That rooster was going to die. Today.

As I got outside, the fucking shitstain saw me coming and crowed loudly before running off, leading me on a merry chase.

The chase was on, the rooster darting with a mocking gleam in its eye, as if it knew it was the bane of my existence. The sun was starting to beat down as I trudged through the dusty yard, my boots kicking up clouds with each step. The rooster zigzagged, a flurry of feathers and cocky crows, each sound a dagger to my eardrums.

“Shut up, you feathered hell spawn!” I barked, though I knew it was futile. The rooster was a demon, sent to test my patience.

But before I could catch up to it, the door to the cabin was flung open, and Abby stood there, a furious expression on her face.

Uh oh.

I was in trouble.

“Jake! What the fuck are you doing?” she yelled at me as she stormed towards me, the rooster running towards her and practically jumping in her arms. “You know you can’t kill him. My poor baby,” she cooed at the damn thing.

“Yeah, well, tell him to shut the fuck up in the morning,” I grumbled as she continued to snuggle the bird.

“Oh my god, Jake, it’s his job. He didn’t know better,” she exclaimed as she put the rooster down to face me. “We need to get you earplugs if it bothered you that much.”

I frowned. “No way. If I couldn’t hear, then anyone and anything could get to us during the night.”

“Then don’t complain about the damn bird,” she frowned at me as we made our way back inside to the cabin.

Still grumbling under her breath, Abby got to making breakfast. The chickens were producing eggs almost to the point where we couldn’t eat enough, but we also had chicks running around too. We had no idea what we were doing, and it was just a fluke that we had some eggs hatch.

That was what two city kids playing on a rural property got us.

If we had more knowledge about farm animals, we definitely would have been out there getting more. The area around the cabin was quite large, and we could have put fencing up to separate certain animals, but what did we know about that stuff? Fruits and vegetables? Easy shit. Animals? Not so much.

The skillet sizzled on the stove, the smell of eggs and bacon filling the cabin as Abby flipped the food with a spatula. I poured myself a cup of coffee, the steam curling into the cool morning air. She glanced at me, her expression serious, her dark hair pulled back into a loose bun. “I’m telling you, it sounded like… moaning. Or something. It was faint, but it definitely wasn’t the wind or some animal.”

I raised an eyebrow, taking a sip of my coffee. “Like, a person? Or—”

“Or something else,” she cut in, her voice low. “You know what I mean. A zombie.”

I sighed, setting my cup down. “I didn’t hear anything, Abby. If it was something, I would have heard it. I always heard everything. You know that.”

She frowned, flipping the eggs harder than necessary. “Then maybe it’s a good thing I didn’t sleep last night. Maybe I heard something you didn’t.”

I crossed my arms, leaning against the counter. “Or maybe you were just spooked because of everything that happened. We had been out here for months now, and we hadn’t seen a single one of those… things in months, since we went out for the deer. Maybe it was just your mind playing tricks on you.”

Abby turned off the stove, the sudden silence heavy. She turned to face me, her arms crossed. “You really think I’m just imagining it? After everything we’ve been through? I don’t think so.”

I hesitated. She had a point. We had seen some unimaginable things before we ended up here, in this isolated cabin on the edge of a vast, overgrown forest. But since then, nothing. No signs of life, human or otherwise. Just the occasional deer, birds, and the damn rooster that seemed to have a personal vendetta against Abby.

“Fine,” I said finally. “If it’ll make you feel better, we’ll go check it out. But if we don’t find anything, you’re making dinner tonight.”

She smirked, turning back to dish out the eggs. “Deal.”

We finished breakfast quickly, the tension between us palpable. Abby was already dressed in her worn jeans and a flannel shirt, her dark eyes sharp with determination. I grabbed the rifle from the corner, the familiar weight of it a comfort. “Let’s go,” I said, gesturing toward the door.

The morning air was crisp, the sun still low on the horizon. The forest loomed before us, the trees casting long, eerie shadows on the ground. I could see the faint mist hovering above the underbrush, the world still waking up. Abby walked beside me, her boots crunching on the leaves. The silence was oppressive, the only sound the rustling of small animals and the occasional call of a bird.

As we stepped into the forest, the trees seemed to close in around us. I could feel the weight of Abby’s gaze on me, but I kept my focus on the path ahead. She had described the sound as coming from deeper in the woods, somewhere past the clearing where we had set up a small garden. I knew the place she meant—thick with brambles and tall, ancient trees that seemed to lean in, as if listening.

We walked for what felt like twenty minutes, the forest growing denser. The air was cool, the scent of damp earth and decaying leaves filling my lungs. I could feel the hairs on the back of my neck standing on end, a primal sense of unease settling in. Abby walked ahead of me now, her steps cautious, her hand on the knife she had strapped to her belt.

“Here,” she said quietly, stopping at the edge of a small clearing. “I think it was somewhere around here.”

I scanned the area, my eyes narrowing. The clearing was empty, the ground undisturbed. No signs of footprints, no broken branches. Just the quiet, stillness of the forest. I turned to Abby, who was watching me intently.

“Nothing,” I said finally. “There’s nothing here.”

She frowned, her eyes scanning the area as if she expected something to jump out at us. “Are you sure? Maybe we should check further.”

I sighed, shaking my head. “Abby, we’ve been out here for hours. There’s nothing. Maybe you really did hear something, but it’s gone now. Or maybe it was just the wind.”

She looked at me, her expression unreadable. For a moment, I thought she was going to argue, but then she just nodded. “Fine. But if I hear it again, we’re coming back out here. And next time, you’re the one making dinner.”

I smirked, shouldering the rifle. “Deal.”

As we turned to head back to the cabin, the silence between us was uneasy. I couldn’t shake the feeling that we were being watched, that unblinking eyes were trained on us from the shadows. But every time I glanced around, there was nothing. Just the trees, the mist, and the oppressive stillness of the forest.

By the time we made it back to the cabin, the sun was high in the sky, and the rooster was crowing once again.


Twenty Six

Abby
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Ilay there, my body glistening under the soft glow of the bedside lamp, every inch of my skin exposed. My heart raced with anticipation as I awaited Jake’s arrival.

My long, dark hair cascaded over the pillow, framing my face, and my eyes sparkled with a mischievous glint. I positioned myself in the center of the bed, my legs spread invitingly, showcasing my most intimate parts. The cool air caressed my naked body, sending shivers down my spine, but it was a mere preview of the sensations I knew were to come.

As I waited, I ran my hands over my curves, teasing myself, imagining it was Jake’s touch. My fingers traced the outline of my breasts, feeling the weight of them, the softness of my skin. I pinched my nipples gently, causing a sharp intake of breath. They were already hardening, eager for his mouth, his touch. I wanted to be ready for him, to show him how much I craved his attention.

The minutes ticked by, each one feeling like an eternity. I could hear the faint sounds of Jake moving around in the other room, getting ready for bed. I wondered if he had any idea what awaited him, or if he would be as surprised as I hoped. The thought of his reaction made my core clench with anticipation.

Finally, the door opened, and Jake stepped into the bedroom. His eyes immediately locked onto mine, and I saw a mixture of emotions flash across his face—surprise, desire, and a hint of shyness. It was adorable, considering we had shared so many intimate moments together.

“Abby,” he whispered, his voice hoarse with longing. “You look… beautiful.”

I smiled, feeling empowered by his reaction. “Come here, Jake,” I said, my voice low and sultry. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

He approached the bed, his eyes never leaving my body. I could see the bulge in his pants, a clear indication of his arousal. He was a tall, handsome man, with strong features and a body that I adored. I loved the way he filled the room with his presence, and right now, I wanted him to fill me.

Jake sat on the edge of the bed, his hands resting on his thighs, as if unsure of what to do next. I giggled softly, enjoying the power I held over him in this moment.

“You don’t need to be nervous, Jake,” I reassured him. “I want you to touch me, explore me. I’m all yours tonight.”

My words seemed to snap him out of his trance. He leaned forward, his hands reaching for me, but I stopped him, placing my fingers over his.

“Not so fast,” I whispered. “Let’s take our time. I want to savor every moment.”

I guided his hands to my hips, letting him feel the warmth of my skin. His touch sent tingles through my body, and I arched my back slightly, offering myself to him. Jake’s hands were strong and gentle at the same time, and he slowly began to caress my sides, his thumbs brushing against the undersides of my breasts.

“You feel so soft,” he murmured, his breath hot against my neck. “I love touching you, Abby.”

I let out a soft moan, encouraging him to continue. His hands moved upwards, finally cupping my breasts, his thumbs and forefingers gently rolling my nipples. I arched into his touch, my back lifting off the bed, offering him better access.

“That’s it, Jake,” I breathed. “Play with them, squeeze them. They’re so sensitive right now.”

He complied eagerly, his touch becoming more confident. His fingers tugged and teased, sending waves of pleasure through my body. I ran my hands through his hair, pulling him closer, urging him to take one of my nipples into his mouth.

Jake’s lips closed around my aching peak, and he suckled gently, his tongue swirling around the sensitive bud. I gasped, my fingers tightening in his hair. His mouth felt incredible, and I wanted more.

“Oh, yes, Jake,” I moaned. “Suck them, bite them gently. They’re all yours.”

He moved from one breast to the other, lavishing attention on each, while his hands explored my body further. His fingers trailed down my stomach, dipping lower, teasing the edges of my damp curls. I squirmed, eager for his touch between my legs.

“Please, Jake,” I begged, my voice thick with desire. “Touch me there. I need you.”

He didn’t need any more encouragement. His fingers found my wetness, sliding easily through my folds, collecting my arousal. I was soaking wet, my body more than ready for him. Jake’s touch was electric, his fingers stroking and circling my clit, sending sparks of pleasure through my core.

“You’re so wet, Abby,” he groaned, his voice strained. “I love how much you want me.”

I bucked my hips, urging him to go deeper, to find that spot that would send me over the edge. His fingers obliged, slipping inside my tight channel, filling me as he continued to work my clit with his thumb.

“Oh, Jake, yes!” I cried out, my body trembling. “Right there. Don’t stop!”

He didn’t, his fingers working in perfect rhythm, driving me closer and closer to the precipice of pleasure. My breath came in short gasps, my body coiling tighter and tighter until, with one final, relentless stroke, I shattered.

My orgasm ripped through me, causing my body to convulse and my cries to fill the room. Jake’s name was on my lips as I rode the waves of pleasure, my body trembling in his hands.

“Oh, Jake,” I panted, my eyes fluttering open to find him watching me with a mixture of awe and satisfaction. “That was incredible.”

He smiled, his eyes dark with desire. “We’re not done yet, Abby. Not even close.”

With that, he leaned down, his lips capturing mine in a searing kiss. His tongue plunged into my mouth, mimicking the rhythm of his fingers moments before. I responded eagerly, my hands roaming over his body, desperate to feel every inch of him.

Jake broke the kiss, his breath ragged. “I want to taste you, Abby. I want to feel you climax on my tongue.”

I shivered at the thought, my body already sensitive from my orgasm, but eager for more. I spread my legs wider, a silent invitation for him to explore.

Jake positioned himself between my thighs, his breath warm against my damp skin. He kissed the inside of my thighs, his stubble tickling me, before finally reaching my core.

His tongue flicked out, tasting me, and I let out a soft cry, my hands gripping the sheets. He licked me slowly, savoring my essence, before delving his tongue deep inside me. I bucked my hips, meeting his tongue, my body already climbing towards another peak.

“Oh, Jake, yes!” I cried out, my voice hoarse. “Your mouth feels so good. Don’t stop, please.”

He didn’t, his tongue working its magic, lapping at my clit, sucking on my sensitive bud, driving me wild. I was close, so close, and I wanted him to take me over the edge again.

“I’m going to come, Jake,” I warned, my voice pleading. “Make me come with your mouth.”

He increased his efforts, his tongue relentless, his fingers joining in, rubbing and stroking my sensitive flesh. I could feel my orgasm building, an intense pressure coiling within me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I cried out, my body arching off the bed, my hands clutching at his hair.

And then, I exploded. My release washed over me in powerful waves, my body trembling uncontrollably as I cried out his name. Jake continued to lap at my quivering flesh, drawing out every last drop of pleasure.

As my orgasm subsided, I lay there, boneless and sated, my breath coming in shallow pants. Jake moved up my body, his lips finding mine in a tender kiss.

“You’re incredible, Abby,” he whispered, his voice filled with admiration. “I want to make you feel even more.”

I smiled, my body still buzzing with pleasure. “I can’t wait, Jake. Take me, please.”

He positioned himself between my legs, his hardness pressing against my entrance. I was more than ready, my body craving the feel of him inside me. With one smooth thrust, he filled me, his length stretching and satisfying me in a way only he could.

“Oh, Jake,” I moaned, my eyes fluttering closed as he began to move, his hips thrusting in a slow, steady rhythm. “That’s it, baby. Fill me, take me.”

He picked up the pace, his movements becoming more urgent, his breath coming in short gasps. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, urging him to take me harder.

“Yes, Jake, fuck me,” I demanded, my voice thick with desire. “Fuck me like you mean it.”

He obliged, his hips slamming into mine, his cock pounding into my core. The bed creaked with the force of our passion, and I cried out with each powerful thrust, my body meeting his with equal fervor.

“You feel so good, Abby,” he grunted, his face contorted with pleasure. “So tight, so wet. I love being inside you.”

His words spurred me on, and I matched his intensity, my nails digging into his back, urging him to go even deeper. Our bodies moved as one, a perfect symphony of pleasure, each thrust bringing us closer to the brink.

“I’m close, Abby,” he groaned, his voice strained. “So close. I want to come with you.”

I could feel my own climax building, a familiar tension coiling within me. I wanted to share this moment with him, to climax together, our bodies entwined.

“Yes, Jake,” I panted. “Come with me. Fill me, baby.”

With one final, powerful thrust, we both tumbled over the edge. I cried out his name as my body convulsed around him, my release milking his cock. Jake’s breath caught in his throat as he emptied himself inside me, his body shuddering with release.

We lay there, entangled in each other’s arms, our hearts racing and our bodies glistening with sweat. I smiled, feeling utterly content and satisfied.

“That was amazing, Jake,” I whispered, running my fingers through his hair. “I love you.”

He kissed me softly, his eyes filled with love and desire. “I love you too, Abby.”
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Iwas still mostly asleep when I first heard the moaning coming from outside. Abby lay next to me, snoring slightly when I heard it again. The sun hadn’t even risen yet, but the light was starting to come through the windows of the cabin.

Daisy perked her head up and I know I wasn’t imagining it.

“Abby, wake up,” I whispered as I shook her awake.

“What’s going on?” Abby said sleepily.

“Get dressed. You were right about the moaning.”

“I fucking knew it. I told you, Jake,” she hissed at me as we both quickly got dressed.

I grabbed a couple of the guns I kept near the front door for this very reason as Abby did the same.

Daisy was pacing and panting at the front door, a sign that she could hear zombies nearby.

Fuck no.

The first light of dawn cast long shadows across the clearing as I stepped out onto the porch, the cool morning air biting at my face. Abby followed close behind, her breath visible as she muttered under her breath. Daisy stayed glued to my side, her ears flat against her head, her eyes fixed on the trees. The moaning had grown louder, a low, guttural chorus that seemed to vibrate in my bones. I tightened my grip on the rifle in my hands, my heart pounding in my chest.

At first, it looked like the moat was doing its job.

The dry, cracked earth beneath their feet gave way with each step, and their legs snapped like twigs under their own weight. The sound was sickening—a brittle crunch that made Abby cover her mouth. Some of them collapsed, their bodies twitching feebly as they tried to crawl forward. But others, somehow, managed to drag themselves out of the moat, their shattered legs leaving trails of blood and dirt in the dust.

“Get ready,” I muttered, lifting my rifle to my shoulder. I had always hoped the moat would be enough, but now I wasn’t so sure. Abby nodded beside me, her own gun at the ready. Daisy let out a sharp bark, as if she too knew what was coming.

The first zombie to make it past the moat was a woman, or what had once been a woman. Her face was bloated and blackened, one eye missing, the other cloudy with death. She lunged forward with a guttural snarl, her arms outstretched. I aimed carefully and fired, the shot ringing out crisp and clean. Her head snapped back, and she crumpled to the ground.

Another followed, a man in a tattered suit, his jacket hanging off his shoulders like a sack. He moved faster than the others, his moans sharper, almost like a scream. Abby took him down with a precise shot to the temple, and he collapsed mid-stride. Daisy darted forward, barking furiously, as if to chase away any others who dared to come closer.

Soon, the zombies that had made it past the moat had all been dealt with.

But then I saw them. Beyond the moat, beyond the edge of the forest, the trees seemed to shift and ripple like a living thing. The dark shapes moving through the underbrush weren’t just a handful—there were dozens, then scores, then hundreds. My breath caught in my throat as the first of them emerged fully into the clearing. They moved with that same, unnatural shuffle, their eyes milky and unblinking, their mouths hanging open in ragged, gaping wounds. The moaning grew louder, a deafening swarm of sound that filled the air.

“Oh God,” Abby whispered beside me, her voice trembling despite her efforts to keep it steady. “There’s so many of them.”

I didn’t answer. I just stood there, frozen, as the sheer number of them washed over me like a cold wave. The moat had slowed the first wave, but these new ones—hundreds of them—wouldn’t be so easily stopped. They poured out of the forest like a plague, their numbers seemingly endless. I could see the trees swaying behind them, branches breaking as more pushed through. The light was growing now, painting the horror in stark, unforgiving detail.

“Jake,” Abby said, her voice sharp, snapping me out of the stunned silence. “We need to do something. We can’t just stand here.”

I nodded, though my mind raced. The cabin was sturdy, reinforced with steel and concrete, but I knew it wouldn’t hold forever. Not against this many. I glanced at the moat again, watching as the first wave of zombies struggled and fell, but the new horde was already beginning to circle, their mindless shamble carrying them along the edge of the water. Some of them would find the shallow points, the places where the moat wasn’t as deep. And then they’d keep coming.

“We need to hold the line,” I said, my voice low and even, though my heart was screaming. “We can’t let them get past the moat. Not yet.”

Abby nodded, her jaw set, and raised her own rifle. “We can take out as many as we can from here. Daisy, stay close.”

Daisy whined softly but stayed pressed against my leg as I stepped off the porch and into the grass. The ground was damp with morning dew, and the chill of it seeped into my boots as I moved toward the moat. Abby followed, her movements precise, her eyes locked on the advancing horde.

The first shot rang out sharp and clear, Abby taking down a zombie that had made it halfway across the moat. The sound echoed across the clearing, and for a moment, the moaning seemed to falter. But then it picked up again, louder, angrier, as if the zombies had smelled blood.

I aimed my own rifle, squeezing the trigger with practiced precision. One by one, we picked them off, the bodies falling into the water or onto the grass. But for every one we hit, two more seemed to take its place. The moat was becoming clogged with corpses, the water murky and dark, but the zombies kept coming, their relentless shuffle undeterred by the bodies of their own kind.

“Jake, we can’t keep this up,” Abby said, her voice strained. “There’s too many of them. We need a better plan.”

I didn’t have one. Not yet. All I could do was keep shooting, keep trying to hold back the tide. But deep down, I knew it wouldn’t be enough. The moat would slow them, but it wouldn’t stop them. Not forever.

As the sun rose higher in the sky, casting the clearing in a harsh, unforgiving light, I couldn’t shake the feeling that we were staring into the face of something unstoppable. The moat had bought us time, but time was running out. And when it did, I had no idea what we’d do next.

The air was thick with the stench of rot and gunpowder, the echo of rifle fire ringing in my ears. Abby’s voice cut through the chaos, sharp and urgent. “Jake, we can’t keep this up!” she shouted, her hands shaking as she reloads her own rifle. “There’s too many of them! We need to get out of here, now!”

I nodded, the realization hitting me like a sledgehammer. The moat had slowed them, but it wouldn’t hold forever. Already, I could see the first of them beginning to crawl over the piled bodies, their grotesque forms writhing like some nightmarish tide. The water was a churning mess of blood and decay, and still they came.

“Inside!” I barked, grabbing Abby’s arm and pulling her toward the cabin. Daisy, our scruffy terrier, darted ahead of us, her eyes wild with fear. The door slammed shut behind us, and I leaned against it for a heartbeat, my chest heaving.

“Grab what you can, Jake,” Abby urged, her voice urgent as she sprang into action. She flung open the creaky pantry door, revealing shelves lined with supplies. Her hands moved swiftly as she hauled out a few hefty bags, already bulging with MREs and a variety of canned goods. Catching my puzzled glance, she gave a quick, knowing shrug. “After yesterday’s scare, I packed this bag. I had a hunch we’d need it.” Her foresight was evident, and I gave a brief nod of acknowledgment before dashing towards the back hallway. There, our go bags lay in wait, meticulously packed for just such an occasion. The cabin’s rustic charms were a blur as we hurriedly regrouped at the front door, our entire stop taking less than two minutes.

Daisy was barking frantically, her nails skittering against the floor as she danced between us, as if urging us to hurry. “Go!” I shouted, grabbing the bag sand throwing the door open.

The clearing was a nightmare. The moat was breached now, zombies spilling across the grass in a grotesque flood. They were everywhere, their guttural moans filling the air. Abby grabbed my hand, and we sprinted toward the truck, parked at the edge of the clearing. Daisy shot ahead, darting between the shambling figures with a desperate yelp.

I could feel their cold, dead eyes on us as we ran, their arms outstretched. One hand Brushed against my shoulder, and I spun, swinging my rifle like a club. The crack of the stock against a zombie’s skull was sickening, but there was no time to flinch. Abby was already yanking open the passenger door, Daisy leaping in beside her with a terrified whine.

I skidded to a stop beside the driver’s side, my heart pounding in my ears. The keys were already in the ignition, a habit I’d developed since the world went to hell. The engine roared to life as I slammed the door shut behind me, locking it with a satisfying click.

“Go, go, go!” Abby screamed, her face pale as she clung to Daisy.

The tires kicked up dirt and gravel as I floored it, the truck surging forward. Behind us, the cabin was already being overrun, the zombies pouring into the clearing like a dark, animate flood. The moat was nothing but a memory now, a failed barricade in the face of an unstoppable horde.

I didn’t dare look in the rearview mirror. I knew what I’d see—endless bodies, stretching back to the trees, their arms raised as if pleading for us to come back. But we weren’t coming back. Not ever.

The road ahead was a blur of pine trees and dappled sunlight, the world beyond the clearing eerily quiet. I drove faster, the speedometer climbing as the cabin disappeared behind us. The radio crackled in Abby’s lap, and she fiddled with the dials, searching for any signal. But there was nothing. Just static.

“Where are we going?” she asked finally, her voice trembling.

I glanced at her, her face streaked with sweat and dirt, her eyes wide with fear. Daisy nuzzled her hand, whimpering softly. “Somewhere safe,” I said, though I had no idea where that might be.

The world outside the truck’s windows was a desolate wasteland, the once-green fields overgrown and wild, the houses abandoned. But I kept driving, the gas gauge ticking lower with every mile. Somewhere, there had to be a place where the dead didn’t walk, where the living still held on.

As the sun dipped lower in the sky, casting long shadows across the road, I tightened my grip on the wheel. We’d find it, or we’d die trying. There was no other option.

And so we drove, the truck’s tires humming against the asphalt, the darkness gathering beyond the horizon like an old, familiar enemy.
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The highway stretched before us like a worn ribbon, frayed at the edges and spotted with the remnants of a world that had fallen apart. The sun was rising now, casting a pale golden light over the desolate landscape. To our left, the mountains loomed, their peaks still capped with a dusting of snow that glistened like diamonds in the morning light. But we didn’t dare look back. The cabin was gone, overtaken by the relentless tide of the dead. I could still hear the sound of shattering glass and the low, guttural moans that had chased us into the dawn.

Our car, a battered old sedan with a cracked windshield and a missing rear bumper, coughed and sputtered as I pushed it harder. The gas gauge was perilously low, but I didn’t dare stop. Not yet. Not until we were sure we’d left the worst of it behind. Abby sat in the passenger seat, her rifle laid across her lap, her eyes fixed on the horizon. She hadn’t spoken since we’d fled the cabin, but I could see the tension in her shoulders, the way her fingers tightened around the barrel of the gun every time we passed a abandoned car or a shadow that moved too quickly.

The highway was eerily quiet, save for the occasional rustle of wind through the skeletal remains of trees and the creak of our car’s overworked engine. Every so often, we’d pass a carcass of a car, some overturned, others simply abandoned with doors hanging open like empty mouths. I wondered what stories they told, what last moments they had witnessed. But there was no time for curiosity. The dead didn’t care about stories. They only cared about one thing—flesh.

Abby shifted in her seat, her eyes flicking to the rearview mirror. I followed her gaze. For a moment, I thought I saw something—a dark shape on the road behind us, perhaps the first of many. But then it was gone, just a trick of the light. I didn’t say anything. Neither did she. We both knew what it meant. They were coming. They always came.

I pressed the accelerator a little harder, and the car groaned in protest. The speedometer climbed past sixty, then seventy, the needle trembling as if it too were afraid of what might be behind us. The Army base was still hours away, and I knew the roads wouldn’t stay clear forever. Sooner or later, we’d hit a barricade, or worse—a herd. But I pushed the thought aside. We had to keep moving. I didn’t want to know where those zombies came from and what else may lurk in the depths of the forests around here.

The engine wheezed again, a sharp, metallic cough that made Abby’s head snap toward me. I gripped the steering wheel tighter, my knuckles white. “It’s fine,” I lied, though the gauges told a different story. The temperature needle was climbing, and the gas light had been on for miles. We couldn’t afford to stop, not even for a moment. The dead didn’t rest, and neither could we.

Abby turned her face back to the window, her jaw set. She didn’t believe me, and I didn’t blame her. We both knew the truth—the car was on its last legs, just like everything else in this shattered world. But what choice did we have? We had to keep moving, had to keep hoping.

The road ahead twisted, curving sharply into a stand of bare, gnarled trees. Their branches clawed at the sky like skeletal fingers, and for a moment, I thought I saw something moving in the shadows beneath them. I slowed, my heart pounding, but there was nothing. Just the wind rustling through the dry leaves. I told myself it was just my imagination, but the weight of Abby’s gaze told me she’d seen it too.

“Keep your eyes on the road,” she said finally, her voice low and tight. “We don’t have time for ghosts.”

I nodded, though she couldn’t see me. The rearview mirror caught my eye again, and this time, I was sure—I saw a plume of dust rising in the distance, faint but unmistakable. My stomach twisted. They were out there. Whatever was behind us, it was coming.

I pressed the accelerator again, and the car lurched forward, the tires skidding slightly on the cracked asphalt. Abby braced herself against the dashboard, her rifle clattering against the door. “Easy,” she warned. “You’ll blow the engine.”

I didn’t answer. The speedometer climbed past eighty now, the needle shuddering as if it might snap loose at any moment. The world blurred around us, a streak of gray and brown and the occasional flash of rusted metal. Every mile marker we passed was a small victory, but I knew it wouldn’t be enough. The dead were relentless, and they never tired.

The horizon stretched out before us, a bleak and unbroken line of nothingness. And somewhere beyond it, if we were lucky, was the Army base. Safety. Shelter. A place to breathe. But I didn’t let myself hope. Hope was dangerous. It made you slow, made you careless. And in this world, carelessness got you killed.

The car sputtered again, harder this time. I cursed under my breath and eased off the gas, coasting for a moment before pressing on. Abby’s eyes met mine, a flicker of fear in their depths. She didn’t have to say it. We both knew—the truck was dying and we still hadn’t reached our destination.

The engine coughed again, a wet, gurgling sound, and I knew we were running on fumes. The speedometer needle dropped, and the world around us seemed to slow with it. Abby’s hand tightened on the rifle, her knuckles pale against the door. “How much farther?” she asked, her voice low and tight.

I glanced at the gas gauge, the needle trembling in the red. “Not far enough,” I muttered. The truck sputtered once more, and then, with a final, defeated wheeze, it died. The silence was oppressive, a heavy blanket that smothered the world. I coasted to the side of the road, the tires crunching on the gravel shoulder. For a moment, no one spoke. Then Abby cursed softly and pushed open her door, stepping out into the cool evening air.

I followed, slamming my door shut and leaning against the truck. The road stretched out in both directions, empty and unbroken. To the west, the sun was setting, painting the sky in hues of orange and purple, but there was no beauty in it. Not anymore. Beauty was a luxury we couldn’t afford.

“We’ll have to walk,” I said, popping the gas cap and peering inside. It was dry, not even a drop left to siphon. I slammed it shut and turned to Abby. “Grab your bag. We don’t know how far we’ll have to go.”

She nodded, her face set in a grim mask. We both knew the risks. The dead could be anywhere, and night was falling. But there was no choice. We slung our bags over our shoulders, the weight of food, water, and ammo digging into our backs. I checked the pistol at my hip, the familiar reassuring weight of it a small comfort. Abby shouldered her rifle, her eyes scanning the horizon.

We started walking, our footsteps echoing in the stillness. The air was cold, a sharp bite that stung my lungs. Dusk was falling fast, the shadows stretching out like skeletal fingers across the ground. We didn’t talk, our breath visible in the chill air. Every sound made us tense—snaps of twigs, the rustle of leaves, the distant howl of wind. But there was nothing else. Not yet.

As the last of the light faded, a dark shape loomed ahead. At first, I thought it was a building, and my heart quickened. Then, as we drew closer, I saw it for what it was—an old gas station, its sign creaking in the wind. The words “Sam’s Service” were faded but still legible, and below them, “Open 24/7.” It wasn’t open now. The windows were shattered, the pumps rusted and dry. But it was shelter, and that was all that mattered.

We approached cautiously, our weapons at the ready. Abby circled around the back while I covered the front, my pistol gripped tightly. The door hung crookedly on its hinges, creaking when I pushed it open. Inside, the air was stale and musty, filled with the scent of decay. I fumbled in my bag for a flashlight and turned it on, the weak beam illuminating the cluttered space. Old shelves stood bare, their contents scattered across the floor. A counter stretched along one wall, its register broken and empty. In the back, a small bathroom door hung open, revealing a toilet and a sink, both cracked and stained.

“It’s clear,” I called out, my voice echoing off the walls. Abby joined me a moment later, her rifle still at the ready. She nodded, her breath coming in short gasps, and lowered her weapon. For a moment, we just stood there, the weight of the day pressing down on us.

“Do you think it’s safe?” she asked finally, her voice barely above a whisper.

I hesitated. “As safe as anywhere else,” I said. “We’ll keep watch. Take turns. If anything comes, we’ll hear it.”

She nodded, though her eyes were still wary. We moved to the back of the station, away from the broken windows and the vulnerable front door. The floor was littered with debris, but we cleared a small space, sitting down with our backs to the wall. The silence between us was heavy, filled with unspoken fears and exhaustion.

I pulled out a bottle of water and took a small sip, then handed it to Abby. She drank deeply, her throat moving as she swallowed. “How much longer do you think we’ll have to walk?” she asked, her voice a little stronger now.

I shook my head. “I don’t know. Could be miles. Could be days. But we’ll get there.”

She looked at me, her eyes searching. “What if it’s not there? What if the base is gone?”

“Then we’ll find somewhere else,” I said, though the words felt hollow even as I spoke them. We both knew the truth—there might be nowhere left to go. But saying it out loud would only make it harder to keep moving. And right now, we needed to keep moving.

Abby nodded, though I could see the doubt in her eyes.

I sat up, my eyes on the door. The flashlight’s beam was weak, casting long shadows across the room. Outside, the wind howled, and the old sign creaked and groaned. It sounded almost like a voice, a mournful cry in the darkness. I shivered despite myself, my hand resting on the pistol at my hip.

We needed to rest, just for a few hours, and then we’d keep moving. The Army base was out there, and as long as we kept walking, there was a chance. A small chance, but it was all we had. And in this world, sometimes that was enough.

For now, the gas station would have to do.

The dim light of the flashlight flickered, casting shadows on the walls as I rummaged through my pack for an MRE. The crinkle of the plastic pouch was loud in the stillness of the gas station. Abby opened one eye, then the other, and sat up slowly, her movements stiff from the long day of walking. She reached into her own pack and pulled out an MRE, her fingers trembling slightly as she tore it open.

I pulled out the heater and activated it, the faint hiss of chemicals as it warmed up filling the air. The smell of processed beef and gravy wafted through the small room, a strange comfort in the desolation around us. Outside, the wind moaned through the broken windows like a chorus of restless spirits, but inside, for this moment, we had a fragile sense of safety.

Daisy sat up from where she’d been lying in the corner, her ears perking at the sound of food. She’d been a stray we’d picked up a few weeks ago, and now she was as much a part of our little group as the packs on our backs. I tossed her a piece of dry dog food from the bag we’d scavenged earlier, and she caught it mid-air, her tail wagging softly before she lay back down, her brown eyes watching us.

Abby leaned against the wall, her shoulders hunched as she ate mechanically, her gaze fixed on some point beyond the flashlight’s beam. I didn’t blame her. It was easier not to think about what we’d lost, about what might come next. But I couldn’t help it. My mind wandered to the maps we’d found, to the possibility of the Army base still standing. If it was there—if it was safe—we might have a chance. But if it wasn’t…

I pushed the thought away and focused on the warmth of the MRE in my hands. The food was bland, but it was better than going hungry. We finished in silence, the only sound the occasional clink of utensils against the plastic trays and the creak of the old building shifting in the wind.

After we ate, I got to my feet, my joints aching from the day’s trek. Abby watched me, her expression unreadable. “I’ll check the back,” I said, grabbing the flashlight and heading toward the storeroom. The beam of light bounced off the shelves, casting eerie shadows on the walls. The air back there was thick with dust and the faint smell of mildew. I checked the door, making sure it was secure, then peered through the grimy window into the parking lot. Nothing moved outside but the wind-blown debris.

When I returned, Abby had already unrolled the sleeping bags and laid them out side by side, her pack pushed into the corner as a makeshift barrier. Daisy had curled up at the foot of mine, her eyes closing as she let out a soft sigh. I zipped the sleeping bags together so that we could sleep together like we always did. I don’t think I could sleep without her in my arms.

I sat down beside her, pulling the pistol from my holster and placing it within easy reach. “Let’s try to sleep,” I said quietly.

She nodded, though I could tell she was as restless as I was. The silence between us stretched, heavy with unspoken fears and questions. Finally, she broke it. “You think we’ll make it, don’t you?”

I hesitated, unsure of the right answer. The truth was, I didn’t know. But I couldn’t say that. “We’ll keep moving,” I said instead. “That’s all we can do.”

We got into the sleeping bags and I gathered her into my arms, pressing a kiss on the top of her head.

I must’ve fallen asleep because sometime later I was awoken by Abby saying my name.
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“Jake,” she whispered, her voice like a gentle breeze caressing my ear. “Are you awake?”

“Yeah,” I replied, my voice hoarse with desire. “How could I sleep with you so close?”

Abby giggled, her breath tickling my skin. “You’re such a romantic, you know that?”

I turned towards her, my eyes adjusting to the dim light of the campfire. Her face, illuminated by the dancing flames, was a vision of beauty. Her emerald eyes sparkled with mischief, and her lips, full and inviting, curved into a seductive smile. I reached out, tracing my finger along her jawline, relishing the softness of her skin.

“You’re so beautiful, Abby,” I murmured, my voice thick with emotion. “Especially in this light. It’s like the fire is bringing out your inner glow.”

She blushed, her cheeks turning a delightful shade of pink. “You’re not so bad yourself, Jake. I’ve always loved the way the firelight dances in your eyes.”

I pulled her closer, our bodies intertwining. The warmth of her skin against mine was intoxicating. I could feel her heart racing, matching the pace of my own. Our lips met in a tender kiss, a gentle exploration of each other’s mouths. Her taste was familiar yet exciting, like a favorite wine that never lost its allure.

As our kiss deepened, my hands roamed over her body, mapping her curves with eager fingers. I slipped my hand under her shirt, my fingertips brushing against the lace of her bra. Abby’s breath hitched, and she arched her back slightly, a silent invitation for me to continue. I obliged, unhooking her bra with practiced ease and sliding it off her shoulders.

Her breasts, full and perfect, were a sight to behold. The firelight played across her skin, casting a golden glow on her nipples, which stood erect in anticipation. I lowered my head, taking one taut peak into my mouth, and suckled gently, eliciting a soft moan from Abby’s lips.

“Oh, Jake,” she whispered, her hands threading through my hair. “You know exactly what I like.”

I smiled against her skin, my desire for her growing with every touch. I wanted to savor this moment, to make her feel as cherished as she made me feel. My hands traveled down her body, tracing the curve of her waist, the swell of her hips, before slipping beneath the waistband of her pants.

Abby’s breath quickened as I teased her, my fingers dancing along the elastic of her underwear. With a swift motion, I slid them down her legs, baring her to me. She was wet, her arousal evident, and I couldn’t resist the urge to touch her, to feel her heat.

My fingers delved into her slick folds, eliciting a gasp from Abby. I stroked her, slowly at first, then faster as her hips began to move in rhythm with my hand. Her moans filled the night air, a sweet melody that only I could hear.

“Jake, please,” she pleaded, her voice thick with need. “I want you inside me.”

I couldn’t deny her, not when I wanted her just as desperately. I positioned myself between her legs, my cock throbbing with anticipation. I teased her entrance, rubbing the head of my shaft against her wetness, savoring the way she clenched around me, inviting me in.

With one smooth thrust, I was buried deep within her. Abby’s eyes widened, and she gasped, her hands gripping my shoulders as if to anchor herself to me. I held still, reveling in the sensation of being one with her, our bodies fitting together perfectly.

“Move, Jake,” she whispered, her voice breathless. “Please.”

I began to move, slowly at first, then building a steady rhythm. Our bodies moved in sync, each thrust eliciting a chorus of moans and gasps from Abby. I loved the way she responded to me, the way her body welcomed mine with such eagerness.

“You feel so good, Abby,” I groaned, my voice raw with desire. “So tight around me.”

She arched her back, her breasts swaying with each thrust. “Yes, Jake, yes! Don’t hold back.”

I couldn’t have held back even if I wanted to. The sight of her, the feel of her, was driving me wild. I thrust harder, faster, my body taking over as pleasure consumed me. Abby’s fingers dug into my shoulders, her nails leaving marks on my skin, but I didn’t care. I wanted to leave my mark on her, to brand her as mine.

Our breathing became ragged, our movements frenzied as we raced towards the pinnacle of pleasure. Abby’s inner muscles clenched around me, milking my cock as she climaxed, her body shaking with the force of her orgasm. The sensation was too much for me to bear, and I followed her over the edge, my release flooding her core.

We lay entangled in each other’s arms, our hearts pounding in unison. I kissed her forehead, her cheeks, her lips, savoring the taste of her, the feel of her soft skin against mine.

“I love you, Abby,” I whispered, my voice hoarse with emotion. “Always remember that.”

She smiled, her eyes sparkling with unshed tears. “I love you too, Jake. No matter what happens, we’ll always have each other.”


Thirty

Abby
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The next morning, we stirred before dawn, the hard ground beneath us causing me to groan. I was still naked from last night and it was a bit chilly, sending a shiver down my spine.

Jake was still sleeping next to me so I leaned down to kiss him good morning.

“Mmm,” he said as he captured my mouth, deepening the kiss. “That’s a great way to wake up.”

I laughed and swatted at him, getting up so I could get dressed.

Daisy lay quietly near the door. Since she didn’t go crazy last night and we didn’t wake up, I assumed that there were no zombies around.

We quickly packed up what little we had and started back down the highway. The sky was still a deep indigo, the stars beginning to fade as the first hints of dawn crept over the horizon. The air was cool, carrying the faint scent of pine and the distant, acrid tang of smoke. I could hear the occasional hoot of an owl and the rustle of leaves in the gentle morning breeze. It almost felt peaceful, like the world hadn’t been torn apart at all.

But then Daisy’s ears perked up, and she let out a low, warning growl.

“Shh,” Jake whispered, placing a hand on her head. “What is it, girl?”

I strained my ears, trying to pick up whatever she’d heard. At first, there was nothing, just the normal sounds of the early morning. Then, faintly, the sound of shuffling footsteps echoed through the stillness.

“Get behind me,” Jake whispered, pushing me back as he readied his machete.

I gripped my baseball bat tightly, my heart pounding in my chest. Daisy’s growl grew louder, more insistent, and she barked sharply as a figure emerged from the darkness.

It was a woman, or at least, it had been a woman. Now, she was a zombie, her clothes tattered and stained, her skin gray and decaying. Her eyes were milky white, and her mouth was open, revealing jagged, bloodstained teeth. She moaned, a guttural, unnatural sound, and lurched toward us.

Jake swung his machete in a sharp arc, and the blade bit deep into her skull. She crumpled to the ground, motionless, and an eerie silence fell over us once more.

“Close,” Jake muttered, wiping the sweat from his brow. “Too close.”

I nodded, trying to calm my racing heart. Daisy was still on high alert, her hackles raised, but she seemed to relax a little as the minutes passed without further incident.

As the sun rose higher in the sky, painting the horizon in hues of gold and pink, we continued on our way. The highway stretched out before us, a long, empty ribbon of asphalt. The world seemed desolate, abandoned, but every now and then, we’d see signs of life—birds flitting through the trees, a rabbit darting across the road, the distant call of a crow. It gave me a small sense of hope, a reminder that not everything had been lost.

After a few hours of walking, Daisy suddenly froze, her head cocked to one side. Jake and I exchanged a wary glance.

“What is it now?” I whispered, scanning our surroundings.

And then I heard it too—a low rumble, the sound of engines in the distance. My heart leaped into my throat as I grabbed Jake’s arm.

“Do you think it’s…?” I started, my voice trembling with excitement.

Jake didn’t answer. Instead, he pulled me off the road, into the cover of the trees. Daisy followed close behind, her ears still perked up. We waited, holding our breath, as the sound grew louder.

Then, around the bend in the road, a convoy came into view. There were trucks, Humvees, and even a tank, all of them painted in the familiar green and brown of military camouflage. Soldiers in full gear sat atop the vehicles, their weapons at the ready. The convoy moved slowly, methodically, as if they were searching for something—or someone.

Jake squeezed my hand, his eyes shining with hope. “It’s an Army base,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper. “I knew it was out here.”

I felt a lump form in my throat as I watched the convoy pass by. For the first time in weeks, I dared to feel a spark of hope. Maybe, just maybe, we had found a place where we could be safe. A place where we could start to rebuild.

But as the last vehicle disappeared around the bend, I couldn’t shake the feeling that we were being watched. I glanced around, but there was nothing but the trees swaying in the breeze. Still, the hairs on the back of my neck refused to lie flat.

“Let’s go,” Jake said, tugging on my hand. “We need to catch up before they’re gone for good.”

I nodded, and together, we stepped back onto the highway, Daisy leading the way. The road ahead of us was uncertain, but for the first time in a long time, I felt like we might actually have a future to fight for.

The convoy’s engines faded into the distance, leaving behind only the faint hum of diesel fumes lingering in the air. We quickened our pace, our feet aching but our spirits buoyed by the sight of organized humanity. Daisy trotted ahead, her tail wagging cautiously, as if she too sensed the possibility of safety.

As we turned a bend in the road, the outline of a military checkpoint came into view. Barriers made of rusted car frames and tangled barbed wire stretched across the highway, staffed by soldiers in tactical gear. Behind them, a sprawling encampment buzzed with activity—tents, generators, and the occasional bark of orders carried on the wind.

Jake squeezed my hand, his grip tight with excitement. “We’re almost there,” he whispered, though his voice trembled with the weight of unspoken doubts.

As we approached the checkpoint, a soldier stepped forward, his rifle trained on us. “Halt!” he barked, his voice firm but wary. “Who are you? What are you carrying?”

I held up my hands, the baseball bat clutched tightly in one. “We’re survivors,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. “We mean no harm. We saw the convoy and… and we were hoping to find shelter.”

The soldier narrowed his eyes, then glanced at Jake and Daisy before returning his gaze to me. “Wait here,” he said, and turned to murmur something to another soldier, who disappeared behind the barriers.

Minutes stretched into an eternity as we stood there, the weight of the soldiers’ scrutiny pressing down on us. Daisy shifted uneasily, her ears flat against her head, but Jake’s hand on her collar kept her still.

Finally, the soldier returned with a tall, imposing man in fatigues, his face weathered and lined with the scars of hard-won battles. He studied us with a sharp, calculating gaze before nodding curtly.

“My name is Captain Lewis,” he said, his voice deep and commanding. “You’re lucky you caught up to us. We don’t take in strays often, but…” He paused, his eyes flicking to Daisy. “You’ve got a dog. That’s a good sign. People with dogs usually aren’t the kind to turn on their own.”

He stepped aside, gesturing for us to enter. “But let me make one thing clear: this isn’t a sanctuary. We’re rebuilding, and everyone here works. If you’re willing to pull your weight, you can stay. Otherwise…” He left the rest unsaid, but the warning was clear.

I exchanged a glance with Jake, who nodded. “We’ll do whatever it takes,” he said firmly.

Captain Lewis nodded, a small, approving smile tugging at the corner of his mouth. “Good. We could use people with spirit. But first, you’ll need to be processed. Weapons will be held in the armory until further notice.”

I hesitated, tightening my grip on the baseball bat. It was all I’d had to protect myself for weeks, and the thought of giving it up was unsettling. Jake seemed to sense my reluctance and gave me a reassuring squeeze.

“It’s okay,” he whispered. “We’re safe now.”

But as I handed over the bat and followed the soldiers into the encampment, I couldn’t shake the nagging feeling that safety was an illusion—one that could shatter at any moment. The world outside these walls was still unpredictable, still dangerous, and I wondered how long it would be before it came knocking again.

For now, though, the sight of people—living, breathing, uninfected people—was enough to let me breathe a little easier. We had found a place to call home, if only for a little while.

As we stepped through the gates, the encampment unfolded before us like a patchwork city of canvas and steel. The air hummed with the steady thrum of generators, and the scent of diesel fuel mingled with the earthy smell of damp soil. Rows of olive-green tents stretched out in neat lines, each one stenciled with purpose: MEDICAL, SUPPLIES, COMMAND. The ground beneath our feet was uneven, churned up by boots and vehicles, and the occasional puddle glimmered in the fading light. To one side, a cluster of soldiers in full tactical gear were gathered around a map spread on a makeshift table, their voices low and urgent.

Captain Lewis led us through the maze of activity, his strides purposeful. We passed a row of portable showers, their plastic walls opaque with steam, and a communal mess tent where the clatter of pots and the murmur of voices drifted out. At the far end of the encampment, I spotted a cluster of watchtowers, their searchlights casting long shadows across the compound. The soldiers staffing them were silhouetted against the darkening sky, their rifles slung over their shoulders.

We stopped in front of a large, unmarked tent. Captain Lewis pushed aside the flap and gestured for us to enter. Inside, the space was stark and functional. A single overhead light cast a harsh glare, illuminating rows of folding chairs and a series of partitioned stations. A young medic, her face masked and her eyes tired, stood behind a table littered with medical supplies. She looked us up and down before nodding curtly.

“Quarantine protocol,” she said, her voice firm but not unkind. “You’ll need to be checked over. Clothes, gear, everything goes into the bins. You’ll get issued standard rations and a cot for the night.”

I swallowed hard, my hand instinctively brushing against the empty space where my bat had been. Jake nudged me forward, his expression steady. The medic handed us each a plastic bin and pointed to a curtained-off area in the corner. “Change out of your gear. Anything you bring in stays here until it’s cleared.”

The process was impersonal but efficient. We stripped down, our clothes tossed into the bins with a faint rustle of plastic. The medic checked us over with practiced hands, her gloved fingers probing for signs of injury or infection. Jake, ever the optimist, tried to make small talk, but she remained stoic, her focus on the task at hand.

Once we were cleared, we were handed thin, scratchy blankets and directed to a section of the tent cordoned off with rope. Inside, rows of narrow cots were arranged with military precision, each one equipped with a thin mattress and a standard-issue pillow. A few others were already there, their faces lit by the faint glow of handheld lanterns. Some slept, exhausted, while others sat in silence, their eyes fixed on the floor.

Jake and I found a pair of empty cots near the edge of the section. He flopped down with a tired sigh, running a hand through his hair. “Could be worse,” he said, forcing a smile. “At least we’re safe, right?”

I sat beside him, my eyes scanning the tent. The soldiers at the entrance were armed, their rifles propped against the poles, and I noticed the faint outline of a guard standing just beyond the flap. “You really think so?” I muttered.

Jake glanced at me, his expression softening. “We have to, don’t we? Otherwise, what’s the point?”

I didn’t have an answer for that. Instead, I lay back on the cot, staring up at the dim glow of the overhead light. The hum of the generators and the occasional shout from outside created a strange kind of white noise, but my mind raced. Twenty-four hours. Just one day. Then, maybe, we could start to feel like we belonged here. Like we could trust this fragile little sanctuary to keep us whole.


Thirty One
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The next morning, the tent was buzzing with the sound of boots scuffling against the ground and the low murmur of voices. The captain stood at the center, his voice booming over the din. “Alright, everyone! Quarantine’s over. Pack up your gear. We’re moving out in fifteen. You’ll be heading to the base where General Harlan will give you a proper welcome.”

A ripple of excitement mixed with apprehension ran through the crowd. Abby stood, stretching his arms over his head. “Well, that’s a relief. Let’s get out of this place.”

I nodded, though my stomach tightened. Something about the captain’s announcement felt off, like the calm before a storm. As we filed out of the tent, the bright sunlight was a stark contrast to the dim glow we’d been living under. The base came into view, a sprawling compound of steel and concrete surrounded by high walls topped with barbed wire. Guards patrolled the perimeter, their eyes sharp and unyielding.

The general was waiting for us in the central courtyard, his uniform pristine, medals gleaming on his chest. He stood tall, his jaw set in a way that commanded respect. As I stepped into line, his eyes scanned the crowd, and then they locked onto mine. For a moment, time seemed to stop. I saw a flicker of recognition, a tightening of his jaw, before his expression smoothed out again.

“Welcome, soldier,” he began, his voice firm and authoritative. “I’m glad to see you’ve made it here safely. You’ve been through a lot, and I know the road ahead won’t be easy. But you’re here now, and you’re part of something bigger than yourselves.”

His words were meant to inspire, but they fell flat. I couldn’t take my eyes off him, couldn’t shake the memories that surfaced. Abby nudged me, his brow furrowed in concern, but I just shook my head slightly.

The General’s office was a stark contrast to the chaos of the base outside. The walls were lined with polished mahogany panels, and the air smelled faintly of old books and tobacco. A large oak desk sat at the center of the room, its surface gleaming under the soft light of a brass lamp. Behind the desk, a wide window framed a view of the sprawling base, the distant hum of activity muffled by the thick glass. On the walls, framed photographs hung in neat rows, chronicling the General’s career—parades, ceremonies, and battlefield moments captured in black and white. My eyes lingered on one in particular: a younger version of the General standing in the dust of Afghanistan, flanked by men I recognized, their faces etched with exhaustion and pride.

He gestured for us to sit, his movements precise and deliberate. The leather chairs creaked softly as we complied, the sound echoing in the quiet room. Abby sat straight, his posture rigid, while I slouched slightly, my eyes never leaving the General’s face. He leaned back in his chair, steepling his fingers together as he studied us.

“It’s been a long time,” he said finally, his voice softer now, tinged with a familiarity that made my chest tighten. “Ten years, and yet here we are. You’d think the world would have changed more, wouldn’t you?”

I said nothing, but Abby shifted in her seat, her hand brushing against mine before she quickly pulled it away. The General’s gaze flickered to the movement, and for a moment, I thought I saw something like sadness in his eyes.

“You two,” he said, his voice firming again. “You were some of the best I had back then. I didn’t think I’d ever see you again, especially not here. But life has a way of circling back, doesn’t it?”

He leaned forward now, his elbows resting on the desk, his eyes locking onto mine with an intensity that made it hard to look away. “I know what you’ve been through. I know what you’ve seen. But I also know what you’re capable of. And I need that capability here. Now more than ever.”

He paused, studying me as if searching for something he’d lost. “You’re not the same man I knew in Afghanistan. I can see that. But I also see that you’re still in there, buried under all the scars and the anger. And I need you to find him again.”

I cleared my throat, breaking the heavy silence. “Sir, with all due respect, we’ve been through a lot. I’m not sure—”

The General raised a hand, silencing me. “I don’t want your respect, soldier. I want your honesty. And I want your commitment. This isn’t just about duty or country or any of the things they drill into your heads. This is about survival. Yours, mine, everyone’s. And I need people I can trust.”

He leaned back again, his expression softening slightly. “You’re not the only ones who’ve been through hell. I’ve seen things too, things I wish I could forget. But I’m still here, fighting. And I need you to fight with me.”

The room seemed to shrink as he spoke, the weight of his words pressing down on me. I could feel Abby’s eyes on me, waiting for some sign of what I’d do. But I couldn’t look at him, couldn’t look at either of them. All I could do was sit there, trapped in the web of memories and regrets that the General’s words had stirred up.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity, I found my voice. “Why me?” I asked, the words rough and uncertain.

The General’s lips twitched into a small, weary smile. “Because you’re here. And because I know you’ll understand what’s coming better than anyone else.”

He stood then, signaling the end of the conversation. “You’ve got time to think about it. But not too much. The world doesn’t wait for anyone, and neither can we.”

As we left his office, the cool air of the hallway hit me like a slap in the face, jolting me back to reality. Abby walked beside me, her silence heavy with unspoken questions. I knew what he was thinking, what he wanted. But I couldn’t give him an answer, not yet. We hadn’t even seen most of the base yet, nor have we met the people. I wanted to settle in first before giving any sort of answer because it wasn’t just me, it was Abby too. Would she be safe here?

We left his office where a soldier was waiting for us.

“Come with me,” he nodded, leading us through the stark, echoing halls. I was taken aback by the sheer number of people filling this place. It wasn’t just soldiers bustling about, attending to their various duties, but civilians too. Some appeared to be engaged in work, wearing expressions of purpose, while others seemed leisurely, as if they were simply passing time. No, not merely passing time. There were groups playing basketball, their shouts and laughter bouncing off the walls; others were engrossed in workouts, their determination evident in every movement. Clusters of people sat around, laughing and chatting animatedly, their voices weaving a tapestry of lively conversations.

“Jake, look,” she whispered urgently, her fingers tightening around my arm as she pointed to our left. There, in the midst of the courtyard, which lay at the heart of the base, shielded by the surrounding buildings, were children playing. Their carefree laughter and the sight of their small figures darting about added a striking contrast to the otherwise structured environment.

The sight was jarring, yet profoundly comforting. After a year of desolate streets, empty homes, and the constant, oppressive silence, the sound of children’s laughter was like a balm to my weary soul. It was a reminder that, no matter how fractured the world had become, life persisted. These small, vibrant beings were proof that humanity still had a future, that the light hadn’t been entirely extinguished by the darkness that had consumed so much.

As we stood there, frozen in the doorway, a little girl with pigtails and a faded pink dress ran past, clutching a tattered stuffed rabbit. Her giggles were infectious, and I found myself smiling despite the ache in my chest. Nearby, a group of boys were playing tag, their shouts echoing off the walls. One of them tripped and fell, but instead of crying, he burst into laughter, rolling onto his back as the others joined in. It was such a simple, ordinary moment, yet it felt extraordinary after everything we’d endured.

To the side, a cluster of kids sat cross-legged on the ground, their heads bent over a game of cards. One of them slammed a card down triumphantly, and the others groaned in unison, their faces alight with excitement. A few feet away, a pair of toddlers were building a wobbly tower with blocks, their tiny hands moving with concentration. The courtyard was alive with the energy of youth, a stark contrast to the rigid, utilitarian atmosphere of the rest of the base.

I felt a lump form in my throat as I watched them. It had been so long since I’d seen children. So long since I’d heard their laughter, their shouts, their unbridled joy. It brought back memories of before, of a time when the world wasn’t fractured and broken. But it also brought a pang of sadness. I thought of the children we’d lost, the ones who hadn’t made it through the early days of the outbreak. The ones who’d been taken too soon. I thought of my own niece, her bright smile and infectious laughter, and for a moment, the grief felt fresh and raw.

But as I looked at these children, playing and laughing in the heart of this military base, I felt a spark of hope ignite within me. They were here, safe, protected. They were the future, and as long as they were alive, there was a reason to keep fighting. To keep surviving.

“Come on,” she said softly, tugging on my hand. “Let’s go talk to them.”

I hesitated, unsure if we should intrude on their moment of happiness. But she just smiled and pulled me forward. As we approached, the children noticed us, their eyes widening with curiosity. One of the little boys, no more than six years old, took a step forward, his hand still clutching the card he’d just won.

“Hi,” he said, his voice small but bold. “Who are you?”

I knelt down to meet his gaze, feeling a sense of wonder I hadn’t felt in years. “We’re just passing through,” I said, forcing a smile. “It’s nice to see you all doing so well.”

The little girl with the pigtails tilted her head. “Are you soldiers?” she asked, her eyes wide with excitement.

“No,” I replied. “We’re just… survivors.”

She nodded solemnly, as if she understood. “We’re survivors too.”

I felt a lump form in my throat again, but this time, it was different. This time, it was because I was reminded that even in the darkest of times, there was still innocence, still joy, still hope. And as long as these children were here, laughing and playing and living, there was still a reason to believe that one day, the world might be whole again.

The weight of the world outside these walls seemed to press in on me as I stood there, the echoes of laughter and card shuffling fading into the stark reality of our situation. The children, with their resilience and untainted joy, were a fleeting balm to the scars we carried. But as we turned to leave, the familiar ache in my chest reminded me of the journey ahead, of the unknowns that waited beyond this temporary refuge.

We walked in silence, the gravel crunching beneath our boots as we approached the barracks. The building loomed before us, its concrete exterior unyielding, its windows barred and its door a heavy, metal slab that looked as though it hadn’t been opened in years. It was a place built for function, not comfort, a stark reminder of the world we now inhabited.

The door creaked open with a protesting groan, revealing a room that was as utilitarian as the exterior suggested. The walls were bare, painted a dull gray that seemed to absorb the faint light filtering through the grimy windows. The floor was covered in chipped linoleum, and the air smelled of disinfectant and stale sweat. In the center of the room, two narrow bunks were set up, their metal frames bolted to the floor. Each had a thin mattress, topped with a folded blanket and a pillow that looked more like a flattened square of fabric than anything meant for comfort. Against one wall stood a single, rusted metal locker, its door slightly ajar, revealing empty shelves inside. In the corner, a small, plastic table held a pitcher of water and two tin cups, the only hint of hospitality in this otherwise barren space.

I stepped inside, my eyes adjusting to the dim light. The room was small, with just enough space to move between the bunks and the locker. It was sparse, functional, and uninviting, but it was shelter. For now, it was home.

I sat down on the edge of one of the bunks, the metal frame creaking under my weight. The mattress was firm, offering little in the way of comfort, but I didn’t care. I was tired, bone-deep exhausted, and the thought of lying down, of closing my eyes and letting the weight of the world lift for just a moment, was almost too tempting to resist.

Across from me, the other bunk was equally uninviting, its mattress rolled up against the headboard like a scroll. The locker, I noticed, had a piece of paper taped to the front, its edges curled and yellowed with age. I squinted to read the faded print: “Regulations for Billeting.” Below that, in smaller letters, it listed the rules for occupancy, each one a reminder that this was not a place for rest, but for preparation. For duty.

I looked around the room again, taking in the stark details. There was no chair, no table to sit at, no window to look out of. Just the bunks, the locker, and the faint hum of fluorescent lights overhead. It was a room designed to strip away anything unnecessary, anything that might distract from the purpose of being here. It was a room for soldiers, for people who didn’t have the luxury of comfort, of privacy, of peace.

And yet, as I sat there, the weight of the world outside these walls seemed to ease, just a little. It wasn’t much, but it was something. It was a place to lay my head, to catch my breath, to prepare for whatever came next. It was a room that demanded nothing, offered nothing, and yet, in its starkness, it gave me exactly what I needed.

I lay back on the bunk, the metal frame groaning softly as I settled in. The mattress was hard, the blanket thin, but I didn’t care. I closed my eyes, the faint hum of the lights overhead lulling me into a state of uneasy rest. The world outside might still be broken, might still be dangerous, but in this moment, in this stark, utilitarian room, I was safe. Abby was safe. And that was enough.
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That night, after a few hours to rest in the awful bed and to decompress, Abby and I wandered out of room in search of the mess hall or something similar for some food.

Abby’s stomach growled and I laughed, grabbing hold of her hand as we walked down the halls trying to figure out where we were going.

“Don’t worry, we’ll find food soon,” I promised here.

After a few more minutes of wandering around, we came upon the General walking in the opposite direction.

“General,” I nodded at him as Abby’s stomach growled yet again.

“Looks like you two need the mess hall,” the General said with a slight smile directed at Abby. He gave us directions to the mess hall and went on his way.

I’m glad he didn’t take the time to pressure me for an answer because I didn’t have one yet. I’ll be honest, if it were just me I’d take the opportunity but I’m not going to subject Abby to this life and I’m not leaving her.

A few minutes later we finally made it to the mess hall, which was teaming with activity. It was a large room that had at least twenty to thirty tables with various chairs around them. On the wall opposite the door were five tables that was filled with food. I didn’t know how many people called the base their home but it must’ve been a lot. How were they getting this food?

To the tables’ right was the kitchens that looked to be a hotbed of activity.

If I ignored the zombies, I could swear this was just a normal base during normal times.

We approached the food tables and I could see Abby’s jaw drop. There was so much food and not just rations either. There was soup, sandwiches, salads of all kinds as well as tamales, quesadillas and tacos. It all smelled so fucking good.

“Take a tray and help yourself,” a kind woman with a big smile said from behind the table. Abby grabbed a tray and started filling up her tray. I did the same but with less food.

“I’m so fucking hungry,” Abby said as we sat down at a table. I sat across from her, facing the door. Just in case.

I don’t know what it was, but something in me said to not let my guard down.

We were quiet as we dug into our food. Abby made soft moaning sounds that made my dick hard, and I struggled to sit and eat my food.

“Stop that,” I growled at her and she looked up at me, startled at my words. “You know those sounds make me feral, baby.”

She laughed and continued eating, but now it was on purpose what she was doing. Moaning with every bite, then licking her fingers after she was done.

Fuck me.

My dick was so hard it almost hurt.

“Hurry up, baby. We need to get back to our room,” I winked at her and she laughed in return.

“Well lookie here, if it ain’t June and Carl’s kids,” a loud voice said a table over from ours. I looked up and there was Jack, one of the neighbours from when we were growing up. I was shocked to see the man not only because it was crazy that he was here of all places but that he recognized us. My heart started to race. Had he seen us flirting? Did he hear what we had just said?

He wandered over with a big smile on his face. “I thought that was the two of you, and it is!”

“Yes,” Abby said politely. “It’s good to see you, Jack. It’s been, what, ten years?”

“Oh at least! Your mom and dad moved out after you graduated from college, Abby. Never saw them again,” Jack grumbled, and my heart continued to race. “I can only imagine that if you two are together and they’re not here, they’re gone?”

“Unfortunately, in one of the first waves,” I answered my voice flat and without emotion. I tried not to think of them and didn’t want this man to bring them up anymore. I know it wasn’t healthy to ignore the fact my parents are dead, and we killed what used to be them, but I had to do it to keep going every day. It’s not like there was mental health supports in the zombie apocalypse.

“Sorry to hear that. Well, I’ll let you two be to finish your lunch. I know what it’s like to be here after all that time out there,” he smiled sadly as he walked away.

Just before I turned back to talk to Abby, his head swiveled back to us and a strange look came over his face.

Had he overheard Abby and I talking? Did he know I was fucking my own stepsister?

I kicked off my boots, relishing the freedom from the rigid military attire. Abby followed suit, her movements graceful as she removed her jacket and unbuttoned her shirt, revealing a lacy black bra that barely contained her ample cleavage.

“You’re stunning, Abby,” I whispered, my voice hoarse with desire.

She bit her lip, her eyes gleaming with desire. “I’m all yours, big stepbrother.”

I closed the distance between us, my hands reaching for the buttons of her shirt, eager to uncover her treasures. As the fabric parted, I revealed her creamy skin, dotted with freckles, and my fingers traced the path from her collarbone to the swell of her breasts. Abby’s breath hitched, her nipples hardening under my touch.

“You like that, don’t you?” I murmured, my lips brushing against her ear. “You want me to touch you, to make you beg for more.”

She nodded, her eyes fluttering shut. “Yes, Jake. Please, touch me. I’ve been aching for you all day.”

My fingers deftly unhooked her bra, and it fell away, revealing her breasts in all their glory. I cupped them, feeling their weight in my palms, and gently pinched her nipples, eliciting a soft moan from her lips.

“That’s it, Abby,” I encouraged, my voice thick with lust. “Let me hear you. I want to drive you wild.”

Her hands found their way to my belt, unbuckling it with practiced ease. She tugged at my shirt, and I let her undress me, my eyes never leaving her face. Soon, we were both naked, our bodies on display, ready for the pleasures to come.

I guided her towards the bed, my hands roaming over her curves, caressing her thighs, and squeezing her firm buttocks. Abby’s breath quickened, and her eyes shone with anticipation.

“Lie down,” I instructed, my voice commanding. “Spread your legs for me, Abby. Let me see how wet you are for me.”

She complied, her body trembling as she positioned herself on the bed, her legs open and inviting. I knelt between her thighs, my cock throbbing with need. I leaned forward, my mouth hovering over her pussy, and blew gently, making her shiver.

“You’re so wet, Abby,” I whispered, my breath hot against her sensitive skin. “I can smell your desire. Tell me, do you want my tongue or my cock first?”

Her eyes fluttered open, a mix of desire and defiance in her gaze. “I want both, Jake. I want you to fuck me with your mouth and then with that thick cock of yours.”

I smiled, my lips curving into a wicked grin. “As you wish, my little soldier girl. But first, I want to hear you beg.”

I lowered my head, my tongue flicking out to taste her. I licked her slowly, from her clit to her entrance, savoring her sweet essence. Abby’s hips bucked off the bed, her hands gripping the sheets as she tried to hold back her cries.

“Please, Jake,” she pleaded, her voice hoarse. “Don’t tease me. I need you inside me.”

I chuckled, my breath tickling her sensitive folds. “Not yet, my sweet. I want to hear you scream my name first.”

With that, I dove in, my tongue thrusting deep inside her, my lips sucking on her clit. Abby’s cries filled the room, her body writhing as I devoured her. I loved the sound of her voice, the way it trembled with pleasure, and I wanted more.

“That’s it, Abby,” I encouraged, my voice muffled against her pussy. “Let it all out. Scream for me, baby.”

Her cries grew louder, her body arching off the bed as I licked and sucked, driving her closer to the edge. I felt her muscles clench around my tongue, and her juices flowed freely, coating my face.

“Oh, Jake!” she cried out, her voice raw and hoarse. “I’m coming! I’m coming so hard!”

Her orgasm washed over her, and I reveled in the taste of her release, lapping up every drop of her essence. I kissed and licked her gently, bringing her down from the heights of pleasure.

“That was incredible, Jake,” she whispered, her fingers threading through my hair.

I smiled, my eyes glinting with satisfaction. “We’re just getting started, Abby. Now, it’s time for my cock to make you scream.”

I positioned myself between her legs, my cock poised at her entrance. With one swift thrust, I impaled her, filling her completely. Abby gasped, her eyes widening as she adjusted to my size.

“You feel so good, Abby,” I groaned, my voice strained. “So tight and wet. I’m going to fuck you hard and make you scream some more.”

I began to move, my hips thrusting in a steady rhythm, my cock sliding in and out of her slick heat. Abby’s moans filled the room, her hands gripping the sheets as she matched my pace. I leaned down, my mouth capturing one of her nipples, sucking and biting gently.

“Yes, Jake!” she cried out, her voice breathless. “Fuck me! Fuck me harder!”

Her words spurred me on, and I drove into her with renewed vigor, my balls slapping against her ass with each thrust. I wanted to mark her, to make her mine in every way possible.

“You like it rough, don’t you, Abby?” I growled; my voice rough with desire. “You want me to fuck you like the dirty little girl you are.”

“Yes, yes!” she panted, her nails digging into my back. “I’m your slut, Jake. Fuck me harder, make me come again!”

Her words sent a surge of pleasure through me, and I pounded into her, my cock slamming against her depths. Abby’s cries filled the room, her body shaking as another orgasm ripped through her. I felt her pussy clench around me, milking my cock, and I knew I wouldn’t last much longer.

“I’m close, Abby,” I grunted, my body tense. “I’m going to fill you with my cum. Scream for me, baby.”

With one final thrust, I buried myself deep inside her, my cock throbbing as I emptied my load into her. Abby’s cries mingled with mine as we both found release, our bodies quivering in the aftermath.

“I can’t get enough of you, baby sis,” I said as I collapsed onto the bed beside her, our hearts still racing. “Every time is better than the last.”

The next morning came way too soon.

Yanking on clothing that had seen better days, Abby and I stumbled out of our room and headed to the mess hall.

We had just turned the first corner when we noticed Jack heading towards us. He stopped in his tracks and a look overcame him, one of revulsion and disgust.

What the fuck was his problem?

“Jack,” I nodded as we slipped by him.

“Don’t you talk to me, you deviant,” he snarled at me, and I instantly was on defense.

“What the hell are you talking about?” I demanded, keeping my distance and making sure Abby was behind me. Who knows what this fucker could do?

“Thought you might like to come to movie night, so I dropped by your quarters. Was very interesting what I heard. I’m going to the General about this!”

“You heard shit, old man.

“Is that a threat, Jack?” I stepped forward, my fists clenched. Abby grabbed my arm, her grip tight, but I shook her off. Jack’s face reddened, his eyes bulging like they might pop out of his skull.

“You’re disgusting,” he spat. “What you’re doing—it’s wrong. And I’m going to make sure everyone knows it.”

“Oh, for fuck’s sake,” I muttered. “Whatever you think you heard—”

“I didn’t think I heard it, I heard it!” he barked, his voice echoing down the corridor. There was no one else around but the three of us and I wasn’t sure if that was a good thing. “You’re finished, your sick freak. Both of you.”

I took another step closer, my heart pounding in my chest.

“Jake…” I hear Abby calling my name somewhere near me, but it’s filtered out in my fury.

This bastard had decided to mess with Abby and me, threatening to get us kicked out and thrown back into the harsh world beyond, and I couldn’t let that happen. My hand shot out with a fierce determination, wrapping around his throat, squeezing with a force that drained the life from him. The old man offered little resistance, and his wrinkled skin felt fragile beneath my grip.

In mere minutes, his last breath escaped him, and he crumpled to the floor, lifeless and limp. The dull thud of his body echoed in the room, a haunting testament to the lengths I would go to for Abby’s safety. Beside me, Abby’s eyes were wide, fixated on the man now sprawled at our feet, while my own gaze drifted into a void of thought.

I hadn’t wanted it to come to this—I truly hadn’t. But protecting Abby was paramount, an instinct as natural as breathing. If his threats were solely against me, I could have endured, but she was to be shielded at any cost.

I was oblivious to the chaos erupting around us, the shouts and hurried footsteps of soldiers who had finally realized the gravity of the situation. My mind was adrift, trapped in a haze of regret and resolve. This sanctuary was now tainted, its safety shattered by my actions, all because of my choice.

“Jake. Son,” the General’s voice pierced through the storm of my thoughts, anchoring me back to reality. “What happened?”

“He.. he..” I started before Abby cut in.

“He threatened me. We knew him ages ago and was always a bit creepy and I guess now that he saw me again, he wanted what I refused to give him. Jake saw him try to touch me inappropriately and lost it. I’m sorry, it’s my fault,” Abby lied beautifully. I couldn’t look at her right now or else I’d do something that would make the lie unbelievable.

The General sighed. “It wouldn’t be the first complaint we’ve had about him.” My head shot up at that. He fucking did what? Suddenly I wasn’t so upset over this fucker dying. He wasn’t just some sad and lonely old man. He was a predator.

“But Jake. Abby. You can’t stay here, especially now. Since you won’t stay, Jake, we’re going to send you to the colony we have. It’s a nice island off the coast and has been a safe haven since the beginning. Most of our families are there, those that we could save. I was going to see if you were interested in a few days after you had time to think about it, but I think it’s best if you two leave now. People will talk and treat you both differently,” the General explained to us.

Looks like we’re being kicked out.

Great.


Thirty Three

Abby
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The Army Jeep rumbled down the highway, the wind blowing my hair all over the place. I didn’t question how they still had running vehicles but this was the military so who knows what they actually had access to. We hadn’t been allowed to wander around the base – at least I hadn’t been. Jake was allowed to go wherever he wanted because of his past in the military and as a mercenary. They were hoping he’d stay but when the base commander found Jake had killed someone to “protect me”, he knew we couldn’t stay.

The air was starting to chill again, reminding me that it’s been a year since this zombie thing happened.

I had always thought that in the case of an apocalypse I’d be the first to die because there’s no way I’d have the instincts to know how to live.

But thanks to my mom being neurotic, I’m here now. I just she was here too.

Then again, if she were here Jake and I would still just be siblings. We wouldn’t be where we are today.

The Jeep started slowing down and I looked ahead to see what was going on. It had been smooth sailing from the base to here, the highway had been cleared of all vehicles. They littered the shoulders along the entire way, and I would’ve hated to be the people who had to do that. Although I’m sure if you get one of those big Army transport trucks you could just ram stuff out of the way.

Ahead of us was a checkpoint and beyond that I could see a marina with numerous boats moored there.

I frowned, because I didn’t realize that this sanctuary was actually just a bunch of boats. Boats do make sense though – it would be hard for a zombie to climb aboard and if there was a person who turned on the boat, just run and jump into the water.

“Abby,” Jake interrupted my musings with a squeeze of my thigh. “We’re here.”

I nodded and hopped out of the Jeep, my legs a bit wobbly from sitting for a couple of hours. A year ago, I was used to sitting for long periods of time but these days I was so busy I couldn’t sit down for long even if I wanted to.

The captain who was escorting us walked up to the guards at the mouth of the marina. There were concrete barriers all around the entrance along with bags of sand making it a highly defensible position. There were also two towers a bit away from the entrance that was likely staffed with snipers or other personnel.

These men were ready and prepared to defend this marina from whatever and whoever showed up.

The captain was talking to the guards as Jake, and I approached them and one of the guards stepped forward.

“Sir. Ma’am, if you’ll follow me,” he said with a sharp nod.

“Thank you, Captain, for getting us here,” Jake said as he shook the man’s hand.

“It’s sad to see you go, but I understand. I’m an army lifer and if I had a family, I’d want to be with them too,” the captain responded before getting back in the Jeep and driving away.

Jake took my hand as we followed the guard into the marina.

It was deathly quiet though and my heart started to race.

Where was everyone?

“Over here,” the guard nodded towards a speed boat.

Huh. I thought we’d be in one of the bigger boats. A yacht or whatever they are.

The guard laughed. “No, we don’t use those. They’re the back up if everything goes to shit.”

Whoops must’ve said that out loud.

Jake got into the boat first and then helped me in, handing me a lifejacket.

“Put it on, Abby,” he argued when I hesitated. “Please.”

I did as he asked but I was still confused. Where were we going?

The boat sped off once Jake and I were secured in our seats.

It wasn’t long before I realized what was going on. Ahead of us, in the far distance and approaching fast was land of some sort. An island.

My jaw dropped as it came into view.

The island wasn’t small by any means. I could see hills and tons of trees meaning there was enough land for a forest.

Thirty minutes after we took off from the marina, we slowed down and approached a dock that had more soldiers and another check point.

Jake got out of the boat first and once again helped me out. The guard here gestured for us to follow him.

We followed the guard down the dock to what looked like a visitor’s hut. This place was likely a hot vacation spot pre zombies.

I didn’t know how to feel. There would be people here. I wasn’t used to people, not now and not even before the zombies. I was awkward at best, annoying at worst.

A woman stepped out of the visitor’s centre and approached us.

“Welcome, Jake and Abby, to Maple Island. My name is Alice. I’m so glad you’re here,” she said in a melodic voice. I wanted to cry, hearing her. It was the first female voice I had heard in over a year, since my mother called me to tell me to run to the cabin in fact.

“Thank you,” Jake croaked out, emotion filling him just as it was me.

“If you’ll come with me, I’ll show you to your new home,” Alice gestured for us to follow her.

We walked up a gravel path from the visitors’ centre over a hill filled with wild flowers and maple trees everywhere. That explained the name.

As we reached the top of the hill, I gasped at the sight before me.

Below us was a full town dotted with houses but also what looked like businesses. The whole town was hidden from view of the shore actually and I’m sure it wasn’t done on purpose for defense purposes but damn it was smart. Anyone on a boat passing this island by would see a visitors’ centre, the dock and the beach. It looked like a perfect day trip for people on the mainland.

As we approached the town, which was actually bigger than I thought, I noticed they had no cars or vehicles other than bicycles. I noted this to Alice.

“Yes. We have never allowed any sort of motorized vehicles on the island,” she grinned at me. “The residents wanted a quiet life here and honestly the island is just way too small to have vehicles.”

“Who are the residents?” Jake asked.

“Mostly rich people who needed a home away from home. But there were a lot of visitors who rented houses on a short-term basis. It was quite exclusive,” she responded.

“What happened to them?”

Alice smiled sadly. “We don’t know. This whole thing started before the season and most people weren’t in residence. There have been a few owners show up and they’ve actually been instrumental in getting this place set up for year-round residency. The rest of us just showed up by ourselves or, like you, the Army has brought here. Once they realized we were here, they vowed to protect us. Especially since a lot of the soldiers’ families are here. There’s still room for more people and the best thing? There are other islands nearby if we need to.”

Jake and I looked at each other, no words needed between us.

Maybe this would be our home. Not just for the next little while but forever.

“Now, this is you!” Alice exclaimed, her voice interrupting my thoughts.

We stood in front of the cutest house that looked like it was ripped straight from a beach life magazine. The house is a cozy, two-story white cottage, with wide windows that would likely let in the warm sunshine, hopefully in the kitchen so I could cook all the time. The roof is a soft, pale blue, complementing the natural colors of the sky and sea. A wraparound porch with comfy wicker chairs sat with a small table in between them, while colorful potted plants add a touch of greenery to the scene. The white picket fence encloses a small, well-tended garden with blooming flowers.

My jaw dropped as I tried to take in everything, and Alice let Jake and I just stand there in awe. Our cabin was nice even at the end before we had to abandon it but this? It could be home.

“We don’t lock our doors here unless you need privacy, so you can go right in and make yourselves at home. I’ll give you time to decompress. Take time for yourselves tomorrow, tour the town, get to know people. I’ll be meet with you tomorrow to talk about our rules and get you set up with jobs. We expect everyone to pull their weight here,” Alice told us sternly.

“That’s not a problem. We’re prepared to help out in any way,” Jake said as he started for the front door.

“Thank you, Alice,” I said as I followed him. Alice grinned and turned to leave.

Jake opened the door and slowly stepped inside. He was making sure everything was ok. Just because Alice said everything was fine didn’t mean it was. Being alone for so long and only meeting unhinged assholes made us wary of others. I wanted to trust this, but they needed to earn our trust.

It was a lovely open concept house, at least on the first floor. We could see the kitchen, dining room and living room all at once as you stepped inside. There was a door to the back, and it looked like a mudroom was right outside of it – the washer and dryer sitting there gleaming. I really hoped it worked. I hated washing my clothes by hand.

The kitchen had stainless steel appliances and looked almost new. There were three couches in the living room in a U shape facing the massive TV on the wall.

I sighed, thinking of the DVD’s I had to leave at the cabin. It’s stupid to be upset about that but I was.

“So, what do you think?” Jake asked me.

“I think we can be happy here,” I answered. “Want to see upstairs? Test the bed maybe?” I grinned at him, and he hauled me over his shoulder, giving me my answer without saying a word.


Thirty Four

Jake
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The next morning Abby and I woke up later than normal, having had one of the deepest sleeps either of us had since the zombie apocalypse started. It was like our brain knew we were safe here and allowed us to finally rest.

The fridge was stocked with basics including eggs and bread, so I whipped up some eggs while Abby toasted the bread.

“Coffee!” Abby squealed as she opened a cupboard after seeing the coffee maker. She started making the pot as breakfast continued to cook.

We were silent as we ate the breakfast. “Holy shit this is good,” she moaned as she took a sip of the coffee. There as no cream or anything so she was drinking it black, something she wouldn’t dare to do a year ago. I wasn’t a big coffee drinker, so she was welcome to have it.

After breakfast we quickly showered and got dressed.

“I hope there’s somewhere we can pick up a few more clothes,” I muttered, noticing the threadbare shirt I was wearing. I hadn’t packed much to go to the cabin, so I had to reuse a lot of it. And of course, I ruined some of my clothes killing zombies – or people.

I didn’t know what time it was when we left what is now our home but with the sun in sky it looked to be mid morning. There were people milling about, some saying hi to us as we walked down the street towards the centre of the town. The street itself was narrower than a regular street since it wasn’t made for cars. But it was still wide enough that you weren’t looking into the neighbours’ living room across the street. Whoever planned this town must’ve put a lot of time and effort into the plans.

The streets were lined with small gardens, some bursting with fresh vegetables and herbs, others with vibrant flowers that added a splash of color to the otherwise muted tones of the town. Abby and I exchanged a look, both of us silently appreciating the effort that had gone into creating this little oasis. As we approached the town center, the sound of voices grew louder, and the smell of something cooking wafted through the air. My stomach, satisfied from breakfast, yet still managed to rumble at the scent of roasting meat. After weeks of MRE’s that didn’t quite fill me up, I was looking forward to cooked meals again.

The town center was a large, open square with a fountain at its heart, though the water had been turned off, and the basin was now filled with piles of clean laundry drying in the sun. People of all ages were gathered there, some sitting on benches, others standing in small groups chatting. A few kids were chasing each other around the square, their laughter echoing through the air. It was almost… normal.

There were stores lined up and down the streets surrounding the square, all open for business.

I noticed a couple of clothing stores that would be worth checking out later. We hadn’t been told much about this place - like how to buy things, how to eat, etc. It was a little odd that we were welcomed here and then left alone for the day.

I didn’t have to wait long for any of my answers as a gentleman noticed us and came walking over.

“Welcome to Maple Island! You must be new here,” he said as he held his hand out to shake. Both Abby and I nodded as we shook his hand.

“How could you tell,” Abby said sarcastically, and Marcus laughed.

“Unfortunately, you have that look on you. That guarded, almost shell-shocked look of being out there for long periods of time,” he nodded off to the distance. “Come! It’s almost lunch, let me feed you.”

As we walked, Marcus explained more about how that Maple Island was designed as a self-sustaining community before the apocalypse. “It was meant to be a vacation spot,” he said, chuckling. “A place where rich people could come to escape the hustle and bustle of city life. But when… well, when everything happened, it turned out to be the perfect place to ride it out. I’m sure Alice has told you all of that, though, I hope.” We nodded at his words.

He brought us to a large, open-air pavilion where the smell of roasting meat was strongest. Long tables were set up with benches on either side, and people were starting to filter in for lunch. At the far end of the pavilion, a group of people were working at a makeshift kitchen, flipping meats on grills and stirring large pots of what looked like stew.

“Everyone here pitches in,” Marcus said, noticing my gaze. “We don’t have money anymore, but we’ve set up a system where everyone contributes what they can. Some people work in the gardens, others in the kitchens, some help with security. It’s not perfect, but it works.”

“We just got here yesterday so we haven’t been assigned any job yet,” I told him.

“Of course! You have to rest a bit, I’m sure. But you must be hungry,” Marcus grinned as he stepped up to the tables that held a massive amount of food.

“Most people come here for lunch. We do have a couple of restaurants for things like date night,” he said with a wink. “But lunch tends to be a community affair. Come, choose whatever you like.”

He handed us plates and noticed Abby and I hesitate. How would we pay for this?

I must’ve said that out loud because Marcus responded. “You don’t. We don’t have money here. We’re coming up to almost a thousand residents here and each one has a job to do. Alice and the other town elders will explain it all to you. For now, eat as much as you want. You came here through the Army, yes? And likely haven’t eaten much other than Army food or rations so I’m certain the two of you are starving.”

Without another word, Abby and I delved into the food.

There was pasta, pizza, multiple soups and sandwiches. As well as different salads, including macaroni and potato salad, plus a variety of fruit.

I wondered where they got all of this as I hadn’t seen any farming infrastructure. I’m sure the town didn’t take up a lot of the island and there were farms or greenhouses around.

Abby and I filled our plate up and turned to sit down at one of the tables.

Marcus was off in the distance talking to someone else and I was glad to have a moment alone.

This place was too good to be true… and it was also very socialist. Or was it communist.

Everything our government said was bad. But it was a small community, and these times were vastly different than before.

Would this work? Could it be sustainable?

We ate and left the pavilion, wandering around some more. People smiled and nodded at us, polite but a bit guarded. I didn’t blame anyone for that.

Later that day, Alice showed up on our doorstep as promised. Although she said that people came and go, I hadn’t expected her to knock on our door.

Opening the door, I smiled at the older woman. “Alice, please come in. I’m surprised you knocked.”

“Of course. We don’t know each other very well yet so it’s only courteous. Once you become entrenched in our society, you’ll find I wasn’t joking about people just walking into your house at any time,” she answered with a twinkle in her eyes.

The three of us sat on the couches in the living room, a bit awkwardly as Abby and I really didn’t know what Alice would tell us.

“I know you met Marcus today and got a bit of the lay of the land here so to speak so I’ll get right into it. We were as a team here. You and Abby will be assigned jobs and will be given a schedule. Of course, we don’t force anyone into a job they hate or just can’t do so we’ll talk more about what interests you and your experience. I’m sure you noticed the stores that are located at the centre of the town square. Any item in there is available to you within reason. Everyone is given an allowance per month and the staff keep track of items, sending their lists to city council every night for consolidation. Lunch is done communally like yesterday, but breakfast and dinner are yours to do as you wish. Some people don’t eat breakfast, and others prefer a large dinner, it’s really just your preference. We do have a few small grocery stores that work as any other store. You’re given an allowance and if you need more you need to apply to the council for that. Usually, women and small children ask for more food. All food is grown on farms around the island. We started the farms earlier this year and have been fairly successful at it. As for meat, we go to the mainland for that. Groups of hunters are sent out once a week for game and come back with what they can find,” Alice explained to us. It was a lot to take in, but I think I understand what’s going on here.

With no money, you could use a bartering system, but the jobs need to be done so this is the best system they came up with.

“Jake’s good at hunting!” Abby piped up and grinned at me. “He shot not one, but two deer with zero hunting experience last fall. One we had to abandon because the zombies were hot on our heels, but the other was a big male and he managed to dress it and we froze it for the winter. Got us through the entire thing with lots left over.”

I could feel my cheeks heat up at her praise. I didn’t think I did that well, but I loved having Abby at my back, hyping me up.

The three of us talked for quite some time after that with Alice agreeing that Abby should be put into the rotation for the lunch meal, and I would help out with a contracting crew that went around to make sure things were in working order. Not just for the business and community buildings but for normal peoples’ homes too. I wasn’t thrilled about it but then, I didn’t know how else to contribute. It’s not like a place like this needs a contract killer, do they?


Thirty Five

Abby
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The next day Jake and I were up bright and early, nervous for our first day at our new prospective jobs.

Jake’s crew would be by to pick him up before going to the council office to see what needs to be done.

I had a few hours before I needed to report to the lunch crew so as Jake grabbed a shower, I took care of breakfast.

Opening the fridge, I noticed that there was bacon and eggs in it along with the bread on the counter so I decided to make bacon and egg sandwiches.

By the time Jake came downstairs, the bacon was done, and I was almost finished with the eggs.

“Morning, baby,” Jake said as he wrapped his arms around my waist from behind, kissing the side of my neck. I giggled at the touch and moaned out loud since he knew exactly where to touch me to get me going.

“Stop that, neither of us have any time,” I tell him as I swat him away and finish putting together the sandwiches.

“I bet we fucking do have time,” Jake taunted me.

“Prove it,” I passed back at him because there’s no way…

He silenced me with a passionate kiss. His lips were demanding, hungry, and I couldn’t help but respond in kind. I wrapped my arms around his neck, pulling him closer, as our tongues danced in a frenzied rhythm.

Breaking away, he trailed kisses down my neck, his hands roaming freely over my body. He unbuttoned my silk robe, revealing my naked form beneath. I had been preparing for a day at the office, but now, I was grateful for my decision to wear nothing but a sheer nightgown underneath.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmured, his fingers gently caressing my breasts. My nipples hardened at his touch, begging for more attention. He obliged, pinching and rolling them between his thumb and forefinger, eliciting a soft moan from my lips.

As his kisses traveled lower, I felt my thighs tremble in anticipation. He pushed my legs apart, exposing my glistening folds to his hungry gaze. I was already wet, my desire for him evident, and he wasted no time in indulging in the feast before him.

His tongue flicked across my clit, sending a jolt of pleasure through my body. I arched my back, pressing myself against his mouth, eager for more. He obliged, licking and sucking, his tongue delving deep into my folds, exploring every inch of my sensitive flesh.

I gripped the edges of the table, my knuckles turning white as I struggled to maintain my composure. Jake was an expert in the art of oral pleasure, and his skills never failed to drive me wild. He teased and tormented my clit, bringing me to the brink of orgasm only to pull back and start again.

“Please, Jake,” I begged, my voice hoarse with desire. “Let me come.”

He chuckled, the vibrations adding another layer of sensation to his oral assault. “Not yet, my dear. I want you to beg for it.”

His fingers joined the dance, sliding into my drenched pussy, stretching and filling me as his tongue continued its relentless assault on my clit. I was lost in a haze of pleasure, my body trembling with the effort of holding back my climax.

Just when I thought I couldn’t take any more, he increased the pace, his fingers thrusting harder, his tongue flicking faster. My body betrayed me, surrendering to the overwhelming sensations. I cried out, my back arching off the table as a powerful orgasm ripped through me.

“That’s it, my little vixen,” Jake whispered, his voice thick with desire. “Let it all out.”

I lay there, panting, my body still quivering from the aftershocks of my release. Jake’s hands gently stroked my thighs, soothing the sensitive skin. I felt boneless, my limbs heavy and relaxed, but my mind was already racing with anticipation of what was to come.

Without warning, Jake stood, his eyes dark with desire. He positioned himself between my legs, his hard cock brushing against my sensitive folds. I was still sensitive from my orgasm, but the thought of having him inside me made me yearn for more.

“Are you ready for me, Abby?” he asked, his voice low and husky.

I nodded, unable to find the words to express my longing. He didn’t wait for a verbal response, instead, gripping my hips and guiding his throbbing length into my wetness. I gasped as he filled me, inch by inch, stretching me to accommodate his size.

“You feel so fucking good,” he growled, his voice strained as he fought for control. He began to move, his hips thrusting in a slow, deliberate rhythm. Each stroke sent waves of pleasure through my body, my sensitive nerves singing with delight.

I wrapped my legs around his waist, urging him deeper, my nails digging into his muscular back. I wanted to feel every inch of him, to be consumed by his passion. He obliged, his thrusts becoming harder, faster, driving me closer to the edge once more.

“Fuck me, Jake,” I pleaded, my voice raw and desperate. “Fuck me hard.”

He complied, his restraint shattering as he pounded into me with abandon. The table creaked beneath us, the sound of our bodies slapping together filling the kitchen. I was lost in a haze of pleasure, my mind reduced to a singular focus on the sensations coursing through me.

As he drove into me with relentless force, I felt my orgasm building again, an intense pressure coiling low in my belly. I clawed at his back, my nails digging into his skin, as I rode the wave of pleasure.

“Come for me, Abby,” he commanded, his voice hoarse with his own desire. “Let me feel you clench around me.”

His words were all it took to send me over the edge. I cried out, my body convulsing around his invading length as my orgasm consumed me. I felt him stiffen, his own release building as he thrust a few more times before filling me with his hot seed.

My heart rate finally started getting back to normal as Jake walked out the door.

Daisy looked at me sadly from the front door and I decided it would be good for her to go for a walk. Someone had given us a new collar and leash since we were finally in a civilization again and she couldn’t just do what she wanted. We had to act like proper neighbours again.

Bounding out the door, it was weird to not lock the front door, but I could get used to that. It amazed me that there wasn’t crime here, but it made sense. Everyone knew that doing shady sheet could lead you to be exiled and who wanted to go back out in the zombie infested world?

Daisy took her sweet time sniffing everything as we walked around a few blocks and then back home. We saw different people walking and everyone said hello.

I was not used to people anymore and definitely not used to nice people.

I was dressed in the clothes I’d found in the house—simple but clean. A light blue shirt and dark jeans, paired with sturdy shoes that had been left behind. I tied my hair back in a loose ponytail and splashed some water on my face from the sink. The mirror showed a face that was tired but determined. I took a deep breath and headed out the door, leaving Daisy behind.

The pavilion was a short walk from the house, nestled in the center of the community. It was a large, open structure with a thatched roof and wooden counters. The smell of cooking meat and fresh bread wafted through the air, making my stomach growl with hunger. I hadn’t eaten much in the past few days, and the scent was both welcoming and torturous.

As I approached, a woman with curly brown hair and a warm smile greeted me. She was wiping her hands on a flour-dusted apron, her eyes crinkling at the corners as she smiled. “You must be Abby,” she said, extending a hand. “I’m Margaret, the manager here. Welcome to the team.”

I shook her hand, feeling a little nervous but relieved by her friendly demeanor. “Thanks,” I said. “I’m ready to get started.”

Margaret nodded and led me inside. The pavilion was bustling with activity. Pots clanged, and the sizzle of meat on the grill filled the air. A group of people moved efficiently, chopping vegetables, flipping burgers, and arranging trays of food. It was organized chaos, and I watched in awe.

“This is where the magic happens,” Margaret said, gesturing to the kitchen area. “We serve lunch to the entire community, so it’s a busy place. But don’t worry, you’ll get the hang of it.”

She introduced me to the rest of the staff. There was Tom, the head cook, a gruff but kind man with a thick beard and a talent for grilling. Lisa and Alex, the twins who handled the salads and sides, their laughter echoing as they worked. And Jake, the same Jake who had been at my house the day before, now expertly flipping burgers on the grill. He caught my eye and smiled, and I felt a flush rise to my cheeks before I quickly looked away.

Margaret showed me to a station where I would be prepping vegetables and assembling sandwiches. She explained the workflow, how the orders would come in, and how to keep up with the demand. I listened intently, determined to prove myself.

As the lunch hour approached, the pavilion filled with the sound of chatter and clinking dishes. The doors opened, and a line of people formed, their faces a mix of familiar and new. I recognized some from my walk the day before, and they smiled as they passed by. The atmosphere was lively, filled with a sense of community I hadn’t experienced in years.

I worked quickly, my hands moving as I assembled sandwiches and salads. The work was hard but satisfying, and by the time the lunch rush subsided, I was exhausted but exhilarated. Margaret patted me on the back as I wiped sweat from my forehead. “You did great,” she said. “You’re a natural.”

I smiled, feeling a sense of belonging I hadn’t felt in a long time. I couldn’t wait for Jake to get home so I could see how his own day went.

Maybe this would be the place for us, where we can settle down and not worry about the outside world.


Thirty Six

Abby
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Ididn’t think I would acclimate to life on the island as quickly as I have.

The islands’ inhabitants welcomed us with open arms and allowed Jake and I to be ourselves. I was nervous about being around people but that was over within a couple of days. Jake enjoyed his time with his crew as they went around fixing things on the island.

None of the people here knew that we weren’t just a couple but siblings as well and that was a good thing. After what happened at the base… No, I wasn’t going to think about that.

It was a month after I got there that I started feeling off.

The sun hit my eye as I groaned at being woken up. Jake had this habit of leaving a bit of the curtain open in the morning. He got up a bit before me and thought it was funny to do it since I detested mornings.

Stretching my limbs, I immediately felt queasy. Running to the bathroom, I barely made it before bringing up whatever was left of last nights’ dinner.

Was whatever I ate bad? Or maybe I was still getting used to the food that was grown here. Without all the chemicals used in farming from before, the food tasted different here. More natural, which is exactly what it was.

“Fuck me,” I whispered as Daisy came over to me, wagging her tail and trying to get me to give her attention. As I sat on the bathroom floor, she got into my lap and was giving me kisses. She must’ve known I wasn’t feeling well.

The nausea had gone, and I was able to get up and brush my teeth. I was so grateful for the fact that electricity and running water were still a thing here.

Not trusting my stomach, I bypassed the kitchen and took Daisy out for a walk. I didn’t know if Jake had taken her, but I wanted to get outside in the nice weather while we still could. This was the northeast, and I knew winter was coming and would suck like it always did.

At the end of her leash, Daisy trotted along sniffing everything she could. There were other dogs in the town, and she had an absolute blast with them but she still needed her walks multiple times per day.

We had only walked a couple of blocks when the nausea came back with a vengeance.

I didn’t have time to run home, so I rushed to some bushes on the corner before emptying my stomach. Daisy whined as I was sick and since my stomach was empty there wasn’t much to come up.

“Oh dear,” a woman’s voice said from off to the side. “When I was pregnant with my Seamus, I too couldn’t get much farther then three blocks without being sick. You should go see the doctor if it gets bad.”

“I’m sorry, what?” I said as I turned towards her. One our neighbours stood there with a toddler on her hip. I had seen her around but only said hi in passing.

“For your pregnancy. You don’t want to get dehydrated or anything, it’ll cause the morning sickness to get even worse,” she said with a smile.

My… what?

I didn’t want to let her know that I was confused though, because what the fuck? I couldn’t be pregnant. I had an implant in my arm.

Instead, I nodded. “You’re right, thanks. Come on, Daisy, let’s go.”

I turned away and headed home and before I knew it, I sink down onto the couch in our living room.

There’s no way I could be pregnant.

But what if I am?

Only one way to find out.

The doctor had one of the buildings in the town square. I hadn’t had a chance to meet them yet because I felt I was healthy enough to not need to see them.

Opening the door, I walked up to the desk where a young girl sat reading a book.

“Hi! Welcome to the clinic. How may I help you?” She said cheerfully.

“Uh… yeah. I need to see a doctor or even a nurse. Never been here before, how does this work?” I asked her, trying not to wince at her sunny demeanor. It was still too early, and my stomach was in knots.

“You must be one of the new people who joined us last month,” she said as I nodded my head. “Most times you should make an appointment, but the doctor isn’t busy this morning if you need to see him.”

“Actually, that would be great. I’m Abby, by the way.”

“Have a seat and I’ll be right back.”

Sitting in a plastic chair in the corner I waited a few minutes until a middle-aged woman came out wearing a white doctors coat.

“Abby?” She called out and I jumped up, following her back to an exam room.

“I’m Doctor Martinez, what can I do for you today?” She asked after we both sat in opposite chairs. She was sitting next to a desk with a pad of paper next to her, ready to take notes. It was weird seeing old school ways of doing things when we had been so reliant on technology.

“I think I’m pregnant,” I blurted out.

She smiled at me. “We can test for that and then we can talk about it if you’d like?”

“Okay. Yeah, that’d be great.”

“Take this cup, the bathroom is on the right and leave it there. I’ll be back in a few minutes,” she instructed as she handed me a cup and ushered me in the direction of the bathroom.

Peeing in a cup is so fucking awkward but I do it and tighten the lid on, leaving it there for the doctor.

The next few minutes are brutal. I sit there, my leg bouncing up and down while I gnaw on my fingernails – a habit I hadn’t done since I was a pre-teen.

Finally, the door to the exam room opened again and the doctor walked in wearing a neutral expression.

“You are correct, you are pregnant,” she said without beating around the bush. “Do you remember when your last period was?”

“I can’t remember. But I had an implant,” I protested, showing her my arm. She inspected it for a few moments before turning back to me.

“Nothing is 100% effective except for abstinence. I’d like to take that out though if you plan on keeping the baby,” she told me. Am I keeping the baby? What if it turns out to be wrong because Jake and I are siblings?

“Before you make a decision, I’d like to see how far along you are. We have an ultrasound machine here.”

“Okay. Yeah, okay. I need to talk to my br… boyfriend,” I almost let out that Jake was my stepbrother. Fuck me.

The ultrasound didn’t take long since I was the only one in the clinic and the doctor could spend time with me. I found out that I was almost twelve weeks pregnant, which was definitely before we left the cabin.

No matter what, I would’ve been pregnant and in that moment, I was grateful for the zombie attack and overrun of our hideaway because I’d rather be here with a doctor and others.

“You have time to think of what you want to do, but not much time. I want to see you again in a few days, even if you haven’t made a decision yet, okay?” She told me as the appointment wrapped up.

I nodded and left the clinic, heading towards the lunch pavilion to get ready for the lunch meal. In a daze, I went through the motions of cooking the potatoes for the potato salad, something I was assigned to do this week. I had decided to do my mom’s recipe a few weeks ago and it was such a hit that I had been on potato salad duty since then.

“Hi, baby,” a deep voice said from behind me, and I turned around to see Jake standing there, looking hot as always. I went on my tip toes to give him a kiss and heard the people around us sigh and giggle. They loved how Jake always insisted on eating together for lunch.

“Can you get me a plate and I’ll join you in a minute? Just finishing up the last batch of salad,” I asked Jake, and he nodded, going off to get a plate for me.

The pavilion was bustling with the usual lunch crowd, the clatter of dishes and the hum of conversations filling the air. Jake was already seated at our usual spot under the big oak tree, his plate piled high with his favorites—my potato salad, a turkey sandwich, and a side of fresh fruit. He looked up at me with those piercing blue eyes that always made my heart skip a beat and gave me a warm smile. I sat down across from him, fidgeting with my napkin as I tried to calm the storm of thoughts in my head.

We chatted about nothing in particular for a few minutes—how his morning had gone, a funny story about one of the guys on his team, and a new project he was starting next week. I listened, nodding and laughing in all the right places, but my mind kept drifting back to the clinic, to the doctor’s words, to the tiny life growing inside me. I couldn’t ignore it any longer. The secret was eating away at me, making my chest feel tight and my hands tremble.

Jake noticed my distraction first. He reached across the table and squeezed my hand gently. “Hey, you okay? You seem a little off today,” he said, his voice soft with concern.

I forced a smile and squeezed his hand back. “Yeah, I’m fine. Just… uh… tired, that’s all.”

But then, without thinking, without planning, without grace, I just… said it.

“Jake, I’m pregnant.”

The words hung in the air like a challenge, heavy and unyielding. Jake’s eyes widened, and his sandwich, which had been halfway to his mouth, slipped from his fingers and landed on the plate with a soft thud. He stared at me, his expression a mix of shock and disbelief, as if he’d just been hit by a truck and was still trying to process what had happened.

“Wait… what?” he finally managed to choke out, his voice low and unsure. He leaned forward, his elbows resting on the table, and his hands rubbing together nervously. “Did you… did you just say what I think you did?”

I nodded, my heart pounding in my chest. “I went to the doctor this morning. She confirmed it. I’m… I’m pregnant.”

The pavilion seemed to fade away, the noise of the crowd dimming into the background as Jake’s gaze locked onto mine. He looked like he’d been punched in the gut, his breathing shallow and his face pale. For a moment, neither of us said anything. Then, slowly, Jake picked up his sandwich, set it back down, and then picked it up again, his hands shaking slightly.

“So… um… when?” he asked, his voice still laced with disbelief. “How far along are you?”

I swallowed hard. “Twelve weeks. They said… they said I need to decide what to do soon.”

Jake’s eyes snapped to mine, his expression unreadable. “Decide what to do?” he repeated, his voice tinged with a mix of confusion and something else—something I couldn’t quite place. Worry, maybe. Fear. Hope.

I nodded, my throat feeling tight. “About… you know. What to do about the baby.”

For a long moment, Jake just stared at me, his jaw clenched and his eyes searching mine as if looking for answers I didn’t have. Then, without saying a word, he stood up, walked around the table, and sat down beside me, wrapping his arm around my shoulders and pulling me close. He didn’t say anything, just held me there, his warmth grounding me as the weight of everything crashed down on us both.

“Whatever you want to do, I’ll support you.”

“But what about you? Do you want a baby or not?”

“I’m not the one carrying the baby, having my body destroyed and potentially having issues because of the baby.”

“I know but if you weren’t worried about that, what would you want?”

“I’d want to keep it,” he said quietly. “I know you’re worried, but I read up on genetics when I could back at the cabin, and I don’t think there would be any…issues.”

My jaw dropped. I didn’t know he had thought of that.

“Okay. I want to think about it,” I said as we finished our lunch in silence.

The rest of the day blurred together in a haze of fatigue. I barely made it through the door before collapsing onto the couch, my body heavy with the weight of everything we’d discussed. The baby, our future, the unknowns—it all swirled in my mind like a storm, but exhaustion eventually won out, and I let myself drift away.

I don’t know how long I slept, but when I stirred, the room was bathed in the soft glow of twilight. The air felt different, heavier somehow, and I could sense a stillness in the house that wasn’t there before. I sat up slowly, rubbing my eyes, and that’s when I noticed it—a faint flicker of light coming from downstairs.

Curious, I stood and made my way to the stairs. The wooden steps creaked beneath my feet, but the sound seemed muffled, as if the house itself was holding its breath. As I descended, the light grew brighter, and I could smell something incredible—roasted vegetables, herbs, and the unmistakable aroma of garlic bread. My stomach growled in response, reminding me I’d skipped dinner.

When I reached the bottom step, I froze. The entire living room was transformed. Candles of every size and color lined the shelves, the mantel, and even the floor. The soft glow of their flames danced across the walls, casting shadows that seemed to pulse with the music playing faintly in the background—a sultry jazz tune that sent a shiver down my spine. The dining table was set with our best china, complete with crystal glasses and a centerpiece of fresh flowers. It was beautiful, intimate, and completely unexpected.

Jake stood by the table, his back to me as he poured wine into two glasses. He was dressed in a simple button-down shirt, his sleeves rolled up to his elbows, and his hair was slightly tousled, as if he’d been running his hands through it. The sight of him like that—so put together yet effortlessly casual—made my heart skip a beat.

He turned as I stepped into the room, his eyes locking onto mine. For a moment, neither of us said anything. He just smiled; a soft, warm smile that made my chest tighten. Then he gestured to the table, and I saw it—everything. A perfectly roasted chicken, steamed asparagus, creamy mashed potatoes, and a basket of fresh bread. It was more than just a meal; it was a labor of love.

“You slept for a few hours,” he said, breaking the silence. “I thought you might be hungry.”

I didn’t know what to say. No one had ever gone to so much trouble for me before. I felt a lump form in my throat as I took a seat at the table. He poured me a glass of wine and sat down across from me, his eyes never leaving mine.

The meal was incredible—every bite was perfection. We talked little, the music and the crackling candles filling the space between us. But as we finished the main course and he got up to bring dessert, I couldn’t ignore the tension in the air. This wasn’t just a romantic dinner. There was something more to it.

He set a small chocolate torte in front of me and returned to his seat. For a moment, he just stared at me, his expression unreadable. Then, without warning, he stood and walked around the table. He knelt beside me, his hands brushing against mine as he reached into his pocket.

“I don’t care about what you decide,” he said suddenly, his voice low and steady. “I don’t care if you want the baby or not. I don’t care about any of it. What I care about is you. I care about us. I care about the fact that I want to wake up every morning with you by my side. I want to spend the rest of my life making you happy, no matter what that looks like.”

He pulled out a small box and opened it, revealing a stunning diamond ring that sparkled in the candlelight. My breath caught as he took my hand in his.

“I don’t care about your answer,” he repeated, his voice trembling slightly. “I just want to ask. Will you marry me? Not because of the baby, not because of anything else—just because I can’t imagine my life without you. I want to get married, to build a life with you, to face everything together. I want to marry you.”

Tears welled up in my eyes as I stared at him, my heart pounding in my chest. The room seemed to fade away, leaving only the two of us, suspended in this perfect, imperfect moment. And as I looked into his eyes, I knew. I knew exactly what I wanted.

“Yes,” I whispered, my voice trembling as tears spilled down my cheeks. “Yes, I’ll marry you. Not just because of the baby, but because I want to spend the rest of my life with you. Because I want to wake up every morning with you by my side, to build a life filled with love, laughter, and every kind of joy. I want to face everything with you, together.”

He slid the ring onto my finger, and it fit perfectly, as if it were made for me. I looked at it, the diamond glinting in the soft light, and then back at him. His eyes were shining with tears, and his face was alight with joy.

“We’re keeping the baby,” I said, my voice steady now, filled with conviction. “We’re starting a family. We’re going to be parents, Jake. We’re going to love this little life we’re creating, and we’re going to do it together.”

He pulled me into his arms, holding me tightly as I buried my face in his chest. I could feel his heart pounding against mine, and I knew that this was it. This was the moment that would change everything. This was the beginning of our forever.

“I love you,” he murmured into my hair, his voice filled with emotion.

“I love you too,” I replied, my words muffled against his shirt. “I love you so much.”

We stood there for a long time, holding each other, the world around us melting away. The candles flickered softly, casting shadows on the walls, and the air was filled with the scent of flowers and the promise of a new beginning.

Finally, he pulled back and looked at me, his eyes filled with adoration. “We’re getting married,” he said, as if he couldn’t believe it himself.

“We’re getting married,” I repeated, smiling through my tears.

“And we’re having a baby,” he added, a grin spreading across his face.

“We’re having a baby,” I said, laughing now, the joy overflowing from my heart.

He kissed me then, deeply and passionately, as if the entire world had come to a standstill. And in that moment, I knew that everything was going to be okay. We were going to face whatever came our way, together, as a family.

As we pulled away from each other, gasping for air, I looked into his eyes and saw the future there. I saw us, standing together, hand in hand, ready to take on the world. I saw the baby growing inside me, a tiny life that would bring us even closer together. I saw the wedding, the vows, the promises we would make to each other. I saw the laughter, the tears, the moments of pure joy and the challenges we would overcome.

And I knew, without a doubt, that this was where I was meant to be. This was my happily ever after, and I was ready to embrace it with open arms.


Epilogue
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Abby

The ceremony was beautiful, intimate, and filled with love. I wore a simple white dress, my hair cascading down my back in soft curls. Jake looked dashing in his dark suit, his eyes sparkling with joy as he gazed at me. We exchanged vows under a flower-adorned arch, promising to love and cherish each other forever.

As the sun began to set, our friends and family gathered for a celebration. The venue was a cozy hall, decorated with wildflowers and twinkling fairy lights. We danced, laughed, and shared stories, creating a bubble of happiness in a world that seemed to be falling apart.

But the night was far from over, and the best was yet to come. As the party wound down, Jake took my hand and led me out, our guests cheering and throwing rice as we made our way to our temporary housing—a cozy cottage on the outskirts of town.

The moon shone brightly, casting a soft glow on the quaint wooden cottage. Jake picked me up in his strong arms, his eyes sparkling with mischief. “Time to carry you over the threshold, my beautiful bride,” he whispered, his breath warm on my neck. I giggled, feeling a rush of excitement as he kicked open the door and strode inside, his footsteps echoing on the wooden floor.

The cottage was simple yet charming, with a cozy living area and a crackling fireplace. But Jake didn’t stop there. He carried me straight to the bedroom, his eyes never leaving mine. I felt like the luckiest woman alive, cradled in the arms of my handsome husband.

He gently placed me on the soft bed, his hands lingering on my waist, sending shivers down my spine. The room was dimly lit by a flickering candle, creating a romantic ambiance. Jake stood by the bed, his eyes burning with desire as he slowly undressed me, his fingers deftly unbuttoning my dress.

I watched him, my heart pounding in my chest. Jake’s strong, muscular body was a sight to behold as he peeled off his suit, revealing his broad chest and chiseled abs. I reached out, my fingers tracing the contours of his muscles, feeling the heat radiating from his skin.

“You’re so beautiful, Abby,” he murmured, his voice hoarse with desire. “I’ve dreamed of this moment, of making love to my wife.” His words sent a thrill through my body, and I arched towards him, craving his touch.

Jake lowered himself onto the bed, his lips finding mine in a passionate kiss. His tongue danced with mine, exploring, tasting, igniting a fire within me. I ran my hands through his hair, pulling him closer, wanting to feel every inch of him.

As our kiss deepened, his hands roamed over my body, cupping my breasts, thumbing my nipples to hardness. I moaned into his mouth, my back arching as pleasure coursed through me. Jake’s touch was electric, sending sparks of desire down to my core.

He broke the kiss, trailing wet kisses down my neck, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. His hands skillfully slid my dress off my shoulders, letting it pool at my waist, exposing my lace-covered breasts. I gasped as his warm mouth closed over one nipple, sucking and teasing it through the delicate fabric.

“Oh, Jake,” I breathed, my hands gripping the sheets, my body on fire. He switched to the other breast, lavishing it with attention, his tongue and teeth gently tugging at the sensitive peak. I squirmed beneath him, my hips involuntarily thrusting upwards, seeking friction.

With a growl, Jake tore his mouth away from my breast and looked into my eyes. “I want you, Abby. Now.” His voice was thick with desire, and I nodded, my eyes dark with want.

In one swift motion, he pulled off my dress and tossed it aside, leaving me naked before him. I felt exposed, but his hungry gaze made me feel desired beyond measure. Jake’s eyes traveled over my body, taking in every curve, every dip, before settling on my glistening core.

He positioned himself between my thighs, his hard length pressing against my entrance. I reached down, wrapping my hand around his throbbing cock, guiding him to my wetness. “Please, Jake,” I begged, my voice hoarse with need.

With one smooth thrust, he filled me, stretching me, eliciting a gasp from my lips. I felt so full, so complete, as he began to move, his hips pumping in a steady rhythm. His eyes never left mine, and I saw the love and desire reflected there.

We moved together, our bodies in perfect sync, the bed creaking beneath us. Jake’s thrusts were deep and powerful, hitting all the right spots, sending me spiraling towards ecstasy. I wrapped my legs around his waist, urging him deeper, wanting to feel every inch of him.

“You feel so good, Abby,” he groaned, his breath hot against my ear. “So tight, so wet. I can’t last much longer.” His words spurred me on, and I tightened my inner muscles around him, milking his length, driving him wild.

As he pounded into me, I felt my orgasm building, a coil of pleasure tightening in my core. I arched my back, my breasts thrusting forward, my fingers digging into his shoulders. “Jake, I’m close,” I panted, my voice breathless.

He changed the angle of his thrusts, hitting my sweet spot with precision. “Come for me, baby,” he growled, his voice raw. “Let me feel you clench around me.”

His words were my undoing. I cried out, my body shuddering as waves of pleasure washed over me. I felt Jake’s cock twitch inside me, and with a final, powerful thrust, he spilled his seed, filling me with his warmth.

We lay entangled, our hearts racing, our bodies glistening with sweat. Jake brushed the hair from my face, his eyes soft with love. “That was incredible, Baby,” he whispered, planting a tender kiss on my lips.

I smiled, my heart overflowing with joy. “It was perfect, my love. But I think we should test out this bed a little more, don’t you?” I teased, my fingers tracing patterns on his chest.

Jake’s eyes darkened with renewed desire. “Oh, I think that’s an excellent idea, baby. Let’s see what other positions this bed can handle.”

He rolled onto his back, taking me with him, so I straddled his waist, my legs on either side of his powerful thighs. I reached down, gripping his shaft, positioning him at my entrance. With a slow, deliberate glide, I impaled myself on his length, taking him deep inside me.

I set a leisurely pace, rising and falling, savoring the sensation of being filled by my husband. Jake’s hands cupped my breasts, his thumbs teasing my nipples, sending jolts of pleasure through me. I leaned forward, my breasts brushing his chest, my lips finding his in a languid, passionate kiss.

As I rode him, I felt his hands slide down my back, cupping my ass, encouraging me to take him deeper. I obliged, sinking down, feeling him stretch and fill me completely. I threw my head back, my breasts thrusting forward, as I reveled in the sensation of being utterly possessed by my husband.

“You’re incredible, Abby,” Jake panted, his eyes fixed on my bouncing breasts. “Watching you ride me like this is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.” His words fueled my desire, and I quickened my pace, my hips rolling, seeking my own pleasure.

I felt my orgasm building again, a delicious pressure coiling low in my belly. I leaned forward, my hands braced on his chest, as I rode him harder, faster, my breasts swaying with each thrust. Jake’s hands gripped my hips, guiding my movements, his eyes never leaving my face.

“That’s it, baby, come for me again,” he urged, his voice hoarse. “Let me see you lose control.”

His words pushed me over the edge. I cried out, my body trembling as pleasure exploded within me. I collapsed onto his chest, my breasts mashed against his hard muscles, as I rode out my orgasm. Jake’s hands stroked my back, soothing me as my body pulsed around his still-hard cock.

“I think this bed is definitely up to the challenge,” I said, my voice breathless, as I lifted myself off him, my legs trembling.

Jake grinned, his eyes sparkling with mischief. “Oh, we’re not done yet, Baby. I have a feeling this bed has a few more surprises in store for us.”

He stood, his cock jutting proudly, and led me to the edge of the bed. “Bend over, baby,” he whispered, his voice laced with desire. “Let me show you how much I love you from behind.”

I complied, resting my hands on the bed, my ass in the air, offering myself to him. Jake’s hands caressed my cheeks, spreading them, exposing my wetness. I felt his hot breath on my skin, followed by the tip of his tongue, teasing my entrance, making me moan.

He entered me in one smooth stroke, his hands gripping my hips, holding me steady as he began to thrust. The change in angle was exquisite, hitting places deep within me that sent shivers of pleasure up my spine. I pushed back against him, meeting his powerful thrusts, my head thrown back in abandon.

“Yes, Jake,” I moaned, my voice echoing in the room. “Harder, please.”

He obliged, his hands leaving my hips to grab my hair, pulling my head back, exposing my neck. He pounded into me, his hips slapping against my ass, his breath hot on my skin. I felt his fingers trace the sensitive skin of my throat, sending shivers of pleasure through me.

“You like it rough, don’t you, baby?” he growled, his voice thick with desire. “You want me to take you hard, to claim you as mine.”

I could only nod, my words lost in the haze of pleasure. Jake’s thrusts became more urgent, his cock sliding in and out of my drenched pussy, each stroke sending me closer to the edge. I felt his hand leave my hair, only to return with something cold and slick—a bottle of lube.

With one hand, he reached around, his fingers finding my tight, puckered hole. I gasped as he teased it, circling the rim, adding a new layer of sensation to the overwhelming pleasure I was already experiencing.

“Please, Jake,” I begged, my voice hoarse. “Take me, all of me.”

He obliged, his thick finger pushing past the tight ring of muscle, eliciting a strangled cry from my lips. He worked his finger in and out, stretching me, preparing me for what was to come. I felt my body relax, accepting the intrusion, even as my mind struggled to process the intense sensations.

“You’re so tight, baby,” he panted, his voice strained. “But I know you can take more.”

With that, he added a second finger, stretching me further, eliciting a mix of pleasure and discomfort. I breathed through it, focusing on the feeling of being so completely possessed by my husband. Jake’s fingers worked their magic, scissoring and twisting, until I was writhing beneath him, my body begging for release.

“Now, Jake,” I pleaded, my voice desperate. “Please, I need you.”

He withdrew his fingers, leaving me feeling empty, only for a moment. Then I felt the broad head of his cock pressing against my tight entrance, seeking entry. With one firm thrust, he breached my back door, eliciting a cry of surprise and pleasure from my lips.

Jake held still, giving me a moment to adjust to the intense sensation. I felt stretched beyond belief, every nerve ending screaming with sensation. “Relax, baby,” he whispered, his breath hot on my neck. “Let me show you how good this can feel.”

He began to move, his thrusts slow and deliberate, each one sending shockwaves of pleasure through me. I pushed back, meeting his strokes, my body adapting to the new, incredible sensation. Jake’s hands gripped my hips, holding me steady as he picked up the pace, his cock sliding in and out of my tight channel.

“Oh, God, Jake,” I moaned, my voice ragged. “I can’t believe how good this feels.”

He chuckled, the sound deep and throaty. “You like it, don’t you, my little vixen? You like being taken like this, filled in every way possible.”

I could only nod, my words lost in the haze of pleasure. Jake’s thrusts became more urgent, his cock sliding in and out with ease now, each stroke sending me closer to the brink. I felt my orgasm building, a pressure coiling low in my belly, threatening to explode.

“Come for me, Abby,” Jake growled, his voice raw. “Let me feel you clench around me again.”

His words were my undoing. I cried out, my body convulsing around his cock as pleasure exploded within me. I felt Jake’s release, his hot seed filling me, as he thrust a final time, his hands gripping my hips possessively.

We collapsed onto the bed, our bodies glistening with sweat, our hearts racing. Jake pulled me close, his arms wrapping around me, his lips finding mine in a tender kiss.

“That was…” I began, struggling to find the words.

“Incredible,” Jake finished, his voice soft. “And this is just the beginning, my love. We have all the time in the world to explore our desires, to make memories that will sustain us no matter what the future holds.”

I smiled, my heart full, knowing that no matter what challenges we might face, our love would endure, and our passion would burn brightly, lighting the way.


Thank you!

Thank you for sticking with it and reading my book. If you want more erotica, my short stories are so so good and smutty. Please check them out.
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