
        
            
                
            
        

    
Miranda Bailey

Sounds of the Night





  
    First published by Sparrow Publishing 2019

  

  Copyright © 2019 by Miranda Bailey


  
    All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted      in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning, or otherwise without      written permission from the publisher. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute      it by any other means without permission.

  
    This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are      the work of the author's imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities      is entirely coincidental.

  
    Miranda Bailey asserts the moral right to be identified as      the author of this work.

  
    Miranda Bailey has no responsibility for the persistence      or accuracy of URLs for external or third-party Internet Websites referred to in this publication and does not      guarantee that any content on such Websites is, or will remain, accurate or appropriate.

  
    Designations used by companies to distinguish their products are often claimed as trademarks.      All brand names and product names used in this book and on its cover are trade names, service marks, trademarks      and registered trademarks of their respective owners. The publishers and the book are not associated with any      product or vendor mentioned in this book. None of the companies referenced within the book have endorsed the      book.

  

  

  
    First edition

  

  

  

  
    This book was professionally typeset on Reedsy

    Find out more at reedsy.com
  


  




  
    
      Contents
    

    
    
      	
        I. WHEN LOVE REMAINS
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter One
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Two
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Three
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Four
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Five
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Six
        
      

    
      	
        II. LOVE SURVIVES
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Seven
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Eight
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Nine
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Ten
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Eleven
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Twelve
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Thirteen
        
      

    
      	
        III. LOVE ENDURES
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Fourteen
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Fifteen
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Sixteen
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Seventeen
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Eighteen
        
      

    
      	
        Chapter Nineteen
        
      

    
      	
        About the Author
        
      

    
    


  


I

When Love Remains







  
  
  Chapter One
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“Samuel, you and Isadora get inside.” Jacob, my husband, stared out at the herd of about twenty-five of our former neighbors, now mere shadows of their former selves. “Make sure to lock yourselves in but stand by the door so that you can let me in once I get through this pile of them. I’m going to distract them so that you can two can get by without the whole group of them following you.” 

We were hidden behind a pile of railroad ties that the railroad repair crews had left to become part of the scenery three years ago, but now acted as a screen for us. We’d gone out searching for supplies earlier in the day and there had been no sign of the undead near our property. We’d come back to find that some of the undead had wandered up the tracks to our house. It happened occasionally as the creatures urge to spread the parasite inside them continued, despite a lack of fresh victims.

The fast growing parasite, the only known cause of the death and almost resurrection of countless people across the globe, was of unknown and non-terrestrial origin. Back when we had time, and the inclination, to speculate we’d wondered if the parasite was an alien life-form. I’d also wondered if the parasite had come from melted polar ice-caps or an underground cavern deep under the ocean that had opened up due to the increase in earthquakes felt around the globe back then. But surely the pressure difference would have killed the parasite as it rose? I didn’t know then, and had no time to wonder now.

My thoughts were brought back to the present when I heard one of the creatures let out a strangled moan. I glanced at the undead thing. It used to be a preacher. I’d met him once in town and quickly walked away from him when he began to invite me to his church with dire warnings about living a sinful life. I only recognized him now by the green wooden cross still dangling around his neck. His formerly overweight face was now peeling away from his skull on one side. His jaw hung only by a tendon attached to something I couldn’t see. The other half of his face looked as though it had been split with a machete. A machete similar to the one I wore on my hip, I’d guess. Whoever had done that probably got it at the same small-town hardware store where I’d got mine.

“Jacob, you can’t handle them on your own, let Samuel and I help you. I’ve been practicing with the machete when I’m down in the basement washing clothes.” I didn’t want my husband out here on his own but I was talking to a man whose main concern was my safety. Even now he’d positioned himself so that I was in the middle between his body and Samuel’s. It wasn’t chauvinism, it was love that made Jacob seek to protect me and I knew it but I wanted the opportunity to at least prove to myself that I didn’t always need to be defended. I needed to know I could defend myself. In this world not being able to defend yourself meant you weren’t going to live long. My somewhat dead, but not quite there yet, neighbors proved that. I could see what used to be rough and rowdy coal miners that could usually haul twice their own weight in that pack today.

It was a good thing their muscles deteriorated or the coming fight would have been even harder on all of us. I sent Jacob a pleading look and he finally broke my gaze to look over at Samuel. Samuel shrugged and gave Jacob one of those looks that screamed, “I don’t want her machete in my head for agreeing with you, buddy, fight your own battle.”

“Look babe, it’s going to be easier and quicker if we just do it my way. We’ll all be inside eating those eggs we found as scrambled eggs before we know it if you’d just do it my way for now.” Jacob’s tone pleaded with me to be sensible, and his hand went up to my shoulder to add emphasis to his plea.

I looked down at his hand, at his worried face, and out at the group that could end all of our lives with a simple scratch or bite. Taking a deep but quiet breath I nodded my head, agreeing with him silently. Today wasn’t my day to volunteer to go out into the proving grounds.

“Right, thank you. I’m going to head over to that other pile of ties then I’ll signal to you two before I do anything.” Jacob pointed over at another pile of ties about ten feet to the left of our position. The house was to our right,bordered by a ten foot tall fence and gate between us and the door about one hundred feet away. “Once they’re moving, run quietly but quickly and get in the house. Leave the gate open, I’ll shut it. The door to the house is unlocked so just get the door open quietly and get inside.”

Jacob took my shoulder once more, kissed me quietly on the forehead, and whispered in my ear that he loved me before he quietly crawled over to the other pile of ties. The almost-dead neighbors, some missing limbs, all suffering from wounds that should have proven fatal, didn’t even twitch as Jacob made it to the ties. Their attention had been caught by a noise at the other end of the small herd. I looked around the edge of the ties and saw that one had a piece of barbed wire wrapped around his ankle, the end trailing through dormant blackberry vines. It was enough to distract them, braindead creatures that they were.

Without warning, Jacob suddenly stood up and began to shout just loud enough to draw the attention of our not-so-neighborly neighbors. Samuel and I slowly crept from behind our own pile of ties the second Jacob stood up. The last thing I saw was Jacob standing there, waving his arms, before I looked straight ahead of me while I stared a hole through the strong steel gate that was hung at the midway point of the fence. I was so focused on that gate that I didn’t notice the zombie with the barbed wire caught in its pant leg break off and head straight for me.

We didn’t think the critters could see, their eyes were white and cloudy, a sure sign of blindness, but this one seemed to be looking right at me, its arms coming up to grab at me as it made the strangled noise that passed for a scream. Samuel made a strange garbled noise and I looked back just as Barbwire Bill grabbed me. I pulled my machete out of the loop it hung from and buried it right in the thing’s head, not worried about how I’d pull it back out. The thing dropped and Samuel came up behind me, rushing me to the fence and through the gate. I looked back long enough to see Jacob stabbing one of the rotten things in the head with a cast iron fire poker. It wasn’t the most macho weapon around, but it was effective.

We’d learned early on that one of the worst things you can do is draw their attention, or make enough noise that you’re heard throughout the town. You can fire off all of the shots you want to but all you’ll do is draw more of them in your direction. Since then, we made every effort to make as little noise as possible. I wasn’t exactly sure how Jacob was going to lose them but I knew he had a plan. My last sight of him before Samuel shut the heavy door was of Jacob waving his arms, making slight whistling noises to keep them following him up the trail beside the railroad tracks. My chest clenched up as the door shut and I lost my view of Jacob.

“You stay at the door, I’m going to get the rifle and keep an eye on him from upstairs as long as I can.”

I watched up until Jacob went around the bend in the road. Weeds, trees, and shrubbery had grown up along the path and blocked my sight. Jacob would have to go through that to the bridge we had to cross over to get across the river that ran along the back edge of the house. My sight would be blocked until he was on the bridge. I ran up the stairs to watch him from the other side of the house, I had to know what was happening.

I breathed a sigh of relief once I was upstairs and at a window.I could see what he was doing now; he was going to run down the road that stretched in front of the bridge and come back over another bridge not far up the road. The other bridge was hidden by weeds now. As long as Jacob could get over that bridge without making any noise or being seen the putrid critters would keep marching down the road. Not that this meant we were any safer from zombies, more always seemed to show up, following the path of least resistance up the tracks, perhaps.

For now my husband was safe, our best friend was safe, and I was safe. When Jacob finally made it back to our front yard I ran down the stairs to the door to wait impatiently as he locked the gate before he came in. Our home slowly turn into an impenetrable fort as this disaster went on. We’d find something on our infrequent trips out and bring it back with us. We’d worked as quietly as possible to make sure we got everything up safely. The fence and gate had been put up before the outbreak though, zombies of the drug-fueled kind made our lives miserable with theft and stolen telephone lines long before a parasite changed our entire worlds. Since then we’d added to the fence as and when we could and made a few other alterations like the steel shutters on the downstairs windows.

Jacob finally made it to the door and I flung myself into his arms while Samuel shook his hand. I kissed every square inch of his face that I could before I let him go.

“Whose turn is it to cook?” He asked as he stumbled in, a pack on his back full of supplies we would add to our stock. Fresh food was the hardest thing to get our hands on and I really hoped those eggs we’d found on a farm not far from here were fresh and not old. Or broken in the pack now. We were going back for any chickens we could find in a few days but for now it was time for showers, food, and settling in for the night.

“I do believe that honor is yours Jacob.” Samuel said with a smug grin. “You hit the jackpot of tasks today! But you’re a better cook than me so more power to you, buddy. Have at it!”

Jacob shot Samuel a rude gesture with his finger and turned to walk away.

“By the way, Isadora, I saw you take that zombie down, babe. Good job. We’ll get your machete back in the morning.” Jacob said as he walked back to the kitchen.

I was pleased that he noticed, and that he acknowledged my effort. I knew I loved that man for a reason.

I went into the bathroom, showered quickly, then walked upstairs to fall on the bed for a quick nap. It had been a long day of quietly stalking through tall weeds, pulling bugs off of me as I went, searching houses, and hauling goods home. My pack was still outside, hidden in some shrubs. It would have to be retrieved tomorrow.

We’d come up the path along the railroad tracks and spotted the small herd so we’d hidden mine and Samuel’s packs. Jacob’s was the only one with anything delicate in it so we’d brought it along. We hadn’t retrieved the bags before we hid behind the pile of ties so we wouldn’t have to carry their weight with us when we ran for the fence. It was the plan we had in place, and we’d followed it without a sound.

I’m glad now I didn’t have it on me when Barbwire Bill came at me, my balance would have been off by a mile. I just needed a little nap now to get me through the rest of the day. Just a little one.

Twenty minutes later Jacob woke me up to eat fresh scrambled eggs with dried onions. It was divine to have something fresh and not out of a metal can. And miles better than the dried eggs we’d quickly become tired off eating.

Real eggs, the world wasn’t totally going to hell then!

I checked at the windows and saw two of the undead had returned. I checked a few minutes later to see if they’d wandered off, but the undead were stubborn and refused to leave. Three hours later one last glance before full darkness fell revealed that there were a few more. That meant we were stuck in the house. 

Even more of the things showed up over the next hour, and they now milled around on the railroad tracks, and pushed each other around. It had been over three months since the dead came back to life, in my home-state of West Virginia and around the world. Well, a form of life anyway, and we had mostly learned to pick our battles, carefully. We’d do without wood for the night. I spotted one of them as it pushed a partially skinned finger at the gate and I could imagine I heard the bare bone scrape against the metal.

They were not able to get in but we could not get out either. They’d stopped being my former neighbors months ago and the wear and tear of their lives mixed with the harsh elements of a West Virginia winter were starting to take their toll. Still, I am sure that one at the gate with the scuzzy blonde hair is that crazy guy that always wandered the road, walking back and forth all day long. Perhaps I should say it used to be him but isn’t anymore?

The small herd gathered outside meant there was no firewood for the wood stoves this evening because we couldn’t get out to chop it now. January had faded into February, the coldest part of the year in the southern part of the state, and we were feeling it without the stoves to keep us warm. We had kept warm most of the day by trekking around looking for supplies but now we were trying to stay warm with coats and blankets covering us. I knew it would be another night of sleeping between the other two occupants of the house, my husband and our best friend. It’d be warm but cramped. 

Again. 

I sighed and stood up to take the bottle of cool water and the bowl of molten ravioli Jacob brought up to me as a bedtime snack. I was thinking how we needed more wood and if there was anything left in the house to burn as I walked over to the bed.

While I slid under the covers, I watched Jacob turn to me. He had obviously had the same thoughts as me. I ate as he began to speak. 

“We never seem to get enough wood, we gather it every time they aren’t out there, but still we never have enough. It doesn’t matter how much we get chopped and stacked within the fence, there’s just never enough. We’re going to have to rethink how we do this part. I can’t have my babe going to bed cold anymore.”

It was dark, we were safe, if not exactly warm, and for a moment, life was good. I decided to take that opportunity to remind my husband and I had other needs besides food. Finished with the bowl, I set it down and pulled my legs up to sit up straight.

“You seem to have no problems with wood, oh wonderful husband of mine.” Giving him a very amused grin, I teased him with a question. “Where’s Samuel?”

If we had a minute or five, we might be able to get semi-naked.

My husband waltzed over to the bed, and grinned back while he stood over me. “He’s downstairs in the bathroom again. The guy either doesn’t want to come out of the only warm spot we have to hide in, or his dick is about to fall off from all the tugging he’s giving it.”

Jacob was never one to mince words, not when we were alone. 

“We’re freezing cold, there are zombies outside, we’ve been living on a diet of canned food for a month, and the internet is down so there’s no porn, what could he possibly be so horny for? All I can think is it’s because it’s warm in there!” I replied, doubt in my voice. 

“I think all this living with you has got him hot. He’s 25, dear, he’s always horny anyway. Then add in the fact that you’re a beautiful woman, even bundled up like you are. You’ve got all this lovely black hair, a stunning face, and this gorgeous set of breasts with these lovely dark nipples. It is very hard not to notice you even when it’s this fucking cold! Oh, and those come-hither brown eyes of yours. A body would have to be blind not to notice those eyes! I think he has plenty of mental porn to work out.” Laughing Jacob pulled me underneath him and kissed me. Hard. I might be a little fluffy but apparently that fluff didn’t detract from driving my husband wild, still.

I was about to comment on his come-hither eyes comment when I felt his tongue move over mine while I tried to slide my hand under his shirts. He had on three t-shirts and a sweatshirt so there was quite a bit to get through. They were all tucked into his waistband so I had to pull them out. When the shirts came free, my hands glided over the silky smooth skin of his back, to enjoy the heat that radiated off of him. I stopped kissing him and grinned.

“I told you you didn’t have a problem with wood, dear,” and kissed him again. My hands moved over his nipples and he moaned into my mouth.

“Don’t tease” he said, “Samuel will be up soon and we can’t have him shocked and running back down to the bathroom. It’s going to be a cold night and we need some sleep.” He contradicted himself when he pressed his hips harder into the cradle between my thighs. He completely negated the words he’d just spoken, but I didn’t care, I wanted that moment with him. Even if it was only a stolen, two minute quicky under the blankets. Perhaps we could slip off later, once Samuel fell asleep? It really was warm in the bathroom, after all.

The electricity was still on so there must be someone there to keep it running. The problem was,  we’d only had one heater when all of this started and that stayed in the bathroom to make sure the pipes didn’t freeze. We only ventured out so far into the village because of the undead outside and none of the houses we’d been in had any space heaters, for some reason. Either someone got to them before we did or people around here simply didn’t have any. 

There was also the fact that we lived in a spot that was almost an island; stuck between a river, the railroad tracks, and the mountain. It was private, perfect, but there weren’t a lot of houses around. Maybe soon we’d find one that would heat upstairs. It would be our luck, the day we found one would be the day the power went out at last.

Pushing Jacob off of me, I rolled away to get under the covers. I heard Samuel coming up the stairs and looked over at his bed. We’d moved an extra bed upstairs, on the other side of the top floor and put a curtain up to divide it. It worked when we could have the wood stove going but on days we couldn’t get outside to bring wood in we had to all bundle up together to stay warm. Before all of this we’d turned the upstairs into an open apartment. We had a bathroom, a living room, an office, and our bedroom. It was warmer up here in the winter so we’d spend the winters up here. Downstairs stayed cooler so we spent the summers there.

Samuel had managed to make it to our house when all of this started. He had no family, much like us, so he’d come here to find his best buddies. We welcomed his company and we all worked to keep each other going in this nightmare world we now inhabited. Another reason for keeping everybody upstairs was that we could block the steps up to this level and it made sleeping at night much easier when you weren’t worried about being attacked. The monsters could get into the house and we’d still be safe because they could not get up the stairs. A steel door prevented that.

I stood and walked over to Samuel’s bed to pick up his pillows. Samuel saw me walk by and spoke.

“It’s safe then.” He grinned in a way that made me think of how, in our previous life, Samuel would come to the house and walk through the open front door. He’d use his form of knocking, which was to call up the stairs and ask if it was safe to come up. I had a habit of not wearing clothes when people weren’t around, even on cold days, because I simply hated wearing them. He’d walked up a few times without announcing himself and had more than one eyeful of my naked body. 

We’d all laughed back then, as I scrambled for clothes, all of it innocent enough, really. Secretly, though, I enjoyed the thrill of something that I wasn’t supposed to. I haven’t had that opportunity since this had all started. Samuel was always here and it was bloody cold. Even I couldn’t take how impossibly cold it had been lately, covers or no covers to hide under.

Jacob laughed and grabbed me to his side as I walked up with the pillows.

“As safe as you want it to be,” he said to Samuel, with more laughter. A deep, throaty laugh that thrilled me because that laugh usually only came out before he did something naughty to me.

“You two behave yourselves; it’s time to go to sleep.” I said with a note that warned him he’d better behave. “Jacob, pull the covers down. I’m going to the bathroom again before I get in between you two. I hate crawling over people in the middle of the night.”

 I walked away, headed to the tiny bathroom we’d installed all those many days ago. I was a bit flustered, but didn’t want them to know it. Jacob had often talked about sensual, forbidden things when it came to sex. Things I’d never thought of but secretly wanted to do after he spoke about them. Things that involved Jacob and Samuel. The end of the world had kind of changed the way we thought of life. Old conventions and norms no longer fit into the life we lived and I’d started to consider doing things I never would have in earlier times. Well, thinking about them more, anyway. I don’t think I was anywhere near the “doing” stage yet.

Although Jacob was the one that brought these things up I worried over how those things would change our relationships. How it would change all of us and I couldn’t even put words to the things Jacob had described to me, low in my ear as he moved within me. I had to stop a quiet moan as I thought about it now. This wasn’t the best time to think about those things, I reminded myself. Not when I was about to go out there and crawl between the two of them. 

I stood up and faced myself in the mirror over the sink as I brushed my teeth. I was in black fleece pajamas, my waist length hair bundled up on my head. Sleeping between two men meant my hair got tangled under various arms, elbows, and even wrapped around a neck sometimes. Even with my hair up I didn’t look bad for a 35 year old woman. My face was flushed with my thoughts, though, and I had to admit, Samuel did have a nice body. He was caring, kind, and always helpful. He had a masculine voice, but it was a soft voice, some might even say sweet. 

And then there was my Jacob. Oh, the man that stirred me like no other ever had.

I rinsed off my toothbrush when I was finished and turned to face the door. My hand paused on the door knob as I thought about Jacob. At 42 he was of average height, kept his head shaved, which I found sexy, and had the most luscious skin of any man I’ve ever seen. I spent a lot of time licking that skin, it was so incredible. He had a deep voice with just the right sound that sent chills down my back, still. He had a strong, masculine, handsome face and his eyes were forever changing between green, grey, and blue. His hands were strong, as well as his body, and he made skillful use of them all. Over the years, he had figured out what would thrill me most when he touched me, when he spoke to me, when he looked at me and he could make me melt in an instant. He was also a very loving man, always there to listen, to carry, to urge me on. I loved him dearly.

Shaking myself from my reverie, I opened the door and went to the bed. I climbed in past Samuel, who waited on the side of the bed, and slid over towards Jacob. I cuddled up close to Jacob and then Samuel scooted in behind me.

“Hit the light, Jacob, we’re all in.” Samuel spoke and Jacob acted, turning the lamp off. Without the light it went completely dark and we all lay there quietly ending our day, warm finally for the first time in hours.

We could hear the house settling, the moans of the undead outside, and the wind letting us know the world wasn’t entirely at peace. We’d have to do something about them tomorrow if they weren’t gone by morning. We had to warm the house up and they were keeping us from going out of the fence to the woodpile. I hated getting that near them but it would have to be done. Feeling a cold shiver go down my spine, I nudged myself under Jacob’s left arm and threw my leg over his.

“Love you, babe.” He said softly, his fingers on my cheek.

“Love you too, sweetheart.” I replied, my hand flat on his muscular stomach.

“Love you Grampaw, goodnight Billybob!” Samuel called out from his side of the bed.

I slapped at Samuel’s chest behind me and told him to shut up. We all laughed and settled down to sleep. 

The minutes ticked past as the two men around me calmed down into sleep. My brain wouldn’t stop, though, and went back to the zombies outside. I hoped we could get more wood tomorrow. Sometimes the zombies wandered off and left us in peace; sometimes we had to get rid of them ourselves. We were low on bullets, which was fine because we only used guns to kill them when we absolutely had to. And only when we were far away from the house, if we could help it. We generally killed them with our hunting knives and that was not only dangerous but disgusting work. 

There couldn’t be that many left in our small village. There were only around 300 people here to begin with. My thoughts shifted to Jacob’s heartbeat and the warmth coming from his body until I slowly fell asleep, content and as happy as one could be in this situation.
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The real world slowly came into focus, despite the fact that it was still dark and I should be asleep. Something woke me but I wasn’t sure what. I lay still, my ears attuned to hear if something was in the house. I held my breath as I listened. I was afraid I’d hear the slow ambling tread of a dead thing as it slid through the house below. I don’t care how well we secured the place, I still panicked in the dark of night when I couldn’t see and it was too cozy to get out of bed and go look. I’d wake up the fellas to have them check for monsters, but it was always nothing when I’d wake up like this. I didn’t wake them again, just because I’d woke up from a nightmare and thought something was in the house.

I’d started having nightmares that first week of the outbreak. We never did find out what exactly happened with the parasitic infection that caused the dead to come back to some semblance of life but we knew it spread fast and far. The event started in Florida and the parasite somehow made its way up to West Virginia four days later. We watched the news online as state by state the human population fell dead only to rise once again as the decaying corporal ghosts of what they had once been. Rather than ghosts that go bump in the night, however, these shells of humanity were the bitey-let-me-make-you-like-me kind. The not quite dead but certainly not the living.

By the time this new plague reached our tiny village news broadcasts had started to go black or there were only empty chairs in a totally silent studio. From Miami to Charlotte studios started to empty out while others apparently lost power completely. Occasionally you might hear a snarl or a scream as someone wandered into the building and that would chill me to the bone. The nightmares had started after hearing one of those screams through my laptop’s audio.

I tried to dismiss it all as fake, as nothing more than television trickery at first. This was all just a massive joke being played on the public by some rather sick group of freaks that wanted to terrify us all. Or it was only drug addicts attacking people while in the midst of a drug haze that made them absolutely mental and the people in those states were just overreacting. Things would calm down when the drug ran its course and the supply waned.

That first time I heard a silent studio suddenly come alive with a terrified scream of agonized pain as a slurred moan hinted at a mouth full of things best left not thought about had made it all real for me. That’s when the nightmares began and we’d begun to take it all seriously. Up until that point Jacob and I had laughed it off, even Samuel had teased us about being locked together forever as a married zombie couple. I’d laughed as the idea of Jacob in his wedding tuxedo and me decked out in my wedding regalia popped into my head. After that scream my brain had turned that joke into a dream reality that had left me frozen in fear. I’d fought to free myself from the nightmare once I’d forced myself to wake up. It replayed almost every night in my dreams now and I’d often wake like this, panting for air, straining to hear, too terrified to actually move.

Finally my heart rate calmed down, my panicked breath slowed, and my ears could pick up no sounds from within the house. We were still safe for now, the creeping rot had not intruded inside of our home. There was no sunlight brightening shadows around the windows so it must still be the middle of the night. There didn’t seem to be any reason for me to be awake. And then I heard something and felt something touch me at the same time.

Coming out of the fog of sleep, I initially thought Jacob was having a sex-dream. But as awareness intruded, I realized it was Samuel moaning in his sleep as he slowly thrust into my hip, not Jacob. I’d rolled onto my back while I was asleep and Samuel was pressed against my side. Jacob was sprawled on his right hip, faced away from me.

I was to shocked to move, and I didn’t want to wake him and embarrass him.  I wasn’t sure what to do so I laid there in the dark and held my breath. I couldn’t roll over because Samuel’s arm was over my stomach, holding me still. I knew he was asleep because of his breathing and the soft sound that would escape his lips every now and then. 

I pursed my lips between my teeth, totally not sure of what to do because…I didn’t want him to stop. It felt so sinful, laid there with my husband snoring beside me while his best friend’s hand moved under my shirt, slid up my stomach, over my ribs, and finally, slowly, closed in on my left nipple. 

A deep guttural moan escaped my throat as his fingers clenched around the bundle of nerves he’d found in his sleep, I couldn’t help it. I wasn’t exactly certain Samuel was asleep now, but at this point I was in too deep, too curious to care. How far would he go? More important, how far would I let this go? Did he even know what he was doing?

Jacob had whispered things like this in my ear. He wanted me to explore what it would be like to be with two men. He wanted to watch me getting fucked, wanted to see my pleasure, wanted to give me pleasure like I’d never imagined, he’d whispered during our most consuming lovemaking sessions. 

But he was asleep beside me and didn’t know, was this wrong or was it what he wanted? Did I care right now? I didn’t, because Samuel had thrown his leg over mine, the weight of his thigh pressed on my throbbing clit. His head moved to my neck and another sound escaped my lips, anticipating the feel of his mouth there. As his tongue moved up my neck his fingers closed around my nipple again and my hips moved, my legs clenching around his as he bit down on my neck. I knew he wasn’t asleep now.

“Isadora.”

So quiet, so full of longing. Jacob couldn’t have heard it but I did and the heat between my thighs spread. My stomach clenched, my hips rolled against Samuel’s leg, and I wanted more than Samuel was giving me but afraid to ask for it. I was about to break, about to beg him to touch me more but Jacob turned over. One of his hands landed on my thigh, so close to Samuel’s he touched it. I went completely still.

I had two men’s legs between mine.

I tensed, terrified Jacob would wake up. I’m not sure why I was afraid, Jacob definitely wanted something like this to happen. He’d told me so, so many times now, but I’d always protested, told him it was too forbidden. 

I took a slight breath, and let my eyes relax. I still kept them closed, caught between the sensation of Samuel’s fingers on my nipple and Jacob’s hand on my thigh. I waited for one of them to do something, to make the decision for me. I think I just wanted that feeling of forbidden passion, of being naughty, to last a little while longer. Then Samuel let out a quiet, low laugh and his hand moved between my legs. I felt his hand nudge Jacob’s hand as he did, and wanted to his at him to stop. He wanted Jacob to know, I thought, he knows he’ll wake Jacob up. He can’t do this! This had to stop. Jacob didn’t know, which would make it so wrong.

But Samuel’s warm hand kept moving under the top of my pants, down my stomach, into my desperate and aching cleft. I couldn’t stop him, not because he held me down, but because I didn’t want to. His fingers, strong and confident, glided over my clit and I had to clench my teeth to keep quiet. I could feel how wet I was on his fingers as the two middle fingers slid into me, his palm pressing gently into my clit. Then his head moved down to my breast and he bit at my nipple through my shirt. I arched into his mouth, his fingers going deeper between my labia, before slowly moving down to work in and out of me. I wanted more, I needed more and he must have sensed this as he somehow managed to get my shirt up and over my breast and I finally felt a hot mouth on my nipple, the ball that pierced his tongue doing incredible things as it flicked across my nipple. The world turned into Samuel’s mouth, Samuel’s hand, and the oh so illicit pleasure of Jacob’s hand on my other thigh. Just knowing he was touching me at the same time as Samuel was driving me into darker, dirtier thoughts.

But I made no sound and I tried not to move. I didn’t want Jacob to wake just yet, I wanted these feelings, these sensations to last a little longer. Lost in the carnality of the moment, I wanted to know what Samuel felt like, I wanted his cock in my hand. I moved my hand down to where our bodies met, down his flat stomach, and onto the hidden flesh I sought, until I could feel the heat and the hardness of him through the cloth of his pants. He stilled against me, a ragged, but quiet moan escaped on the quick breaths he took. He filled my hand through his own pajama pants, not as long as Jacob but thick enough to fill my hand. A length and girth that could definitely satisfy.

I gasped as he pushed against my hand, the need to to feel him properly overwhelmed me. I tried to get my hand into his pants but he only pushed against my hip harder, succeeding at blocking my movement, and started to move his fingers on me again. His mouth sucked harder on my nipple, while his palm moved in time with his fingers. I slid a leg up, trying for more friction, lost in what was happening but aware enough to be quiet. I realized as I moved that Jacob’s hand had slid further up my hip, and I was left to wonder if my movement may have woke him up. I was almost willing to be caught at this point. It might lead to so much more, the possibilities were endless really. Jacob wanted this, right? 

With a hiss of surprised breath, Samuel stiffened. I wasn’t even aware I still hand my hand on him until he did that. His head moved off my breast and he breathed in a deep, ragged breath. 

I stopped all movement. He stayed still. 

Why did he stop, I wondered.

I could hear his heavy breathing, feel it hot against my face. I realized I was breathing just as hard as he was. I could even feel sweat on my skin. Was that it? Was he stopping us there, just on the edge of oblivion?

After a moment his head moved to my ear again. He moaned as he started to move his fingers again, his breath a whisper just behind my ear. His lips moved to speak into my and I took in a breath of awe.

“I want to feel you come, Issy. I want to feel your pussy clenching around me as I bend you over this bed and fuck you long and hard. I want to feel your body writhing beneath me as I fill you. I want to be inside you. I want to be so deep inside of you.” He paused, his lips hot against my ear as I waited for more. His words were ragged, as if it took everything he had to speak the words that told me how much he wanted me. “But not right now. I’m not going to be inside you until I can come inside you, Issy. For tonight, it’s all about you sweetness, that’s it.”

I felt his cock throb in my hand and I moved my hand to the top of his pants, ignoring the almost plea he’d just made. I knew he was close to coming, and I wanted to make it happen. He stilled my hand by pressing his hips into me, again, while his own hand pressed deeper up and into the most intimate part of me. 

He seemed to know just how much pressure to apply, not too much, not too soft, curved just right. I loved the slick feel of his fingers inside me as he continued to whisper into my ear. 

I was close. So close, it was just right…there. Out of reach, but not too far away. I clenched my thighs, arched my back slightly, just a little, as he moved his hand faster within me, deeper.

I was going to explode but I was afraid of making too much noise when I did. I bit down on my lips and listened to him as he told me how much he’d always wanted me, where he wanted me, and what exactly he was going to do to me when he got me. His hand, his fingers did not stop, he kept up the pace that was almost a punishment for not being able to properly fuck me. His fingers and mouth moved over me, his voice when he spoke the music that set the pace.

Jacob’s hand twitched in his sleep, brushed along my hip, and was the final straw that sent me over the edge. Over and over the waves of pleasure broke over me. My body took over from there; all I could do was hold on as the pleasure engulfed me. My head went back as my neck arched with the primal sensations of pleasure that coursed throughout my body. My back bowed as Samuel’s fingers drug out every intense spasm of pleasure from my body that he could.

I settled moments later, my heart a wild rhythm that pounded in my chest so hard that I could only gasp for breath. My mind stilled and went quiet. Somehow Jacob was still quietly snoring beside me, despite my uncontrollable movement and the sound I tried to strangle back into my throat. I don’t know how, but he was still asleep. I moved, wanting to roll over, to give Samuel what he’d given me but he stopped me. He rolled me towards Jacob and snuggled in behind me, his cock still hard and pressed against my ass. He kissed my neck, put his arm over me, and whispered one last time into my ear:

“I’m not coming until I can come inside you. And I want Jacob there, joining in, watching and enjoying as I do.” His voice slid into my ear, making me shiver as he spoke. Oh fuck, had they talked about this before? They couldn’t have, surely Jacob wouldn’t?

Despite my concern I wanted Samuel to take it further, now. I wanted more of him. But he just put his arm over me, and put his head on his own pillow.

“Sleep Isadora. Sleep, my lovely one.”

Shocked, replete, and confused I snuggled close into Jacob and tried to go to sleep. I could feel them both around me though; smell their manly scents near me. Jacob was quiet and still in sleep in front of me, Samuel behind me, still hard and throbbing against me. Oh dear…
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I woke up to an empty bed the next morning. I could smell tinned lunch-meat frying and more of the eggs, so I knew one of the fellas was cooking breakfast. The smell of coffee filled the air and tempted me as I stretched the sleep away. Outside I could hear wood being chopped and stacked against the house. The zombies were gone then. Good, we could have separate beds again tonight. That’s when the memory of the night before sank in. The things Samuel had said, the things he’d done, the things I’d wanted to do! 

Did I really want us in separate beds?

Getting out of bed, I used the bathroom, brushed my teeth, and washed my face. Curious as to who was doing what I moved to the window nearest the front yard. I looked down to see Jacob in only a T-shirt, chopping wood. I could see the muscles even through his shirt. They tensed and relaxed as he moved the axe. His back was strong, his shoulders powerful. His chest muscles flexed with each swing, making me smile. That man was one sexy fucker, I thought, and then I thought about what I’d done the night before.

I thought about the things Jacob had whispered to me in the past, of his own wants and desires. I always thought the things he whispered were dirty, intriguing but dirty. Things only a whore would do, and at times I resented the things he said because they seemed so wrong. The words confused me; how can a man see his woman with another man and it not bother him? That wasn’t what love and a marriage were built on according to my upbringing. But how could I hear the words and be so turned on by them if they were so awful?

Confusion was a mild word for what I felt as I hid upstairs. Jacob seemed game for it though. I just didn’t know how this was supposed to work. It was an awkward situation made more awkward by the zombie situation, because I couldn’t escape it. The situation did free us though, there was nobody around to judge, nobody around to condemn us, but that also meant nobody was here for me to talk to. I couldn’t go on the internet and research any of it. I was just going to have to wing it. I knew I didn’t want any problems but the more I thought about it, the more I thought about Samuel’s hands on me, his erection pressed into my ass, the more I wanted to have them both. I also knew the more I watched Jacob the more I became aroused, thinking about them both touching me.

My thoughts turned from the erotic to fear as I saw a decaying man, dressed only in a pair of filthy jeans with no shoes on, walk up the tracks. I tapped at the window and finally knocked to try to get his attention. Jacob was so focused on chopping wood he hadn’t seen it. As long as you were aware and didn’t get caught in a herd, the zombies were easy to deal with. But if they snuck up on you they could cause problems. Even a scratch could spread the parasite the experts told us all those month ago, before they’d stopped saying anything at all.

I finally pulled the window up, gave a low whistle as the overweight, barely clothed monster came nearer to my husband. Jacob looked up, at last, saw my finger pointed behind him, and he turned to see the disgusting creature headed his way. Jacob walked over to the creature and planted his axe in its head. The creature dropped as if its power switch had been turned off and Jacob went back to chopping wood. They’d deal with the body later. We had a pit as far as we could get from our property where we’d dump the ones we actually ended. I saw the one I’d taken out the day before was gone and assumed they’d moved it. My machete would be downstairs then.

My moment of panic over, my husband safe once more, I went back to admiring him. Hey, it’s the new world, you take what pleasure you can from it and Jacob was one of my pleasures.

Smiling to myself I turned around as I heard Samuel come up the stairs. I pecked on the window once more to get Jacob’s attention and took the plate and coffee cup Samuel offered. Feeling a little out of sorts I looked up at Samuel from behind my coffee cup. I’d sat on the couch in front of our bed to eat my breakfast. Samuel seemed the same as usual, but there was a smile tugging at his lips. I saw it when he thought I wasn’t looking. 

“So how ya feeling this morning, Issy? You sleep alright?” I couldn’t believe it! He’d said all of that with a straight face! No smirk, no indication of memory, other than the smile trying to spread across his face when he was in thought.

“I slept just fine, Samuel, how did you sleep?” I asked while trying not to smirk.

At this point Jacob came up the stairs and gave me a hug.

“Oh, I slept alright, Issy, but that damn mattress was kind of lumpy on my side. I tossed and turned all night it felt like, trying to get that lump to go away.”

“You should have woke Is up, Samuel. She’s good at smoothing out even the hardest of lumps.” Jacob said and pulled away to stand up straight, his head slightly tilted. 

I decided he didn’t need to worry about monsters outside anymore, I would kill him myself! He said that with the dirtiest, sexiest grin I’d ever seen on his face! I snuck a look at Samuel, trying to decipher whether the two of them were messing with me or not.

“Oh, I might have to next time Jacob, it was so hard it was getting pretty painful for me by the time we got up.” Samuel told my husband. Again with the straight face!

I’m sure my face was on fire at this point and I was very confused but felt like I should play along with them a bit too. Stuffing my face with fried lunch meat and scrambled eggs from those wily chickens we still needed to catch, I looked at both men, one at a time. The different expressions were throwing me but I knew my next comment would change both faces. Their goading had made my decision for me.

“Tonight I’ll just have to make sure all the lumps are taken care of before we go to sleep, then. We might all sleep through the night without a problem.” And as their jaws dropped I got up from the couch, put my plate down, and trounced off to the bathroom, giving my ass a little extra wiggle as I walked away. Now let’s see what happens.
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Throughout the day the men brought in and stacked the house full of wood. Every available surface and space had wood in it. They’d even stacked some on the front porch and in the bedrooms downstairs that were empty. Blocking the windows was an added benefit of filling the house’s rooms with wood, an extra safety measure, for now.

The men had to clear away a few more zombies in between hauling wood but thankfully today the zombies generally stayed away. Some days we had more than others. I wish I knew where they were coming from so we could go and set up a way to block them, but for now we were more focused on surviving the day and securing the house. The rest would have to wait.

While they were doing all of that I did some thinking. If we were going to do this I wanted to do it right. Although I’ve quite enjoyed the men being in control lately I wanted it known I’d made a choice, that it was my decision that this was going to happen, and not that I’d been seduced or forced into it somehow. Because I wasn’t. The two had introduced the idea to me; I was going to run with it.

It’s the zombie apocalypse; you have to take your pleasure, your enjoyment of life, where you can get it! I’ve said it before and I’ll likely say it again. I had two of the loveliest men I’ve ever known panting after me, and I’m curious. I love Jacob, he is my husband, and there was no doubt of that, but my curiosity was making me buzz. 

Maybe we could make this all work? They introduced the idea, so obviously the idea of sharing me wasn’t a problem. Men had multiple wives, why couldn’t I have multiple husbands? Maybe I was getting ahead of myself. I wonder if they’d ever actually discussed this? I’d have loved to have been a fly on that wall if they had!

Pulling myself together I decided to just go with it all and see what happened. The men had obviously been trying to tell me something, so I would work with that. Getting all the stoves going I warmed the house up while they stacked wood. Then I started a dinner, just canned ham with canned pineapples and brown sugar, canned vegetables, and dried mashed potatoes, certainly a theme of canned foods, but still a dinner. While the ham was cooking in the wood stove’s oven, I hopped in the shower. I made sure every inch of me was smooth, moisturized, and ready for the night I had in mind. Drying my hair, I left it loose, but framing my hair with slight curls throughout the length. I put on Jacob’s favorite black dress, with the deep V in the front and draped to expose all of my back just to the top of my ass, black stockings with lacy tops, and black heels.

I finished up the meal, set the table, pulled out two bottles of wine that we’d been saving, and called up to the fellas that dinner was ready. The boys must have noticed my time in the bathroom because they came down to the dining room table in their own spiffy clothes. Both must have taken showers upstairs because Samuel’s hair was wet and Jacob had that fresh out of the shower look himself. Jacob had on black slacks and a black sweater that hugged every sexy part of him and Samuel came down in dark gray slacks with a dark blue sweater that did wonderful things to his light gray eyes and platinum blonde hair.

“Please, gentlemen, sit and enjoy what the night has to offer.” I said as I stood behind the middle chair on one side of the table. I was curious as to where they would sit, separate, apart, around me? They looked at each other then sat down at the table. One on each side of me, rather than in the other chairs around the table, interesting.

“What’s this?” Jacob asked. There was obviously more to the question than curiosity about the food in front of them.

Deciding it was time to start the fun I looked at both men around me, took my glass of wine in my hand, and smiled as I stared straight ahead of me.

“It’s time for dinner boys. Eat up, because dessert is going to be mind-blowing.”

They were both curious, that was obvious from the way their heads whipped around to face me, but they carried on with dinner, neither saying a word for a long time as they ate. I couldn’t have that be the end of it so I turned first towards Jacob.

“How’s your meat, darling?” I asked with a sweet smile on my ruby red lips. I knew the color drove Jacob mad and he loved seeing his cock disappear between them while I had that shade on. That’s why I’d only ever worn the color when I wanted him to know I was feeling wild and had been thinking about sucking him off. The shade was a signal that we were about to have a lot of fun. That’s also why he was currently staring at my mouth, and I knew what he was imagining.

Finally, he was able to speak after taking a drink of his wine.

“Oh, it’s quite good my love. Hot and juicy. Here, let me give you some of it.” With that he reached over, settled his free hand against the bare small of my back, and fed me a bite of the ham on his plate. His eyes were glued to my mouth as he inserted the fork between my lips, and his breath caught in his chest as my mouth closed over the fork, taking the bite of ham he’d offered me. He slowly pulled the fork out, watching every centimeter as he drew it out between my deep red lips. A barely perceptible moan escaped from his own lips when he finally drew the fork away. I smiled at him.

“Mmmm, yes, quite nice.” Turning to Samuel I placed my hand on his leg and asked him a question. 

“And yours, Samuel?” I felt Jacob’s hand twitching against my back as I spoke, “is your meat up to par tonight?” I quirked my left eyebrow as I asked the question in a silky voice.

“I do believe this is probably the best meat I’ve ever had, Is. Would you like to try some of it?” I noted he had a rather cocky smirk on his face when he said that. Hmmm, time to make that smirk disappear, I do believe. I turned back to Jacob, looked him right in the eye, and responded to Samuel’s inquiry.

“Why, yes, Samuel, I would really like to get my teeth into some of your meat tonight, if you’re willing to share.”

And with that I turned back to Samuel, mouth open, eyes daring him to make an equal response.

“What’s mine is yours, Isadora, and I’ll give you every inch of it you want.” He then inserted his ham-laden fork into my mouth, but his eyes offered me so much more than what was on his plate.

My heart skipped a beat, seeing the promise there. I was starting to feel drunk, but it was the drunk of sexual power, not from the wine.

“But I’d like to know more about this dessert you mentioned earlier. What did she say it was, Jacob?” Samuel asked.

“She didn’t say Samuel, she only promised it was going to be mind-blowing. I do wonder what she has in mind.”

A moment of doubt struck, just then. I knew I’d have to provide some kind of dessert after making a statement like that and had come up with a plan. I just wasn’t sure how the fellas were going to respond to it. What if they laughed at me? Could I pull off this much sexy? Self-doubt filled me but my curiosity, my bravado wouldn’t let me back down.

No, from the responses I was getting from the boys I could be certain that this was not going to fail. Getting my confidence back, I stood up, went to the kitchen, picked up three items, came back into the dining room, and sat them on the dark surface of the table.

“Hmmm, chocolate syrup, raspberry syrup, and a jar of creamy peanut butter. Interesting but not mind-blowing, my dear.” Jacob looked at me with expectant eyes, a smile playing around his lips. He knew what I was going to say, perhaps, but he didn’t know what I was about to do.

Giving both boys a wide smile I looked at them as I sat up on the table, put a high-heeled foot on a leg of each man, pulled my dress over my head, and spoke.

“Perhaps not but when added to me they will be. I’m dessert tonight, fellas, if it suits your tastes and you’re willing to share.”

They stared at my naked body, clad only in black stockings, and both smiled.

“I’d love to share you, my darling, and I can’t wait to get my mouth on this rather novel dessert you’ve created. What about you Samuel, you want some of Issy’s dessert tonight?”

“I’ve been waiting years to get my hands and mouth on some of Issy’s dessert. And who better to share it with than you, Jacob?”

Jacob had taken the bottle of raspberry syrup and moved up beside me.

“Lean back darling, I’m going to let Samuel have the first bite. It’s only fair as he hasn’t been able to taste you before, as I have.” With that he drizzled some of the thick sauce on my lips. “Yes, I think he should start there. Those lips have driven us both mad over the years, I’d wager.”

Samuel was there then, between my legs, staring down at me. I wasn’t huge but I had a few extra pounds. It kept me from being too bony and I thought it added some lovely curves to my body. Apparently Samuel thought so too, because he leaned down to touch me with his hands, the look in his eyes telling me what he thought of the sight of me. He adored me, I thought with surprise. I hadn’t realized he felt like that.

But this was a new direction for us all, and I’d been designated the leader. I had to take the lead, or this might not work. 

“No, no, no fellas, no touching for now. You can only touch me with your mouth, and only where the other man has placed the sauce or peanut butter. That’s the rules for now.” I said, the thick sauce smearing across my mouth.

Samuel moved to stand beside me instead of between my legs and leaned over me, smiling.

“Mmmm, yes, I’ve waited to kiss your beautiful mouth for far too long haven’t I, Is?” Samuel spoke as he leaned over to lick the raspberry sauce from my mouth. His tongue, long and sensual, slid from between his lips and over mine. In long licks he removed the syrup, sucking after each lick. Finally, his lips settled on mine, tongue darting out to encourage my lips to part, to let him inside.

Only his lips were touching mine at this point, his hands and body on the other side of me. I was lost in his kiss, but knowing Jacob was watching only added to my pleasure. The taste of raspberries was still in Samuel’s mouth and I sucked his tongue, trying to get all of the flavor that I could from him. He was driving me wild and my body wanted more. My tongue moved over his lips, learning their shape and feel and I had to stop my own hands from reaching out to explore Samuel’s unfamiliar body. My hips moved from the table, arching into the empty air. Jacob must have witnessed this because he tapped Samuel on the shoulder.

“I think it’s time we give her more, don’t you, Samuel?”

“Hmmm?” Looking into my eyes as he broke the kiss, Samuel grinned. “Yes, yes I do Jacob. I know just where we should go next, too. And we can share this bite!”

Samuel picked up the jar of peanut butter and opened it. Sticking a finger inside he did what I’d hoped he would do with it. Taking a dollop out, he smeared it over one nipple and then the other. This had been the main part of my fantasy over time because I have very sensitive nipples. I can come simply by having my nipples stimulated sometimes. The thought of two men sucking my nipples at the same time, one with a steel ball in his tongue, had sent me into orgasm in many of my private masturbation sessions. I was finally going to feel it in real life and I was writhing with excitement.

The peanut butter was sticky and it took Samuel a moment to get both nipples covered. He smeared it around, making sure the entire nipple was covered, however, and then stood back up. He seemed pleased with his work.

“I’ll take the right one Jacob, you take the left, and we’ll meet in the middle.”

I had no idea what he meant by that but watched with anticipation as each head lowered to my tits. First one, then the other mouth closed over my nipples, and all I could do was hold their heads to me, throw my own head back, and lose myself in the sensation. I could explode right now, I thought, as the sensation of two hot, wet mouths and tongues working my nipples broke any remaining inhibitions I retained.

Instead of just the normal flicking and sucking, I was getting valid attempts to remove peanut butter from my nipples and Samuel and Jacob seemed to want to be thorough. They had to break the no-touching rule to hold onto my breasts but I didn’t care. I gasped, I moaned, and then I groaned as their hands left my now clean breasts and slid down my stomach.

Both were still latched onto my breasts as their hands met at my nether lips. One hand slid into my wetness, I don’t know whose, spreading me wide, while the other focused in on my clit.

“I think she needs some chocolate on this rather delicious treat, er dessert, don’t you Samuel?”

“Hmmm, yes, it seems she does Jacob; let me get that for you.” Both leaned back and I gasped as Samuel drizzled me with chocolate sauce. 

“You may have the honors Samuel, as it’s your first bite of her rather delicious pussy, I mean dessert. I’ll go up here, shall I, and offer her some more meat.” Jacob slid up my body, and I settled in to wait for Samuel to take his first bite. 

The game seems to have changed, but I didn’t really care. I just wanted to feel Samuel’s tongue, that ball nestled in it, at work on me.

Staying silent, I waited as Samuel leaned over, spread me wide, and moved down directly to my clit. He flicked it with the ball in his tongue, quick light flicks that made me lean my head back over the edge of the table and let out a deep moan of pleasure. Jacob took that opportunity to place his cock between my lips. I was happy for the lifeline he offered me.

I didn’t know when he’d taken the thick length out of his pants, and didn’t care. I needed to have that part of him the moment he offered it. 

I didn’t want to get off too quickly, but it seemed my men were determined I was going to get there. Jacob knew having his cock in my mouth was one of the most erotic things in the world to me, and Samuel was going down on me like a pro, that ball doing things I didn’t think possible. My hands flailed for a moment, caught between wanting to hold Samuel’s head in place and wanting to touch Jacob as he satisfied my oral fixation. Of their own will, my hands finally settled on touching the man I married, of feeling the skin that so delighted me, as they settled on his hips.

Letting up a bit, Samuel sucked my clit then moved his attention to filling the empty spots he knew needed to be filled. He moved his fingers to my ass, slid his fingers along the crevice, and then slowly slid the tip of his middle finger into the opening he found there, courtesy of the slick juices my desire had created. I gasped, which let Jacob slide deeper into my throat just as Samuel decided to slide his tongue as far into my pussy as he could get. The need to move became something I could not hold back anymore. Samuel replaced his tongue with a finger, and found my clit with his mouth, instead. I was completely filled and my mind was thoroughly blown.  For a moment, I had to wonder if I was still asleep, if this was all a dream. Then Samuel’s finger slid deeper into my ass, a place that only Jacob had ever entered before. I loved it. 

A groan of absolute surrender escaped from me as pleasure coiled through me. Jacob’s cock slid even deeper into my throat when my back arched. My husband had allowed me to do what I wanted to with it but when I screamed he thrust deeper down my throat, his hands wrapped around my slim neck, to smooth my throat as he watched his cock move in and out of my ruby colored lips.

“Oh yes, baby, you liked that didn’t you? You like being dirty don’t you?” I could only stare up at him as Jacob continued to talk, his excitement evident in how much he said. “She loves having a finger up her ass Samuel, later you may even get to put your cock up there, if she’ll let you. I think we need to just focus on her tonight, though, make sure she knows she’s safe and that this is all about her.

Samuel slowed, and I groaned in protest.

“No, don’t stop what you’re doing, Samuel. When you finger her, she sucks my dick so much harder and it feels so good.  Don’t stop Samuel whatever it is you’re doing Samuel, she’s about to come. I can see it in the way she’s breathing. Just give her a little bit more, that’s it, just like that. Watch her face as she comes. It’s so beautiful.”

It was total confusion, but Samuel worked harder. I was lost, Jacob’s cock in my mouth, trying to watch both as they worked me over when I’d come up for air from sucking Jacob off, Samuel’s head between my legs, my legs spread on the edge of table or resting on the chairs, my body full and filled with pleasure. 

Moving his hands down from my throat, Jacob took my nipples in his hand, urging me to come in Samuel’s mouth with his words. Samuel went back to my clit with his metal ball, clamping down on my hips with his hands as he did so, and oh, finally, I couldn’t hold it back anymore as their efforts finally sent me over the edge of it all. The pleasure broke through me in waves, my body contorting, and shivering, groaning loudly, as my hands reached to pull Jacob’s hips closer to me as I groaned around his cock. The pleasure did not stop, and the men did not stop, as I rode the waves of back to back orgasms. They only stopped working me when I begged for air, begged to be released from the overwhelming sensation of my clit being sucked.

“I think I might die now.” I said, then collapsed onto the table to try and catch my breath. I could hear the men chuckling and slowly opened my eyes. That’s when I realized they both still had their clothes on, though Jacob’s pants were unzipped to allow me access to his cock. “Shall we go upstairs and continue?”

“Jacob, why don’t you carry Is up to bed and I’ll make sure all the fires are going before I come up. It’ll give you two a chance to get started. Well, again in Issy’s case.”
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And so Samuel carried me up the stairs, placed me on the bed, and slowly stripped his clothes off for me. Naked, beautifully naked, Samuel leaned over me, to stroke my face.

“You sure about this, Issy? We’re going to take you further than you’ve ever been before. We can stop now if you want to or we can carry on. We aren’t going to hurt you, or degrade you, and most of all we’ll still love you tomorrow so have no fears. But if you want to stop we will.” Samuel said.

“You love me?” I whispered.

“I’ve always loved you, Issy. I love Jacob too, only it’s different, not like I love you. But I do love you and always have. You’re an incredible woman and there’s nobody I’d rather spend the rest of our lives with than you two.” And then he kissed me. Long and deep, powerful enough to take my breath away with his intense invasion of my mouth.

My arms moved up around his neck and he moved over me. 

“I love you so much,” he whispered and then my hands started moving along his body. Over his broad chest, down his slim hips, over that gorgeous round ass of his. He felt different, not like Jacob at all, but wonderful and new. His skin was different from Jacob’s too, not as silky but lovely and smooth where he should be.

“Samuel, I want to feel all of you, please. Roll over for me.” I demanded.

He rolled over onto his back, propped up by some pillows. I straddled his hips and sat down on him, the hard length of him so intimately close between us. I slid my hips around, moved on him, until his cock was more comfortably situated, and then I started to explore him. His face I kissed, his lips I sucked, his neck I licked and tasted. He was salty from the light sheen of excited sweat that dappled his skin and his mouth tasted like me. I loved the taste of my juices on his mouth, the scent of my most secret place on his face.

I moved down, flicked at his nipples with my tongue to explore his reaction, nibbled them with my teeth to see if he responded at all. It did, and I had to guess it surprised him because the touch of my teeth there made him inhale sharply. 

I think he liked that, then, I thought with a smirk. 

I moved down his stomach, running my fingers through the soft line of fine hair there, biting around his tiny belly button. 

Okay, I thought, that’s just too fucking cute. 

Then I found what I’d been seeking, and wrapped my hands around its thick length. Samuel’s cock was as finely crafted as a fine work of carved art. I could feel all of his excitement encased in this one place, could feel the throb of desire in his veins, and I knew where I wanted it first.

Opening wide I took him into my mouth, inch by inch. I could feel the blood as it flowed through it, the surges that made it throb and bounce along my teeth, and I could taste me there from where I’d sat on him. My head was filled with Samuel, the taste of Samuel, and the feel of him. I wanted nothing more than to suck his cock until he lost control and emptied himself down my throat. 

I sucked him, up and down, with tiny strokes of my tongue before I teased the very tip with a hunger I’d only ever known with my husband before. The sound of his pleasure only made me want to give him more but he pulled my head and hands away before I could take him any further than I already had. 

“No, I wanted to…,” I let the words trail off when I saw his gaze wasn’t on me. 

“Let Jacob in darling, he’s been patiently watching you suck my cock back there, and I think he wants to join us now too.” I had been so caught up in what I was doing I didn’t notice Jacob came up the stairs, much less that he was on the couch at the foot of our bed naked, cock in hand, grinning ear to ear.

“Oh, my poor darling, come up here and join us.” I told him as I moved away from Samuel.

“No dearest, I want to watch you two first. This is really quite beautiful and I have the best seat in the house. This view of your ass is amazing, and I’d love to see your face while you’re sucking Samuel off but I’m fine here, for now.” He said, and leaned back further into the cushions on the couch.

“In that case, we’d best give it all we have Is, the man wants a show. Now kiss me.” So, I leaned back into Samuel and kissed him, lips open, tongue exploring. This wasn’t going exactly as I had imagined it would but sometimes you have to improvise. I’m not the only one running the show and that’s fine. I wanted all of us to be happy and some one on one time with Samuel was fine with me. With that in mind I got Samuel to move the pillows and we turned sideways so that Jacob could see our faces. I climbed back onto Samuel and kissed him one more time. I really loved his lips.

“I might break in though, if I’m tempted enough.” Jacob warned. That was fine by me, the work they’d put in together earlier convinced me I had all I could handle with these two.

“Well, you’re just going to have to watch for now because I’m about to fuck this gorgeous woman until she can’t walk. I think I’ve earned it tonight.” Samuel said with grim determination. “I’m going to make sure she remembers this for the rest of her life.” 

He showed us all just how serious he was when he reached between us, shifted his cock, and slammed me down on it.

“Oh fuck! Do that again Samuel, I need more!” I groaned and shifted my hips back up so he could slam me down again.

I said things, words, but I’m not sure they made any kind of sense, and didn’t care, all I cared about was how it felt. 

The feel of him inside of me, stretching me, made my tight walls spasm, and I wanted more. 

With every single stroke, he sent me somewhere deeper inside of myself, into a place that was dark, but bright with colors. I concentrated, held my breath, then allowed myself to breathe with each stroke. I found the right spot, the right rhythm, and my breath came in one sharp gasp as the world turned into the bright sparks of a firework behind my closed eyelids. I rode him with mindless eagerness as the waves coursed through me, over and over. I don’t know how long it lasted, I only know it started all over again. I finally slumped onto his chest when my body said it had taken enough.

“I hope you aren’t done, my love.” He broke into the hazy place I’d found myself in as he pushed me off him gently. I gasped when he pulled me off the bed and bent me over the side. I knew what he was about to do then, and I tilted my hips just as he plunged his cock straight back into me.

“I told you last night I wasn’t going to come until I had you bent over this bed, panting for more. So pant, my lovely, tell me how much more of me you want.”

“I want all of you Samuel, all of you that you can give to me!” This wasn’t just making love anymore, it was about taking back life, about reclaiming the hours, days, months, stolen by the death outside of our doors. We needed to feel alive, and huddled there in the darkness, we did that.

I felt the heat slick of his skin against mine as he drove into me, driving my head deeper and deeper into the mattress, and my brain stopped thinking again. It was too enthralled with the sensation of Samuel inside of me. 

“Don’t stop, Samuel, please don’t stop!” I had plenty to fear outside but the only thing I had to fear in here was that he would stop making me feel like this. 

“I couldn’t, Isadora, I couldn’t if I tried!”

Something in the broken way he spoke told me that he’d gone too far, that maybe, he hadn’t really wanted to admit that, but couldn’t stop himself. I filed it away for later. 

He gripped firmly at my hip with one hand but the other moved, sought out something more. When his fingers slid into my cleft a buzz started to ring in my ears and my knees nearly buckled. He pulled my back up a little, so I was almost on tiptoes, but not quite, and I opened my eyes. Jacob was still on the couch, watching us. He’d move to his knees and I could see his hand moving rapidly on his own cock. He spoke to me as our eyes locked.

“You are beautiful, Isadora. I knew you’d look perfect like that, ass in the air, Samuel fucking you from behind. Oh my darling, you are perfect!”

The sound of my breath catching let Samuel know I was coming, and though it seemed impossible his thrusts worked faster into me, deeper.

“Take me with you Is, please take me with you.” The room filled with the sounds of pleasure and it only made me need more.

Through my own waves of pleasure I could feel Samuel as he swelled within me, as he finally found the release he wouldn’t let me give him the night before. 

A sound from the other side of the room caught my attention and I glanced over there. Jacob had gasped, startled as he exploded with a surprised exclamation at the force of his orgasm. That set me off again, only this time, I forgot that we needed to be as quiet as possible, even inside the house. Samuel threw his hand over my mouth to stifle the loud noises I made as my body did it’s best attempt to turn inside out. The sound might attract the monsters outside and we didn’t want that. Slowly, Samuel and I both stilled and we rested. He slumped against my back, as we tried to catch our breath.

“Well, that was some show, Samuel. I don’t think I’ve heard her use the word fuck so many times. I don’t think she even realized she just kept repeating the word when she came that first time you slammed into her.”

Samuel laughed, threw himself down on the bed and looked over at Jacob. “Maybe that’s from last night, when she didn’t realize you were awake the whole time, and tried to say quiet. All those fucks built up and she had to finally let them out.”

I froze. I know I didn’t just hear that right. I rolled over and glared up at Jacob.

“You were awake that whole time? You mean we could have done all of this last night but you pretended to be asleep?” I threw a pillow at him.

Laughing, Jacob caught the pillow and tried to soothe me. “Calm down, baby, we knew you still weren’t sure so we wanted to let you take your time, let you come to the idea slowly. You weren’t taking our hints very well so we decided to speed things up a little so Samuel worked his magic on you. Plus, it was cold and nobody wants to get naked in that kind of cold”

“But you were snoring!” I yelped as I turned to Samuel.

“I admit, I fell asleep waiting on you to go to sleep but thinking of what I was about to do to you took over my dreams, and then feeling you up against me woke me up. We weren’t trying to trick you, only move things along. As I told you earlier, I love you, Jacob loves you, we won’t do anything that will hurt you. But if I didn’t soon get my dick in you I was going to rub it off thinking about you, woman. You just don’t realize how fucking sexy you are! It’s been driving me up the wall, being so close to you the last few weeks and not being able to touch you. Jacob and I talked it over a long time ago, when we were drunk one night, and decided if you ever gave the slightest inclination we’d be happy to share you, together. We’ve been waiting a long time, sweetheart.”

With that Samuel kissed me, Jacob got up to kiss me, and we all snuggled down together in the bed.

“I guess we’re going to have to move the other bed over here and lash it together, huh?” I asked, completely innocent.

“Why’s that?” Jacob asked as he stroked my hair.

“Because I’ve been waiting for weeks to get fucked by both of you at once and if Samuel goes back to his own bed tonight I don’t see that happening. So lash the beds together fellas!”

“Oh you’re going to get fucked lady, never fear, we were just letting you rest. But if you’re ready for it we’ll give it to you, won’t we Samuel?”

“Yes, sir, we surely will, and the fucking of your life, my lovely lady! You top or bottom Jacob?”

“I’m going to take the top, Samuel, I’ll let you have that luscious little bottom of hers tonight. If she’ll let you, that is.”

I was absolutely thrilled but terrified this was going to hurt. Jacob and I had done anal before but I was so tight, I was worried this was going to hurt with both of them inside me at the same time.

“We’ll take our time lovely, never fear. Here Samuel, put some of this lubricant on your dick so you won’t hurt her.”

Both men poured out lubricant into their hands and slid the liquid over themselves, until their hands glided smoothly, with a wet noise that my ears caught with fascination. I watched as they both became excited by their own touch. Instead of just attacking me though, each man knelt over me, gave me that glorious experience again of two men on my nipples, and two hands in between my thighs. They built me up quickly, almost impatiently, but I didn’t mind, I was anxious to get to the good part myself.

“You are going to enjoy this so much” Jacob said. “Come here and sit on my cock. We’ll get you started there, then Samuel can move in behind you.”

Moving over Jacob, I slid down onto his oh so wonderful length. It was bigger than Samuel’s, longer, but not as thick. 

This might work, it just might work. 

I got a good rhythm going on Jacob, then stilled as Samuel moved up behind me.

Rather than going straight in though, Samuel took his time. We had nowhere to be in the morning, did we? 

I felt his arms wrap around me, though he was careful not to dislodge me from Jacob, and I shivered when I felt him kiss my neck. He turned my face towards his until his lips brushed against mine. I could barely take how exquisite the moment was, and emotions ran through me faster than I could process them. I closed my eyes, to just enjoy the moment, and sighed when he took my breasts in his hands. He teased my nipples until they were hard little points and I wanted to scream at him to stop, to give me more, I didn’t know. 

“Are you ready for this, Is? It can wait, if it’s not what you want. This is all about you, baby.” 

I looked down at my husband, and I took a deep breath. With my eyes locked onto Jacob’s, I smiled. I was more than ready for this moment.

“Yes, Samuel, I’m ready, please do it now.”

He then pushed me back into Jacob’s arms, pulled the globes of my ass open gently, and placed himself just at the other opening hidden there. I wanted to help, so I pushed back towards him, eager to get started. I was anxious, excited, and wanted to be filled, but I was also afraid there would be pain. I wanted to get past that part and on to the next.

“Stop pushing back Is, I’m trying to take this slow.” He told me.

“But I want you in me now, Samuel!”

“That might hurt you and I promised not to, so slow down, breathe, just enjoy it darling. We don’t have anywhere to be, the house is full of wood, we have food, and we have each other, go slow, baby.”

“Let him take his time, baby, it’s an awkward position to hold for all of us, and this has to be done right. Just take your time, Samuel.” Jacob spoke softly as he stroked my hair. My face was pressed into his chest. I took slow, deep breaths, impatient but trying to relax again

And then I felt it, that first nudge as Samuel pushed into me. For the first time in my life I had two cocks in me! Samuel slowly entered me, he didn’t want to damage me in any way, but he was in me. Jacob was in me, and he could tell Samuel was as well, because his breath caught in his chest.

“I feel him there, baby, he’s in you now, almost all of him anyway. This is going to be so fucking good!”

Then Samuel started to move inside my ass, back and forth, building the friction for us all. I didn’t want to hurt either one of them but I had to lean up a little, I was being crushed between them and needed the air. This was going to take some getting used to. It wasn’t uncomfortable, it was good, but the feeling was almost overwhelming.

Figuring out the best thing to do was to move me, Samuel stopped moving and started pushing my hips back and forth. I caught his rhythm and started to move my hips on my own. Both men were gasping by now, whispering naughty words about how tight my ass was, how good it felt to be in my pussy, how they were both ready to bust inside of me. Jacob had his hands cupped around my breasts and my clit was getting smashed between us but it felt good.

“Is, you are so beautiful, so fucking beautiful!”

“You should see her from this side, Jacob. Her ass, her back, it’s almost too sexy looking at her like this. You are one beautiful woman, that’s for sure.”

“I love you, Is. I wish you could see your face, how lost you are, how deep into the abyss you’ve gone. You’re filled with it and I want to join you there.” Jacob whispered.

“Let’s take her over the edge, Jacob, I’m ready.”

And Jacob was right, I was lost. I heard the words, I felt the feelings, all of it combined for me, and I started to let go around my two men. I thought I’d come hard that night, but I’d never got off with two men in my body before, though. Jacob’s cock in my pussy, Samuel in my ass, my head filled with words, sounds, feelings, the smell of sex filled my nose and it was wonderful as I rode them both, unable to make words, only pant as my body was filled by these two men inside of me.

Jacob cried out as I came, a sound that only deepened the throbs inside of me as I pulsed around him. My body was alive, on edge, and all I could do was ride along with it.

Samuel doubled his efforts, eager to join us, lost in his own world, determined we weren’t going to leave him behind. Jacob managed to stay inside of me but Samuel was completely lost.

Samuel was behind me, groaning, panting, and I thought I was done, but he showed me I wasn’t. His cock drove into me, Jacob still under me, whispering to me, until it made my body clench in orgasm again and this time Samuel followed me. He growled my name as the hot fluid left his cock, and he went completely still behind me. I heard the soft sounds he made as I floated with him. 

I was finally done, I couldn’t take anymore, and as Samuel came out of me, I relaxed into Jacob’s arms. Jacob, always the one to recover first it seemed, pulled me off of him, laid me beside Samuel, and told me he was going to have a shower. I snuggled up to Samuel and Jacob pulled the covers over us.

“Thank you, Isadora. Thank you so much, baby.” My husband said to me as he walked away.

“Yes, thank you, Isadora. You are absolutely wonderful and you’ve never been more beautiful to me.” Samuel pulled me tighter to his chest, and I let him. It was a new place to take solace, and it felt right.

“Thank you, Samuel. You’ve both opened up an entirely new world to me and I can’t wait to see what’s in store for us. You’ve both given me a gift I mean to cherish.” With that I kissed him, laid my head down, and told him to wake me when it was my turn for the shower. I desperately needed a nap and no further thought was possible. Replete, exhausted, I fell asleep with a mind full of the things we had done but contented, quiet, and feeling safe for the first time in weeks.
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When I woke up, I knew a few hours had passed by how I felt. Almost rested but in need of a little more sleep if I could have it. What had woken me up this time? Looking down the bed I could see that each of my men were pulling a stocking off my legs.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Shhh, quiet princess, we’re not quite done for the night.” Jacob said as he moved up the bed, taking the stocking Samuel had removed with him as he came up to me. Drawing close to me he wrapped the stockings around me head, covering my eyes. Oh boy. More fun.

“We’re going to be gentle, my love. We’ve both had a shower and a nap so we wanted to make sure you were comfortable. We’re going to take you to the bathroom and clean you. Then we’re going to put a nightgown on you and we’re all going to sleep for a while. Is that okay with you?” Jacob asked this as he pulled me off the bed leading me to the shower.

Samuel stepped in behind us, I could hear. Jacob sat me on the toilet and left me. One of them turned the shower on and steam filled the room. Not knowing what to expect, but expecting some sort of play, I stood when one of them pulled me up.

Whoever had started the shower had set it to the perfect temperature and I moaned in pleasure as the hot water sluiced over me. One of them was in there and I yelped as a wash-cloth covered hand touched my stomach.

“Shhh, it’s okay Is, it’s just us.” The sound was so low I couldn’t tell which one had spoken but I think it was Jacob.

Then I felt the other one come into the shower. My hair was being washed, my body scrubbed, and I was in heaven again. The loss of sight enhanced the sensations of being touched, made the scent of the soap more powerful and I was lost to sensation again.

The soap was rinsed from my hair without dislodging the blindfold, as my hands were both guided down to stiff cocks. I finally knew which was which. Samuel was washing my hair, Jacob washing my body then. The soap had transferred to their bodies and as they washed me twin sighs filled the air as the slickness caused my hands to glide easily over both cocks. Having the same idea the men leaned back against the wall as I sat on the edge of the tub. The water rained down on them, removing the soap, as I leaned forward to take Samuel into my mouth. I wasn’t being preferential; it was simply a matter of wanting to feel him again. I knew Jacob, and Samuel hadn’t come in my mouth tonight yet. I wanted to taste him.

I worked both of the men, my hand never stilled on Jacob’s cock as I sucked Samuel. I knew what their plan had been but I didn’t need coddling, I needed to get them off. I sucked Samuel, hard, on the verge of inducing pain, but I wanted to get him off quickly. I also wanted him to know I was there. To know it was me sucking him, that it was my choice to do it, and that I was going to do it as I chose.

“Is, I’m gonna come, babe, stop.”

But I didn’t, I just moved my head faster, pushing down further on his cock until I had all of it in my mouth and down my throat. I invited him to do as he pleased, to come in my mouth, with a low moan. I hoped the vibration would finish him and it did. I took each shot, swallowing it all as he gave it. He gasped my name, his voice a surrender, before he slumped against the wall, finally empty.

“Well, my darling, that just leaves you and me. If you don’t mind I’d like to fuck you one more time tonight.” With a grin I told Jacob of my plans. “I’m going to go kneel on the couch. I want you to fuck me from behind as Samuel watches. He’s been behind me all night. I’d like to see him from the front for a change.”

“Your wish is our command, love of mine. Samuel, can you move yet? Good, get in bed then, let our queen have her way.”

Moving over to the couch I looked at Samuel in the bed. His face was filled with anticipation and excitement. I hope it was as entertaining for him as it had been for Jacob earlier.

I then watched as Jacob moved into the room, and then went behind me. I’d only wanted to feel him inside of me again but instead he bent me over the back of the couch, my face still high enough to look at Samuel watching us. Jacob leaned over behind me and spread my ass wide. Startled I jumped as Jacob shoved his tongue as far down into my pussy as he could reach. His thick tongue moved, licked at my clit, as a finger entered my ass. I guess he was determined to give Samuel a show!

My husband, knowledgeable about my body, perfectly licked my clit, his thumb entered me between my labia as he teased at my ass. Unable to control myself I closed my ass and bounced on my husband’s face and hands.

“Jacob, that’s it baby! Fuck you do that so well.” I was nearly senseless again, but my eyes strayed to Samuel. He was fascinated, engrossed in watching me, and I groaned in response to the look of fascination on his face. 

Jacob decided to take that opportunity to move, to drive straight up inside of me, and I clenched around him. This was well-past arousal and might have even bordered on madness, but I didn’t care. It all felt too good to ignore, to give up. 

Jacob held onto my ass, and pulled me back swiftly, straight onto his hard cock. I’m sure the skin around my hips would be bruised tomorrow but I didn’t care right now, I only wanted more.

“Fuck, Is, I’m taking pictures of you at some point. You have to see what you look like with your face all screwed up while you get fucked. That’s the hottest shit I’ve ever seen!” Apparently Samuel had decided to join us vocally, if not physically. “I’ll be jerking off all day tomorrow, thinking about this shit. Damn Issy, are you cumming again babe? That’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen!”

Jacob made a strangled sound behind me and I knew what those sounds meant, he was about to let go completely. Quickly, I stood up and turned around. I positioned Jacob and I so that Samuel could see what was about to happen.

I looked deep into Jacob’s eyes as I sucked his cock into my wet mouth. My husband, a man that always enjoyed getting off, was even more eager now. His eyes went wide as he watched his cock disappear into my mouth. With one more groan, he grabbed my head and drove his cock down my throat with one final thrust as he finished. I let him do as he pleased until he leaned back, finished, and I wiped at my lips. He let my head go and slumped over on the couch.

Standing up, rather wobbly I must admit, I walked over to the bed.

“Scoot over Samuel, I think we’re all done now.” I said as I climbed in beside him. “I think it’s going to take me a week to recover from this. I don’t know about you two but I’m worn the fuck out.”

I snuggled down into the wonderfully cool sheets and quickly fell into that half-sleep, where you hear but don’t really know you do.

“Thank you, Jacob.” Samuel whispered.

“For what?” Jacob asked.

“For allowing this tonight. For letting me come here with you two, for feeding me, for being my friend and offering me more than I should have ever asked for.”

“Samuel, buddy, it wasn’t just me. Isadora allowed it too. She loves you, though she may not say it yet. She does and has for a long time. She loves me too, and that has made it really hard for her, sometimes, being around both of us. She loves you just as much as she loves me, but it is different. I’m not jealous, not at all, just amazed that a single person has that much capacity to love. And I only want her to be happy. And I’m a bit of an explorer. I’ve always wanted her to reach the heights she’s reached tonight. Her pleasure, her joy, her happiness, is mine. Sharing her with you is easy, when it’s you my friend. I know you won’t hurt her, that you’ll protect her with your very life. And we’ll do the same for you. We’re all a unit now and we are here for each other.”

“If you two don’t stop slobbering all over each other we’re not going to get any sleep. And I want a replay of today so come to bed and get some rest. We’re all going to need it.” I rolled back over after they climbed back into bed. One man on each side of me. Warm, content, and happy with the world, despite the monsters outside, and knowing that my life had once again changed in ways that were completely unimaginable, I fell asleep with my two men just as happy as me. And that was the first night I slept without nightmares. My men had taken care of those for the night.
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Zyana slid a ruby painted nail under the peeling paint on the windowsill, pulled it up and tore off a long strip. She remembered trips to the beaches of South Carolina with friends and family that ended with peeling skin. Holding the strip up she could see several different layers, white, brown, some gross looking burnt orange color, mint green.

“Damn, they had some seriously bad taste in this place.”

Flicking the strip out of the window Zyana looked out at the scene before her. The same style of mining camp houses, a school built into a hill, a few unidentifiable buildings that had obviously been something important at some point, judging from the architecture. According to the map she was in southern West Virginia. She couldn’t remember what the last sign said, something with a z in it. Oh well, she wasn’t staying here long, she wouldn’t need to remember the name, anyway.

There weren’t many zombies around here, but six months after the end of humanity Zyana was still looking for other human beings. She’d spent the first few months in a fallout shelter, venturing out to get supplies when she needed them. When her distant aunt left Zyana a house in her will before the end of the world came, she hadn’t expected exactly what she got. Zyana had laughed when she discovered that it came with a old Cold-War era bunker, but it had saved her life so she was thankful for her aunt’s paranoia in the end. She’d learned to avoid the zombies when she left the bunker, learned to defend herself from them, and learned to kill them.

She’d grown tired of being alone, eventually, and she’d left her safe, hidden home behind to search out others. Hours of travel had found her in a strange house, a place that looked safe enough to take shelter in. Her first night in a stranger’s home left her creating human monsters in her mind. Every strange creak was a rapist who’d followed her, every rustle outside was a murderer sniffing out her location. 

She was strong, she’d learned to fight a long time ago, but her own brain tormented her. Earlier that day, she’d headed away from her home on her motorcycle, confident and brave, but late in the night she turned into a little girl wanting only her mommy and nicely-scented blankets to hide under. Over time, she finally grew accustomed to the strange noises each new house or building brought with it and now lived each day with the realization that the dystopian theory of anarchy, where rape and murder were the norm, could be a possibility but were not a foregone conclusion. If she ever found any living people she’d find out.

Blinking her jade green eyes against the afternoon sunlight Zyana turned her face over towards the school. It was built into a hill, three floors with lots of windows facing the river flowing just beyond the parking lot. Something caught her attention there, some movement but she wasn’t sure what she had seen. It could be people. Tying her waist length black hair into a braid before she pinned it to her head, she put on her black leather jacket, her helmet, and headed out of the house to find out if she’d actually seen anything. The jacket and helmet made her sweat but it was better to be protected from scratches and bites in this world, than it was to be walking around with a skimpy tank top on. Not protecting yourself was only asking to be bitten, even if it was June and hot outside.
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“Damnit.” Zyana swore and kicked the door that would not open. She’d spotted the door as she walked over and thought it would be an easy way into the building. Apparently not. Looking for another way in Zyana saw a metal set of stairs going up to a door on the third floor. Moving her gaze to the left, to the window she’d seen movement in earlier, her eyes widened. She saw a naked female form pressed against the window! It only lasted a second then the form was gone, replaced by a naked male form. Oh crap. She wasn’t sure she wanted to know what was going on up there.

Brushing her hands over her face she took stock of the weapons she had. A machete, a revolver with two bullets, and a rather sturdy aluminum baseball bat. Okay, in this situation the gun might be necessary. She walked quietly up the steps, she thought it best not to give the man notice she was on the way up. 

The door opened this time, thankfully without a squeak. Pulling the hammer on the revolver, Zyana quietly stalked down the hall that led to the left. Not thinking, trying to calm her nerves, Zyana walked as quietly as she could, focusing on each open door as she came to it, then walking stealthily to the next. She wasn’t sure which door led to the window she’d seen but knew it was there towards the end of the building somewhere. 

She must be getting close, though, she could hear grunting and panting, the sound of flesh smacking flesh. Zyana winced, trying not to think about what was going on with this poor woman. Judging from the sounds coming from her it wasn’t too pleasant. They weren’t words, just sounds and to Zyana it sounded like pain. 

Stopping outside the door to the room they were in Zyana peeked inside. Oh, fuck, there were two of them in there with her!

Zyana couldn’t see the woman’s face, the man had her bent over a table, but she could see that the man was tall and well-muscled. His left arm was holding the woman down at her shoulder; his right hand was at the woman’s waist, pulling her hips back into him. Watching them Zyana’s horror and disgust grew at what was happening to the woman.

On the other side of the table stood another man, this one just as strong looking but with no hair on his head, cramming his privates into the woman’s face. He was rubbing her face as she sucked at him, his head tilted back, obviously enjoying what she was doing. Maybe the woman really was enjoying this; wouldn’t she bite the man in front of her if she was afraid? No, what woman would enjoy being taken advantage of in such a way? This might be a man’s fantasy but no sane woman would ever want this, it was just degrading. Maybe this is how the poor woman survived. Either way, the woman didn’t have to endure this anymore; Zyana was going to make sure of it.

Pulling the gun up, Zyana walked into the doorway, aiming at the bald man in front of the woman.

“Get off her, you disgusting fucks! What the hell is wrong with you?”

All three stopped what they were doing and locked their gazes on Zyana, shock on their faces. 

“Who are you?” Asked the blond one, turning to face her while stepping in front of the woman. 

“Don’t worry about who the fuck I am, step away from the lady please.” Turning her gaze to the woman, Zyana spoke softly and held out her hand. “Come on honey, we’re getting out of here, where are your clothes?”

“Wait, it’s not what it looks like lady, let us explain.” This from the bald one, who’d put his hands up in front of him. 

Zyana squinted at him, disbelief evident on her face. Did he think she was blind or something? 

“Oh, I can see perfectly well what’s going on here. It’s the zombie apocalypse so you freaks think you can take whatever you want. This poor woman obviously had the misfortune to come across you and you took advantage of it. The things you must have done to her! I ought to shoot you both, right now. Come on woman, get moving, we need to get out of here, now.”

“Um, no, you have the wrong idea. Really. Please just let me explain.” This from the woman who had stood up and cowered behind the bald man, speaking to Zyana from behind him. For a moment Zyana was distracted. The woman’s chocolate brown eyes and face were just as beautiful as her body. How could those men do those acts to this beautiful creature? She was so soft, delicate, she deserved better than this. 

“Nobody sane would do this to an animal much less you, lady; you must have some serious Stockholm syndrome. Come on, we’ll go somewhere safe and you’ll never have to see these two again.” Moving over towards the woman and the blond man, Zyana picked up what looked like her clothes and handed them to her, still holding the gun on the bald man. 

“No, I’m not going anywhere with you.” The woman’s chin came up stubbornly, but panic still showed in her eyes. “This is my husband, Jacob, and this is my other husband, Samuel. I’m Isadora. Jacob and I were married before the zombies, we’ve all been friends for years, and this is not what you think. I swear, please don’t hurt either of them.” Somehow the woman managed to get stubborn and pleading to mix as she spoke to Zyana. 

Looking at the men, Zyana figured out that Jacob was the bald one then, Samuel the blond. She wasn’t sure she wanted to know their names.

The hand holding her gun twitched, the gun dipping down but then pointed at the one called Samuel. Looking in his eyes, Zyana’s brain refused to work, especially when she saw the fear, anger, and desperation in his eyes. As her heart seemed to lodge in her throat, pounding and threatening to suffocate her, she knew she had to make a decision. Her eyes flickered between the three people before her. She wasn’t sure what to believe. 

People didn’t really do things like that. The woman had to be a victim of some kind. Thinking back over the last few months alone, however, Zyana wondered if she could be wrong. She’d created a boogeyman, in her mind, all those nights alone. But she knew what she’d seen, the woman was being used and she wasn’t going to allow the woman’s torment to continue, even if she thought she was a willing partner in this farce.

Taking a deep breath, Zyana prepared to speak again, shifting her gun to the one at the back because he was going to have to go first; the woman was in the way of getting the other one out of the way first. Taking her finger away from the trigger guard she moved it onto the trigger itself, preparing to squeeze and speak to tell the woman to move but she stopped cold.

Apparently, Isadora had figured out what was coming and grabbed Samuel’s hand as she moved to stand in front of Jacob.

“NO!” Isadora screamed and threw her clothes at Zyana. 

Moving away quickly from the clothes, Zyana screamed back as she re-aimed at Samuel.

“Stop! Don’t move or I will shoot him! Somebody start explaining, right fucking now. Obviously you care about these men so you’d best hurry up and make me understand what the hell is going on here, because I don’t have much more patience. Either you need help or you don’t.”

All three now stood with their hands in the air, fear evident on their faces. This was just some crazy shit. Live through the zombie apocalypse, only to be killed by some crazy woman. At least that’s what Zyana interpreted the looks that passed between them to mean. 

“Who’s going first?” Zyana imagined it had been the men’s question when they found the woman. She didn’t believe this tale of being married and whatever. This was something they’d fed to the woman, obviously. A lot can happen in six months, after all.

Jacob spoke up first, his voice trembling at first but then steadying. “Isadora and I were married on April 1, 2016 at our home, her grandfather served as the minister. We have the marriage license at home if you want to see it. It’s got the seal and everything on it. Then we can show you the pictures we have of us and us with Samuel before the apocalypse happened. What more proof do you need?”

Isadora spoke up then. “There’s videos too, videos of our wedding, our honeymoon where we went to England, vacations we’ve taken over the last few years, some with Samuel in them and other videos we’ve taken at other times. We’re all in them”. 

Zyana’s gun started to slip as they spoke and Jacob rushed over to Isadora to take her in his arms, realizing they’d finally convinced the woman of something, at least. 

Now it was Samuel’s turn to speak. “We thought we were the last ones left. We’ve been together since it all began. Is and Jacob took me in and well, this happened. Issy and I aren’t legally married but we are all married to each other, that’s how we see this. And what counts for legal in this new world?” He broke off and turned to look at the couple embracing beside him. He loved them, you could see that written all over his face.

“It’s us against them, in this world, and we protect each other. Yes, it looks like we are sharing Isadora but that isn’t the case, we’re sharing each other. We look out for each other, love each other, and work to make sure we all have what we need. Today started out as a day to find books we might need, that’s why we’re in the school, but Isadora decided we needed a break and we started what you saw us doing. We weren’t hurting her, we were loving her.”

“But that doesn’t make any sense,” Zyana said as she lowered the gun completely. “How does this work? Don’t any of you get jealous? What happens when she gets pregnant?”

“Well, we’re taking steps to prevent that. We are bluntly honest with each other, always, and if someone feels neglected we all have the ability to state that, but we’re always together, always on hand. Samuel and I show Is all the love we can, and the same respect to each other as her husbands. Sometimes we have one on one time but usually, for all of us, it’s better when we’re all involved in the sex. It’s just more fun. Sometimes, again, we have one on one time, but not often. Not out of a need to keep her to ourselves but because we all really do enjoy everyone being involved. And Isadora is on birth control, for now. We’ll take steps as the supply runs out, or the expiration dates near, to prevent pregnancy. None of us want to bring a child into the world, as it currently stands but if it happens, because we’ve talked about that too, it happens. We’ll both be fathers and Is will obviously be the mother. No matter whose child it is, it will be ours. The same as we are to each other, ours.”

“So you’re really happy with this, lady? You really enjoy having two men, they aren’t hurting you?” Zyana’s head was spinning, but the way they explained it seemed to make some kind of sense.

“We’d wanted to explore this for years with Samuel, I’m sorry what is your name?” Isadora asked with a tentative smile.

“Zyana.”

“Oh, that’s a beautiful name! But yes, we’d wanted to explore this before but people judge, don’t they? You’re standing in a community is based on things that simply aren’t anyone’s business and we live in a small town. Our jobs, our ties to the community would have been threatened if we’d taken the steps we wanted to. People here are barely used to gay couples, I’ve even seen some people’s faces twist into ugliness when an interracial couple pass them, for heaven’s sake! They might be able to take a man having two wives, men like that idea because they get all hot and bothered thinking about the women together, but a woman with two men? That would probably just make all of their heads explode. Couldn’t happen.” She leaned back against the desk and looked at Zyanna, right in the eye. 

Zyana’s anger started to slip, and suddenly, she felt like an intruder instead of a rescuer. She knew these people wouldn’t have been so open, honest, with her if she hadn’t caught them in the act, and now, she felt like she’d invaded their privacy. That didn’t stop her curiosity though, and the woman spoke to explain further.

“We thought we were alone in the world now. We’d planned on spending our last days together, doing just as we pleased until the end came. We didn’t think anyone was left so we let go of our inhibitions, of the restrictions of society and we’ve never been happier, even if it is the end of the world. That’s what you saw today, total abandonment and enjoyment. Seems we aren’t alone, so maybe we should be more careful about where we take our clothes off at, but it’s not going to change what we are to each other or how we feel about each other. If it all came back today, Samuel and Jacob would still by my husbands, and I their wife. That’s just how it is now.”

“Which of them is in charge then? One man always has to be in charge.” Zyana stuck her chin out, just as stubborn as the other woman in the room. This couldn’t all be the rosy portrait the woman painted, surely?

“Believe it or not, Issy is the one in charge, actually. She decides what goes and what doesn’t,” Jacob replied to Zyana’s question. He had obviously relaxed by now because he was leaning back against the table, completely open and nonthreatening. Samuel and Isadora were still the closest to each other, but they were close to Jacob, too, Isadora holding both of their hands. Zyana wondered if that gesture was a sign of protection, or a sign that they were determined to go out, still clinging to each other.

She looked at the trio, still not convinced.

“Bullshit! Men always have to be in charge!” Zyana spit the words out in disbelief.

“Nope, truly, Isadora makes all of the final decisions. We talk about whatever problem we have, discuss it, look at options and if there’s no easy solution, Isadora decides. And when it comes to sex, Is has the final say as well. We don’t pressure her, we don’t force her, and we surely don’t rape her. We adore her and she is our sole concern.” He pulled Isadora closer to his side as he spoke, cradling her in case the gun came back up again.

Obviously Jacob took more of a leader role at this moment than Isadora or Samuel did but Zyana was starting to see that this situation was vastly different from what she’d thought she’d walked in on and Jacob was acting as protector, not so much leader. His attempts to diffuse the situation were working and Zyana finally pushed the gun down into her pants at her back. 

“Ahem. Well. Seems I owe you all an apology, doesn’t it? I’ll just leave you to it then, with my deepest apologies. I meant no harm. Sorry I made you stand here naked this whole time too. That can’t be comfortable for you all. Again, I’m very sorry.” Zyana turned to leave then, feeling like a complete moron but Isadora stopped her.

“Do you have some place to be? It’s warm now and we have an extra room, in a safe place, if you’d like to stay with us tonight. No funny stuff, just a meal, a bed, and some conversation. I’m sure you have a story to tell. From that accent you aren’t from around here, and I’d like to know how you ended up here.”

“Oh, I couldn’t impose on you. I’ve made an absolute fool of myself and I can never apologize enough. I’ll let you folks get back to your lives now.”

“No, you can’t leave like that!” Isadora protested. “You shouldn’t be embarrassed. You tried to save me and that took guts! You didn’t know anything about any of us but you tried to save me and that makes you brave in my book. And I really would like to know more about you.” As Isadora spoke she moved closer to Zyana, and reached out to touch her arm, smiling into Zyana’s eyes with a guileless look that asked for friendship. Zyana, again, noticed that they were all still naked and that Isadora was one incredibly beautiful woman. And incredibly smooth. All over. 

Zyana wasn’t sure why she kept noticing the woman’s body but she was starting to think she’d been alone too long. She wasn’t gay, but Isadora really was incredible to look at. Now that the men didn’t seem to be raping pigs, she noticed they were both handsome, but it was Isadora who took her attention. Thinking about what they’d all said, about exploring new things and living to be happy Zyana considered that maybe the things they said were true, maybe there was more to life than what she’d previously thought there was. Still, that was for another time, this group was obviously tied to each other and interested only in Zyana’s story. A safe bed to sleep in and some food were more tempting than she’d originally realized. Some company for a change might be nice, too.

“Okay. I could use a break. Are you guys going to get dressed now? I’m starting to feel weird being the only one in clothes.” Zyana laughed nervously as she said it, hoping that they would all get dressed now. It was getting hard trying not to let her eyes drop. 

“You can even have a hot bath if you want to. Oh, I’m not saying you need one or anything, just that you can have one. We heat water with a solar panel so we always have plenty. We also use solar panels to run the rest of the house. Jacob is brilliant at stuff like that! I’m babbling now, shall we get dressed and go?” For the first time Zyana saw Isadora blush and that was just as lovely as anything else she’d done. 

Walking out the door to give the group some privacy Zyana again wondered what the hell she was doing. She’d been alone a long time, but that was really no excuse. Isadora was simply something else, even screaming in fear she’d been beautiful. Not as tall as Zyana’s 5 foot 10, Isadora must have been around average height, maybe 5 foot 5 inches, around 140 pounds. Her hair was a more brown black than Zyana’s blue black, and her eyes were incredible. And the rest of her. Just wow. Zyana had a girl crush and knew it. 

For the first time in her life she realized she was attracted to another woman, and she had no idea what to do about it. This was not cool. Zyana told herself herself she was going to leave first thing in the morning; she couldn’t stick around an impossible situation, when the trio came out of the room.

Taking Zyana’s arm Isadora walked her down the hall to the very door Zyana had used to come in earlier. As they walked, Isadora started chatting away to Zyana.

“Now I have three kinds of bubble bath, one that smells like roses that both the fellas love, one that smells like peaches, and another one that’s kind of a Christmasy smell, not quite apples and cinnamon but close. It’s heavenly! And we’ll have everything else you might need. We stock up on whatever we find when we go out. We all went out and raided the nearest stores a couple of months ago, when we started getting low on stock in the house, so now we have all kinds of stuff stored up. It won’t last forever but it will sure last a while.” Isadora grinned up at the taller Zyana who was starting to think maybe Isadora had lived a very sheltered life. Who cared about bubble bath during the zombie apocalypse? 

Isadora did, that’s who! Zyana smiled down at the woman, feeling a bit confused by the chatter. A tub of hot water and bar of soap would be good enough for her, she’d even wash her hair in Ivory soap right now if that’s all there was. She’d managed to wash up in the places she’d stayed but she’d not had a bath in months! Zyana kind of tuned Isadora out at this point, imagining slipping into a hot tub of water was far more consuming than the merits of 4-blade razors versus 6-blade razors. Zyana’s sore, tired body was already sighing just thinking about soaking in hot water. 

She didn’t notice when Isadora let go of her arm as Jacob pulled her back to him. She just kept walking down the road they were on, imagining a bathtub full of bubbles. Maybe bubble bath wasn’t such a bad idea, after all. 

“You sure about this, Is? We don’t know anything about her and she held a gun on us earlier” Jacob whispered to her. 

“I am, Jacob, it’s ok. She’s been alone, this whole time, you can tell. She’s going to have to adjust is all. She will. I need to talk to another girl for a while so just calm down. I love you boys but I need some girl time! I’m not sure she’s into bubble baths but still, just hearing her story is going to be worth it. So, shhh. It’ll be ok, my love. Now, if I can just stop chattering like a 12 year old girl, we’ll be ok. Oops, she’s about to miss our road, let me go back ahead.”
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As Zyana soaked in peach scented bubbles, a real mountain of them, her thoughts went back to walking into the compound Isadora, Jacob, and Samuel called home. Stuck between a mountain and the river, the group had two natural borders of protection from the zombies. To that they’d added fencing, previous to the undead rising, and had since added stone fencing. An iron gate had also been added to the previous gate they had. Within the compound, around two acres, there was a garden, buildings for chickens, three cows, and rabbits. There was also a section for a pig but they hadn’t found any pigs yet, mainly because the animals had escaped to the woods, and gone feral quickly. Pigs only ended up on the dinner table when one of the men went out hunting. 

A steel door had been added to the front of the house and the windows all had steel shutters that could be hand cranked to close over the windows. Zyana had started to think Isadora was a bit ditzy but looking at what all she’d had the men do to the house she knew this woman was no ditz. Although the river was a natural barrier the men had already started collecting wood to make a fence back there as well. They’d all but made their own little paradise island here. There was also one huge barn where feed, hay, and medicines for the animals were kept as well as all the supplies they’d taken from the stores. Isadora told Zyana that they planned to put more storage in, in case of fire in the main barn, but for now everything was kept in the house or in the barn.

The men weren’t just laborers either, Samuel had provided electricity, while Jacob took care of the animals, water purification system, and took care of all of their medical needs. Jacob was a registered nurse in his previous life and was as close to a doctor as any of them were going to get now. Zyana also found out that Isadora was a math teacher at the school Zyana found them at, the reason the community relations thing was so high on her list, and Samuel had been a writer for an alternative energy magazine, one of the reasons he knew so much about the subject. He’d had a head start. Obviously these people weren’t stupid, or deviants, if they had such normal but technical jobs. Well, Zyana thought, it depended on your definition of deviant, and then smiled. 

They were all beautiful people and Isadora had ushered Zyana straight into the bathroom upon entering the house. Towels, wash cloths, a fluffy robe and slippers, soap, shampoo, razors, conditioner, all were handed over to Zyana straight away and Isadora revealed the cupboard where other treasures were hidden, toothbrushes, toothpaste, floss, mouthwash, it was all in there, anything she’d need. There were even some books in there to read.

As she left, Isadora started to close the door but made one final statement. 

“Now dinner isn’t for another hour or hour and a half, so you take your time. I don’t expect you to come out of this bathroom for an hour, at least, so do whatever you want but take your time and soak for a while!” With a wide smile Isadora then shut the door and left Zyana in peace and quiet. That smile made Zyana’s nipples harden as she remembered it but Zyana blamed it on a breeze that blew in from the window, placed high above the tub. She really had to stop these thoughts.

Thinking of Isadora sexually was troubling to Zyana. She’d never been attracted to females, always preferring to spend her time on men. She loved men, their bodies, their laughs, their smells. She loved Samuel and Jacob’s voices, both had deep voices. But Isadora. 

Sighing Zyana plowed through the bubbles with her hands and sank further into the tub tilted at the back just right to be supportive without pushing you straight up. Going completely under Zyana blew the air out of her lungs to make bubbles in the water then began washing her hair. She loved this brand of shampoo and she scrubbed away at her hair, letting the soap get rid of all of the dirt and oil that had built up on her hair over the last few weeks. 

She shuddered as it all washed away. Her hair must have looked nasty to them! It was hard to wash it all when she was traveling, there was never enough water to wash it all so she either got the oil and dirt off the top and had to leave the dust and dirt that was missed on the bottom or vice versa. Now she had a whole head of a clean hair and it was glorious! 

She next shaved her legs and under her arms, then scrubbed herself with a washcloth and soap one more time. She wanted to be clean everywhere when she went in for that dinner. She’d set a book aside to read but preferred to spend a few more minutes just relaxing before contemplating getting out of this current heaven. 

Thinking over the last few hours Zyana wondered if the pigs weren’t the only ones that had gone feral over the last few months. Sure, Zyana had learned to protect herself, and had a thin veneer of still being civilized with her painted fingernails and clothes that flattered her body, but she was really going to kill the first men she’d come across in six months, today. She’d spent time covered in blood, guts, and other nastiness over the last few months, fighting for her life, and that must have left a mark on her. She would have killed the men and left with Isadora, without guilt, without shame because she thought they were cruel. She’d talked herself into an even worse nightmare world, but had found the nightmare was within herself, before she’d taken it too far. 

She felt a bit out of her depth here, confused, at a loss as to her role. She had no real role, she was leaving tomorrow, but still, this all seemed like an illusion, a dream. 

The people she had threatened to kill took her into their home and sheltered her. This was one seriously fucked up world they were all living in. Before the zombies had come Zyana would be in jail if she’d threatened to shoot two men. But the zombies had come and now the world was a new place. A scary place, but one that might not be totally bad, after all. 

Zyana emerged from the bathroom in a fluffy white robe to find Jacob standing at the door. She bumped into him as she rushed out and looked up at him with surprise on her face.

“Oh sorry” he said then smiled. “Wow, I hope you don’t mind me saying but you sure clean up well!”

Blushing Zyana pushed her dried and straightened hair behind her right ear, then smiled at Jacob. She’d taken the time to do all that and applied some brand new makeup she’d found in the bathroom cupboard as well. She thought if she was going to go as far as straightening her hair, she might as well go the whole nine yards and put makeup on too. 

“Thank you, I thought I might as well, while I had the chance. All of you are the first people I’ve seen since this all started. I may not get another chance to see anyone, so I might as well make the most of it.” Looking up at Jacob, Zyana thought, yes, maybe I should make the most of this one night I have, wondering how far the trio would go. How far she would go. Smiling up at Jacob, straight teeth gleaming, Zyana raised an eyebrow and asked Jacob what he needed.

“What? Oh, Isadora wanted me to bring you this dress; she thought you might want something new to wear. She put some other things in there as well. If you want them.” Looking a bit sheepish Jacob handed Zyana the bundle and walked away. 

Moving back into the bathroom Zyana inspected the bundle. A long but thin white cotton summer dress with a few buttons on the front, silk lace panties and a thin lace bra that somehow were the right size, in a nude color, and stockings, if she wanted them. Fuck it, she thought, I’m going for it. I may not get another chance at human contact and those stockings are a signal if I’ve ever seen one. What else would it mean for a woman to send another woman such sexy, lacy things? If it happens, it happens. I’m not stopping it. 

Zyana inspected herself after she dressed. The thin bra did little to hide the dark color of her nipples through the even thinner white cotton dress but the panties did keep her modest. Barely. She’d only buttoned the buttons at her nipple line and just down to a little past her panties. It was hot after all, even though the family had enough energy to have the air conditioner running. Zyana still felt, hot, however, despite the AC cooling the place off. Experimenting, she sat down on the toilet and discovered that when she crossed her legs the dress fell open and exposed the lacy tops of the stockings. Very good. I’m ready. Let’s go. Taking a deep breath Zyana stood up, walked out the bathroom door, and into the dining room Isadora had shown her earlier. 

Everyone was there waiting on her. In the time she was in the bathroom, Isadora had prepared ham steaks, potato salad, corn, and other dishes. There was even a plate with what looked like brownies sitting at the other end of the table! Isadora had also taken the time to shower and change into a dark green version of the same dress Zyana had on, buttoned exactly the same way. She smiled and sat down in the seat Isadora indicated. 

“Thank you so much, for all of this. I’m ever so grateful. This all just looks wonderful, thank you again.”

“Here, have some wine. Think nothing of it. To have such a beautiful guest for the first time in six months is reward enough. And one that tried to save me, too? It’s the least we can do, really. And I want to say thank you for what you did today. You might have misunderstood the situation but your intentions were pure. I truly appreciate the chance you took for me, seriously. Thank you.” Isadora smiled over at Zyana and Zyana’s heart skipped. She smiled back and looked around at the men.

The table was round so there was no head but the two women were sitting across from each other with the men on either side of them. The table was large but not so large that they had to scream at each other. Turning left to Samuel she smiled at him as she took the bowl he offered and put some ham on her plate. Jacob handed her the potato salad from her right, his fingers brushing hers as he passed the bowl. Both men smiled at Zyana and she wasn’t sure but there seemed to be a promise in each of those smiles. 

Turning the full beam up on that smile Jacob then spoke to Zyana. 

“A few months ago all we had was canned ham. Samuel managed to get this pig, and that was the end of Isadora having to find ways to make canned ham palatable. She did have some rather creative ways of feeding it to us, though. I almost miss those days, don’t you Samuel?”

Samuel spluttered into his wine. Sitting the glass down, he wiped his mouth and grinned across at Jacob. Zyana noticed that Isadora seemed to be blushing. Oh, there must be a story here, she thought. 

“Why yes, Jacob, I do miss those canned hams. The last one was certainly a treat.”

“Oh, you two”, Isadora said, “stop teasing me, those things were horrible but it was all we had. We’re better stocked now, thank goodness. There’s even fudge brownies for dessert, Zyana. Now let her eat, she’s not had a proper meal in ages, I’d bet.”

“Oh, you’re all fine. We can talk and eat if you’d like.”

“Tell me how you got your name then, it’s so lovely. Such an unusual name, Zyana.” Isadora almost purred with a twinkle in her eye.

“Everyone asks that but nobody actually knows. I was with my mother until I was three, then I somehow ended up in foster care in a small town in South Carolina. The records disappeared so I don’t know anything about my mother or my father or even where I was born. All I know is my birthdate, June 28th.  I know that I’m 27 years old, and that my name is Zyana Phillips. That’s it. I grew up in foster care, with several different families over the years. Then I left foster care to go to college. I got a degree in computer science and started working for a tech company in South Carolina. A distant aunt died, and left me a house, but I wasn’t allowed to know anything about her so that didn’t reveal anything either.”

Swallowing a bite of food Jacob asked another question. “There weren’t any papers in the house?” 

“All of the papers were removed from the house, too. It was one of those old farm houses, stuck out in the sticks so there weren’t any neighbors to ask either. I just don’t know who I am. You’d think, if she knew where I was and who I was that my aunt would have let me know something about who I am, but no, she took that information to her grave with her.”

“What did you do then?” Samuel asked taking a drink of his wine.

 “Instead of worrying about it I worked and bought a car, and my “crotch rocket” as one of my friends called it. Then the apocalypse happened. In the first week I had to kill my friend that named the bike, two of my coworkers when I tried to go into work that first day, and some other people that wandered to the house, somehow”. Taking a drink of the wine, Zyana pushed down the tears trying to form.

“How did you survive the first few months?” Isadora asked this question, thinking about the things Zyana had just told them. Zyana could see her thoughts on her face, to have to take down so many people you knew, on your own, must have been horrible. She looked as if wanted to reach across the table and take Zyana’s hand, but held back.

Taking another sip of wine, Zyana answered Isadora. “The house had an old Cold War era bunker beneath it. I hid in that for a long time, going out only when I absolutely had to. I’d mark the day off on a calendar. I finally had enough of marking days while on my own and decided to go out to try to find other human beings. I needed to hear another real human voice and went out, hoping I’d find someone.”

“Weren’t you afraid to go out on your own?” Jacob asked.

“I’ve had a few mishaps along the way, Jacob, I really should have just gone around Charlotte, North Carolina, for instance, but I made it out and learned a lesson, avoid cities because they’re full of zombies. I found this place called Mooresville, in North Carolina. It’s completely gone. It looks like a bomb went off. I don’t know what happened there but it’s gone. I had to go out of my way to get around that one. I’ve not seen a single soul that was still alive since the first week all of this started.”

“Did you have a destination in mind?” Jacob asked then put the last bit of his potato salad into his beautifully distracting mouth. That was a rather fine mouth. Zyana wondered what it would be like to suck on his full bottom lip. Right, conversation, back to it, she thought.

 “Ahem, well, I was considering going over to Tennessee but one of my friends from work was from around here so I thought I’d see if I could maybe find her or her family. At the very least, I can see where she came from. She used to tell me some really great stories about the place, and so here I am now.” Putting her fork down Zyana realized she’d eaten everything she had put on her plate and had two glasses of wine in between telling her story.

“That’s some tale, Zyana. Brownie?” Isadora offered the treats to her with a smile. 

“Oh my, I could eat that whole plate!”

“Go ahead and do it” Isadora laughingly said. “We have about 15 cases of brownie mixes out in the barn. You eat all of them you want, but I’ll take one, too. What do you plan on doing now?”

“Well, I guess, I’ll see if I can find Lynn’s place. It’s in a town not far from here. Then we’ll see how it goes from there. I’m not really sure what to do anymore. If I found you all, there might be other people out there.” She almost melted as she took the first bite of the confection and tasted still warm chocolate for the first time in months. It was heavenly, almost drugging, to taste the familiar treat.

“Yes, but are they people you want to meet?” This came from Samuel’s direction. Turning to him, Zyana gave the handsome blonde a thorough looking over. A handsome man, Samuel’s blond hair almost invited female fingers to play with it. At the moment it was cut in such a way that longer tendrils almost reached his gray eyes. Zyana wanted to brush it away. He had kind eyes, and a broad smile that made you want to smile back at him. 

“Well, I didn’t want to meet you and look where I’m at now.” Zyana laughed at that and popped the last bit of brownie in her mouth. Then she had to repress a yawn. “Oh my, I do apologize. You aren’t boring me, I’ve just been up since dawn and three glasses of wine seems to have been my limit. I’ve not had wine in months now.”

“That’s alright Zyana, why don’t you lay down for a bit, have a nap, and if you feel like it later we’ll have a nice chat in the living room. The sun is only just going down so perhaps a nap will refresh you. We can even watch a movie later, if you want.” Isadora stood up with Zyana and guided her up a set of stairs. “There’s a steel door here, Zyana, that we close at night, so even if something or someone gets through the fences and the door at the front we’re safe up here. We spent a lot of time up here in the winter, trying to stay warm. There are two rooms. We all share the room on the left and the right we turned into another bedroom, in case anyone needed some space of their own. It’s all air conditioned so you’ll be cool, safe, and you should have nothing to fear. You’re secure here, so have no fears about falling asleep. We’ll just be next door, tonight, as well so you won’t be alone. Okay? There’s a nightgown on the bed and a robe too. I also brought up the book you left out in the bathroom. If you want anything we’ll just be downstairs, alright? Sleep well.” And with that Isadora trundled down the stairs, leaving Zyana alone.

“Whoa, this is not how I expected this evening to end” She said quietly. “I thought we’d all be having sex by now. Dang it all, I missed my chance!” She quickly changed her clothes, tilting a bit as she tried to remove the stockings, realized she was more tipsy than she’d thought, then put on the nightgown and slid into the comfort of cool, clean sheets that didn’t smell of dust and mold. “Oh my, is that memory foam? It is! Oh man, I may never get out of this bed.”  

Picking up the book Isadora had left on the night stand Zyana managed to read the first five sentences of the horror novel by one of her favorite authors before she fell asleep. She didn’t even realize it when Isadora came in 20 minutes later and turned the light off, tucking the covers up around Zyana’s shoulders. 

Isadora stood over the sleeping woman and finally gave into temptation and reached down to stroke Zyana’s face. Picking up a lock of her hair, she let the glossy black strands slide through her fingers. 

“Yes, I do believe you’ll fit in just fine here.” Then she walked out of the room, letting the exhausted woman have her much needed rest. 
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Zyana wasn’t sure how long she’d been asleep or what woke her, but a glance at the window told her the sun had completely set. Getting out of the bed she wondered where the other three people in the house were. If it was late, they might be asleep. Cracking the door she didn’t hear any sounds coming from the other room, so she went to the bathroom she’d seen across the room. 

It was a tiny thing, just a shower, sink, and a toilet that must have been put in after the house was built. She giggled a little because the toilet was right in front of a full length window. Imagine using the toilet in front of window, peaking out as you did your business. That’s funny.

Leaving the bathroom she went back to her room, grabbed the robe, and headed quietly down the carpeted stairs. As she got near the bottom she could see candlelight burning and she thought she could hear murmuring but wasn’t sure. Zyana froze in the doorway, wishing she could close the door that was propped open to her right. 

“I guess they decided to finish what they started earlier today,” she whispered to herself as she stood there, frozen to the spot. Maybe she should just walk back up the stairs and read her book? Nobody seemed to have noticed she’d come down so maybe she could sneak back up? But she couldn’t move, couldn’t make her feet work, and her eyes grew wider as Isadora moaned.

Candles were lit all over the room, providing plenty of light while lending a romantic air to the room. It wasn’t the candles that held Zyana’s attention, however, it was the lovers entangled on the red blanket on the floor. Samuel was between Isadora’s smooth tanned thighs, an occasional gleam catching Zyana’s eye as his tongue flicked out to touch Isadora’s most intimate flesh. He must have a tongue piercing; I wonder what that feels like? 

Jacob propped up by pillows and sitting behind Isadora, was whispering to his wife as she writhed there, his fingers delicately tugging her nipples to points. Isadora was somehow even more beautiful, her eyes closed as she took in all the pleasure being given to her. Her face was rapt, her expression and rapid breath revealing how lost she was to the sensations. Zyana thought they were all beautiful, totally transfixed in each of their tasks. She heard Isadora gasp and watched as she tensed. Zyana watched as Isadora’s back arched and Zyana could hear a low keening coming from the other woman’s mouth. Jacob leaned forward and kissed his wife as she found her release, breathing in her cries as the intense pleasure continued. 

Zyana knew women could have multiple orgasms but she’d never seen anything like this, Isadora’s pleasure just seemed to go on and on. Zyana watched, spell-bound as the two men continued to wring out every bit of pleasure they could from Isadora, their total focus placed on the woman. She was starting to see how this all worked now. The dinner, the working together, the pleasure part of all of this was directed at pleasing Isadora. They all worked together as friends but as lovers the focus was on Isadora first and foremost. Zyana thought the idea was intoxicating and she envied Isadora the adoration she was being shown. 

Distracted by her thoughts for a moment Zyana hadn’t noticed that Isadora had opened her eyes and was looking directly at her. Her eyes lifted and she inhaled sharply, however, as she heard her name spoken.

“You see, Zyana, it’s not about rape, it’s not about the men being selfish. It’s about love and enjoying being a part of each other. About giving pleasure and knowing how to take it. Come here.” Isadora held her hand out to Zyana, questions and a dare in her eyes.

“Um, I’m, I, oh my, I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to intrude. I’ll just go back to bed.” Caught, unsure of whether she should take the chance, now the effects of her bravado and the wine had worn off, Zyana tried to retreat back to the stairs.

“No, lovely, I wanted you to see. We wanted you to see. Jacob whispered to me that you were here when you first came down the stairs. Knowing you were there, that you were watching was ever so delicious for me. Please, come here with me. We won’t do anything you don’t want to do and you can always say stop. I’ve been waiting to taste your lips all day, ever since I saw them trembling as you tried to decide what to do with all of us. I want to suck your bottom lip between my teeth and taste you. And seeing you there, with the candlelight turning that nightgown translucent, revealing all you have to us, I want to taste all of you. Please?”

Zyana didn’t know what to say. She wanted to. She wanted to feel alive again, to feel physical pleasure. To be stroked and touched until she burst. She wasn’t afraid they wouldn’t like her body, she was afraid that this might only be for one night. But she knew, and finally decided, that if one night was all she was going to get then she’d take it. She didn’t know what lay outside the walls of the house, if there were other people, but one night with these people was worth it, even if she did have to leave them behind. Stepping forward she took off the robe, drew the nightgown over her head, then took Isadora’s hand and sat down beside her. 

“What are we going to do?” She asked Isadora.

“We’re going to do whatever you want to do, lovely. Whatever you want to do.” Isadora stroked Zyana’s face with her free hand, cupping her face as she gazed into Zyana’s green eyes with her blue ones. “Such beautiful eyes. For now, I’m simply going to kiss you.” 

Then she moved in, placing her lips gently against Zyana’s. 

Zyana released a surprised sound, her eyes flying open as she felt Isadora’s full lips against her own. It had been so long since she’d been touched, the feeling of soft lips against her own was almost shocking. Looking into the woman’s open eyes, she smiled and opened her mouth as Isadora’s tongue pressed against her lips. Perhaps it was only the effect Isadora had on her and not shock, after all. She closed her eyes and gave herself up to the kiss, not noticing when the men moved away from them to sit on the couch. 

Her tongue played against Isadora’s, her hands reaching up to clasp the woman’s head to hold it still. She wasn’t taking control, rather, she was taking part, giving just as much as she was getting. Curious, wanting more, she let her right hand glide down Isadora’s golden neck, down her shoulder, then down to cup the outer edge of Isadora’s breast, not touching the nipple, only the outside. Breaking the kiss she opened her eyes again to look into Isadora’s.

“Touch me, please.” She panted the words, her chest tight in anticipation of the touch. “Please touch me, Is.” Taking Isadora’s hands she mimicked the movements she’d made with her own hand and placed Isadora’s hands on her own breasts. Rather than just leaving her hands there to cup Zyana’s full breasts, however, Isadora moved her fingers to clasp Zyana’s nipples tightly. 

With twin bolts of pleasure rocketing through her body, Zyana’s head fell back and she groaned loudly. 

“Don’t stop” she whispered. 

“Lay back, Zyana. Let me fuck you.” Such a crude word from Isadora was one of the most sexy things Zyana had ever heard. She wanted more. Smiling, she let herself fall back on the blanket, holding her arms out to Isadora. 

“Fuck me, Isadora?” She questioned, as she propped herself up on her elbows. “Only if I get to fuck you back.”

“Oh, you might get to do more than that, if you’re brave enough. But for now, I want to make you feel good. I want to see your pussy dripping for my tongue as I lick you clean. I want you panting, begging for more beneath me as my fingers glide in and out of you”. And then Isadora pounced, her mouth hungry against Zyana’s, demanding entry as her hands moved over the beautiful woman’s full body.

Zyana was thinner than Isadora but she had wide hips that were lovely to hold onto, Isadora discovered. A tiny waist that filled Isadora’s tiny hands was enticing but she knew Jacob and Samuel’s hands would be able to touch if they ever got the chance to put their hands around it. Isadora’s hands were everywhere at once, memorizing the shape and feel of the soft, silky woman beneath her instantly. Her mouth, hungry to taste the golden skin that promised the taste of light honey, swept from Zyana’s mouth down to her left breast, discovered that the skin tasted faintly of peaches and Isadora knew which bubble bath she’d used and smiled against the breast filling her mouth. 

Teething Zyana’s nipple, tonguing it, brought gasps and a grinding movement from Zyana’s hips against her own. Isadora knew the friction between Zyana’s legs against her own would cause the pleasure there to intensify as she ground against Isadora’s leg. Kneeling over the woman, her hair falling over her shoulder, Isadora decided to use her own hair as a feather against Zyana’s other nipple. 

Zyana felt the silky, feathery touch of Isadora’s hair fanning her nipple and gasped. How could hair feel so erotic? Longing for more, needing more of Isadora’s attention Zyana pulled her arms over her head, inviting Isadora through movement to give her more. Looking into the eyes that were so brown they appeared almost red, Zyana crooked an eyebrow in challenge.

“Oh, it’s like that is it?” Isadora laughed throatily and prepared for all-out war. “I was going to keep you to myself, kitten, but I think you’re a hungry puss. You need far more than I can give you, don’t you?” Isadora felt a twinge of satisfaction as Zyana’s eyes widened and then looked over to the men who had been sitting quietly on the couch. They were resting back against the couch, both in relaxed poses but Isadora knew from their tenseness that they were both very aware of what was going on, what Isadora wanted to do next. 

Leaning into Zyana’s neck, breathing against the frantically beating pulse there, Isadora licked up to the now panting woman’s ear and whispered to her.

“Go sit between them and let me make you purr.”

Zyana was lost to anything that might be sensible, sensation ruled and she didn’t want this to end. Looking into Isadora’s eyes once more, and then over at the men, she gulped then got to her knees and crawled over to the couch. Neither man moved but both somehow seemed to have come to attention, waiting to see if Zyana would get on the couch. 

Gazing up at the men from the edge of the couch Zyana took one last look at them and placed her hand against the edge of the chocolate brown velvet couch. She wondered if the men would feel like that, smooth velvet that seemed to suck you in. Rising up she turned and sat on the couch with her bottom barely on the edge, her head down. Then she smiled and looked up at Isadora. 

Tilting her head to the right she grinned at Isadora with more bravery than she perhaps felt. 

“Well?” She asked. “What now?”

“Oh, they aren’t allowed to touch you yet, my dear. They can only touch you when and where I say. But touch you, they will. Now scoot back and let me between those legs of yours.” 

Zyana sat back, her legs falling open as she did. “Does that mean I can’t touch them either, then?”

“No, you can touch them, if you like, but I think you’ll be too distracted in a moment to notice if you do.”

The men were still beside her, Jacob to her left, Samuel to her right. Both were obviously aroused but still. So very still. That stillness was almost a challenge. Or was it respect, Isadora thought. Maybe it’s respect, either way, that’s going to change. This is my one chance; I’ll take what I get here. Then she lost her train of thought as Isadora moved between her legs. 

Zyana watched as first Isadora’s hands, and then her body moved up Zyana’s thighs. Deciding to tease Zyana more, Isadora moved her hands to Zyana’s hips, bypassing the spot Zyana wanted touched most. Throwing her head back, Zyana groaned and whispered an encouragement to Isadora.

“Please.”

“Please what, kitten?”

“Touch me.” Zyana panted and begged Isadora with her eyes.

“Touch you where? With what?” Isadora purred against her left thigh. 

“Please lick me.” Zyana pleaded.

“Nope, not good enough. Tell me exactly what you want. Where you want it, how you want it.”

Zyana wasn’t sure why she was being so shy about saying it, but she knew what Isadora wanted. All she had to do was say the words and her torment would be over.

“Please lick my pussy with your tongue. Lick me until I come.”

“Oh, that will be my pleasure.” And with that Isadora spread Zyana’s thighs wide, honing in on Zyana’s clit with one long lick before sucking it between her teeth. Gently at first, she waited until Zyana’s head fell back against the couch before she started sucking harder at the focal point of Zyana’s pleasure. From her own experience she knew something that would make it better. Pulling her dark head away from Zyana’s pussy, she looked at the woman’s breasts. 

“I think those need some attention fellas, could you oblige?” Then she went back to Zyana’s pussy, licking from the bottom to the top. 

Isadora barely noticed as the men moved to their knees beside her, each one cupping a breast before taking the nipple in their hot mouths. She did notice the jolt that went through Zyana’s body, however. She laughed against Zyana’s clit, and then slid two fingers into her dripping pussy. 

“You like that don’t you, kitten? Oh yes, I can feel your pussy clenching against my fingers now. You’re beautiful like this, Zyana. Lost in pleasure and loving it. I thought you might be.”

Zyana couldn’t respond, too lost in the touch, the feeling. She wanted to explode into a million pieces but wanted to hold onto the feelings. She wrapped an arm around each man’s head, holding them to her breasts. She tried not to move too much but couldn’t help the squirming all the attention was inflicting on her. She had to move, her hips had to reach for Isadora’s fingers, and her breasts had to reach up to the men’s mouths. Even her toes were clenched as she panted, trying frantically to take a deep breath. Then the men started to move their hands over her, discovering her the same way Isadora had done earlier. Zyana looked down at the scene taking place over her. All she could see were the men’s mouths on her nipples, sucking, biting, and licking them. She could feel Isadora below, her fingers moving in and out of her pussy as her hot mouth devoured Zyana’s pussy. 

Isadora increased the speed of both her fingers and her tongue on Zyana’s clit, wanting to make the woman come. She’d never done this before, either, but she knew what made her come. She loved the taste of Zyana, the feel of her skin, and wanted to see what it was like when the woman came. Seeing her husbands working so diligently on Zyana’s breasts was also pretty hot. Deciding to take a chance she slid her other hand under Zyana’s ass, letting her middle finger run down the split there until she found what she was looking for. Sliding a finger inside she wasn’t surprised when Zyana let out a startled yelp.

She was even less surprised when Zyana started to come around her fingers. Trying to hold back another grin and concentrate on getting Zyana off, she couldn’t help but let a satisfied groan out. Continuing to work the writhing woman she went back to concentrating on the pussy beneath her.

Zyana was riding the waves of pleasure coursing through her body, trying to breathe through all the groaning she was emitting without control. Head bent back, back arched, she was pure sensation and didn’t care what else was going on in the world. Wave after wave went through her, her pussy clenching so hard against Isadora’s fingers she was almost worried she’d broke the digits but then forgot as another orgasm hit her. The men never broke from her, following her body as it moved. Finally the spasms that took over her body, that made her thrash and scream in pleasure, started to ease and the men moved away from her nipples, sensing she was hitting that point where it was going to be too much sensation. 

“Fuck me.” Zyana gasped, trying to catch her breath.

“I just did” Isadora said as she stood on her knees. Reaching up to Zyana she kissed the woman once more, tongue teasing at Zyana’s lips. “We aren’t done yet, though. You can have a little break, I’ll get you a glass of wine but then we’re back to it, okay?”

“Mmm, a glass of wine sounds lovely. Thank you, Is.” It was about all she could think to say. Her brain, for the first time in a long time, was completely quiet and happy. 

She could hear Isadora in the kitchen, opening a bottle, and opened her eyes as reality settled back onto her. Looking at Jacob and Samuel, sitting beside her on the couch she wondered how to approach them. She’d never done anything like this before. 

“Come here,” Jacob said and held his hand out. “Cuddle up against me and Samuel will rub your feet.” Zyana moved into the crook of Jacob’s arm and shyly moved her feet to Samuel’s lap. Her feet weren’t large but they weren’t tiny like Isadora’s either. She hoped they didn’t bother Samuel.

“You have nice strong feet, Zy.” It was almost as if he knew she needed reassurance. 

She smiled over at him and whispered a thank you to him, shyly. She was so brave with Isadora but the men made her shy. For the first time in six months she also felt safe. With these men, with these people, in this house she truly felt safe so she was going to have to get over this shyness, she thought to herself.

“Have you got any idea how sexy even your name is? Zyana.” Jacob said, drawing the name out as if he was savoring the feel of it on his tongue. “Zyana. It’s so incredibly fucking sexy. May I kiss you?” He looked down at her with a question and a promise in his eye.

Sucking in a quick breath Zyana smiled up at him, answering the question by raising her face to his to meet his lips. He tasted of Isadora, she thought. It was a nice taste, one that made her hunger to taste the woman herself. Her head tilted back, lost in Jacob’s tongue moving over her own, his smell, and the faint smell of Isadora on his skin Zyana was oblivious to Isadora walking back into the room until the woman sat down beside her. 

“Now, Jacob, let her have her wine first. I think she deserves it after all of that gasping earlier. Here my love, drink this.” She handed the glass to Zyana then reached over to Samuel to take his hand. “You alright, dear? You’re always so quiet I don’t know what you’re thinking.”

“I’m fine, love, just watching all of this. I love the watching part, you know that. I’m also patient. We know what patience gets us, don’t we? He smiled and squeezed her hand in reassurance. She moved her attention back to Zyana, stroking the woman’s exposed hip. 

“Are you cold? I’ll find a blanket if you are.” Moving to get up to retrieve a blanket she was pulled back down by Zyana’s hand. 

“I’m fine, Isadora. I only had an orgasm, I didn’t have a baby or anything. And a very good one too, thank you. Thank you all.”

“Oh, good. I just wanted to make sure you’re happy, Zyana. And like I promised earlier, we aren’t done yet. Let me just hand out the rest of these glasses first.” Isadora went back into the kitchen and brought out three more glasses. 

“Jacob and Samuel both have a white, we have red. Maybe one of them will share some of theirs with you. That is, if you want to try the white.” Isadora looked over to Samuel as she made the statement, her eyes getting her point across to him. Comprehension dawned on his face and he knew what she wanted him to do. 

Taking a sip of the wine, then swallowing Samuel’s eyes glinted as he looked into Zyana’s green eyes. “Would you like a taste?”

Suspecting something was up but thrilled to find out what exactly she reached for the glass with a look of curious glee. 

“Sure,” she said.

“Oh no, we don’t share wine in this house through a glass, my dear. That is simply not done here. Come, here by me, I’ll show you how we share.”

Moving to him eagerly Zyana shifted to fit under his arm, her head resting back against his arm. “So show me then.”

Taking a drink of the wine, Samuel did not swallow but moved to Zyana instead. Moving his mouth over hers he rested his hand against her throat, holding her head up to his. He placed his mouth over hers, swallowing just a bit of the wine as he did, then released the rest into her mouth as he sealed his lips to hers. He moved his hand over her neck to encourage her to swallow as his tongue swirled over hers, tasting the wine still left there. Samuel then sucked her tongue, taking the last of the taste from the organ.

He opened his mouth wider, encouraging her own tongue to enter his mouth. He felt her smaller tongue enter his mouth, running over the ball in his tongue and the roof of his mouth, exploring him. Growling he then pulled her into his lap with one arm as he handed the glass over to Isadora. Pulling her hips tightly to him, he never broke the kiss, as he pumped his hard cock into the crevice between her legs without entering her. 

“I’ve about reached my limit for the night, love. Do you want more wine or do you want to go back to playing?” He asked after finally breaking the kiss. Watching her and Isadora, after an entire day of not coming was getting to him. She was beautiful, she tasted delicious, and at this point he just wanted to bury himself in the hot wetness he felt between her thighs. 

Zyana felt herself growing wetter, somehow, at Samuel’s words, and wanted to feel the hard length of him inside her. Looking over at Isadora for permission Zyana saw the consent in her eyes, and then bent her head down to kiss Samuel. She was startled to feel him lift her at an angle, and then impale her on his hard thick cock. Throwing her head back, Zyana shifted to take him in deeper and heard his growl as he felt himself sliding deeper into her. 

The feel of his skin on hers, the feel of him moving inside of her was not only a pleasure but a comforting feeling. She was still alive, he was still alive, and she was going to enjoy this moment. She ground into his hips harder, demanding more movement, wanting to explode on him. 

Sitting back Samuel let her find her pleasure first, enjoying watching her abandon everything to simply feel good, her long hair flowing out behind her, brushing his thighs every time she moved. Touching her nipples sparked her off into a back arching orgasm and Samuel grinned as she pulsed around his hard cock. Her face was captivating, eyes shut tight, mouth open, and somehow still smiling, completely enjoying what she was experiencing.

Samuel shifted to the edge of the couch as she calmed and she wrapped her legs around his back, rocking with him as he pushed up to meet her pliant body. Still not getting enough traction Samuel picked her up then placed her on the blanket on the floor.

“Oh, fuck yeah, that is so much better.” He started a slow pace, sliding deeper into the velvet glove that was Zyana’s pussy. Each stroke getting harder, driving the urge to come. He wanted her to enjoy it but she felt so good, and he’d had a rather tormenting day of having his orgasms interrupted, then the pleasure of feeling her coming around him. He stopped suddenly, needing to reassure her before he carried on. 

“Look at me, Zyana.” He spoke to her.

She opened her eyes, having been lost in the feeling of him surrounding her, invading her. “What’s wrong?” She asked, concern in her eyes.

“Nothing, Zyana, nothing. I’m going to finish, I can’t stop it. But I’ll make it up to you.”

Understanding what he’d been through today, she smiled up at him. “It’s okay, Samuel, you let me have my way with you earlier, let me give you comfort.” 

She took him back into her arms and held him as he drove into her. She loved the sounds he made, grunting and growling as his pleasure built until finally he gasped and drove into her one final time. She held him as he shuddered into her, as his head went back and he growled his release. Knowing what was happening, knowing she’d given him pleasure, somehow gave her pleasure. Oh, not the orgasmy kind of pleasure, but something gentle and unexplained. Something simply pleasing and sweet.

“Thank you,” Samuel said, then kissed the top of her head, looking into her eyes. “You really are a beautiful woman, do you know that? And quite cuddly too.” He smiled at her then moved to lie to the left beside her. Reaching out his hand he waited for Jacob and Isadora to join him, Isadora taking his hand. 

Jacob rested on her other side, while Isadora took Samuel’s place between Zyana’s thighs. “Let’s clean you up, my lovely.” And to Zyana’s shock, Isadora commenced to licking her clean again. 

Reaching up to Jacob, Zyana pulled his head down to hers, wanting to kiss him, to taste him again. But this time she focused, not wanting to lose sight of pleasing the men around her. Earlier she’d been desperate to fill her senses with Isadora, and she still was, but not as desperately. She wanted to experience Jacob as well. Looking down his naked body she saw his hard cock and wanted to taste it. Moving her hips she dislodged Isadora and knelt in front of Jacob. 

Taking the hard organ in her right hand she moved her lips over the pulsing head, allowing it to slip past her lips and past her teeth. She took as much as she could of him, then suctioned her cheeks against him, sliding her mouth back up, then down again. She felt his hands in her hair, gently pushing her head down onto him. She felt him sliding into the back of her throat and sucked him a little harder. He pulled on her hair, a signal to stop, and then slid his legs out beside her, making the angle better, then spoke to her.

“You’re rather good at that you know? I love watching my cock disappear between your lips like that.” He inhaled sharply as she hummed something, agreement, he didn’t know what and didn’t care but that hum had just sent a shiver up his spine. The sensation passed and he looked over at Isadora. 

“Come kiss me, my Isadora?” He asked of her and she slid over to him, letting her tongue entwine with his as Zyana resumed her ministrations, moving her hand and mouth together over him. 

Letting him slide out to let her mouth rest a moment she licked the throbbing cock from top to bottom, working her hand over him as his precum and her saliva mixed together. She felt his hand on her head again and looked up at him. 

“May I fuck you, now?” He asked. “You have a gorgeous mouth, but I want to get inside that pussy of yours tonight, please.” 

Instead of answering him she stood up and scooted up his body on her knees. Isadora took his stiff cock in her hand, holding him still as Zyana moved over him. Reaching down she guided him into her pussy, feeling him stretch her, as Samuel had earlier. She’d had sex before but not many partners. Two in one night was a bit strange for her, but sexually thrilling. 

Moving her hips to meet his thrusts Zyana gave herself up to riding the man below her, filling her every sense. Opening her eyes for a moment she noticed that Samuel and Isadora watched them but did not move. In the back of her head she wondered if this was some sort of initiation and later would come the free for all, but soon forgot that as Jacob’s hands moved to her breasts, pulling her to his mouth with them. 

She gasped and felt her pussy clench around him as he took both nipples into his mouth, sucking hard. She could feel the orgasm building and clenched her fists in the carpet, gripping to focus her thrusts at his hips harder, stronger. She was lost in concentration, wanting one more orgasm, to come around him, to pull him with her. 

He didn’t make the same noises as Samuel but he did gasp as her concentration increased, momentarily releasing her nipples. He soon went back to them as she rode him, her hips moving faster and faster over him. He just let her ride him, carrying him with her as a low keening started in her throat. The sound of her release, the tensing of her body as she came pulled him with her, his cock pulsing as his body found its release inside of her. 

Coming back to Earth, Jacob pushed Zyana’s hair off her face. She’d slumped against him when she finished and her eyes were still closed. “Would you like to go upstairs to bed, beautiful? I think we’re all tired now and could do with a rest.”

She didn’t answer, only moved her head slightly in agreement and was ever so happy when he just picked her up and carried her up the stairs, Isadora and Samuel following after they blew the candles out. To her surprise Jacob did not take her to her room but rather to the large bed in their room. Placing her in the middle the other three climbed in beside her, cuddled up together, and promptly fell asleep. 
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Isadora felt a hand sliding up her thigh and knew from the feel of it that it must be Zyana’s fingers that were now exploring her pussy. A few months earlier Samuel had done the same thing so this wasn’t much of a shock for her now. She turned to her back in the large bed and spread her thighs, inviting the woman to explore more.

Beside her Zyana gasped as she realized Isadora had woken up. She hadn’t meant to wake her; she’d only wanted to touch her. She’d never felt another woman’s intimate parts before, but it was similar to her own. All the parts the same, though maybe a little plumper than her own. 

Whispering she told Isadora, “I’ve never done anything like this before.”

Isadora smiled in the darkness and turned her head toward Zyana to whisper back. “Neither had I but you know what you like, what makes you squirm, try it on me, that’s what I did with you tonight and it seemed to work on you. We’ll learn together shall we?”

Zyana was a bit shocked to learn Isadora had never been with a woman before; she’d been such a good lover. But Zyana supposed what she said was true, it’s about knowing how your own body responds then striving to improve on that for your lover. 

“May I continue to touch you?” Zyana asked.

“Yes, but we might wake the men, are you ready for that?” Isadora replied, a smile in her voice.

“Oh, I think between us we can handle them, if they ever stop snoring.” Zyana answered as she moved her fingers back into Isadora’s pussy, finding Isadora’s clitoris quickly with her middle finger. She responded to Isadora’s gasp by applying light pressure, then making slow circles with her finger. 

Smelling Isadora’s hair beneath her Zyana inhaled her scent, and then moved over to the woman’s breast. Licking it first to wake it up, and then flicking at it with her tongue to get it to stand at attention. Moving slightly she leaned in to take the nipple in her mouth, her hand cupping the breast to squeeze it. That was something men always seemed to forget, a breast isn’t just the nipple, it’s a whole entity. Sliding her fingers along the outer edge of Isadora’s breast Zyana sucked the nipple hard, before replacing her hand in Isadora’s pussy. 

Wanting more, wanting to taste Isadora, to give her what the incredible woman had earlier given to her, Zyana moved in the bed to take up her place between Isadora’s thighs. She touched her inner thighs, feeling how smooth they were, then nipped at one. Soothing the spot with a lick Zyana moved higher, taking her time, getting to know Isadora’s body. And then she was there, that spot that was so very much the center of a woman.

She delicately touched the folds there with her tongue, smoothing the flesh, and tasting it. She then took her hands and spread the folds apart, searching in the dark with her tongue for Isadora’s clitoris. She knew she’d found it when Isadora’s hips surged up to meet her mouth. 

“Shhhh. I have you, baby. Let me explore you.” Zyana whispered. She noticed the men were still snoring and then went back to Isadora.

Her tongue played over the other woman’s clit, flicking, licking, sucking Isadora until the woman’s hips would not stop moving. Remember what the other woman had done to her earlier Zyana sucked on one of her fingers then moved it to Isadora’s ass, seeking the entrance there. Zyana felt resistance as she slid the finger into the woman’s ass, but Isadora pushed her hips down onto the finger, knowing what she wanted. Then she put her thumb inside of Isadora’s pussy, moving her hand slowly, ensuring she didn’t leave either passage empty. Going back to using her mouth on Isadora caused the woman to groan loudly. Loud enough that the men finally woke up with questioning noises, one of them flicking on a low light.

Isadora knew what to do with them too and quietly responded by taking a cock in each hand, gently pulling the men towards her chest as she did so. Both quickly became hard and Zyana noticed that she was taking turns sucking each one off. Zyana did not stop her work at this point, only slowed it down so that Isadora could enjoy what she was doing up top. 

Isadora stiffened when the men decided to each take a breast in their hands and give her nipples some attention. Zyana figured this was her signal to start back up and started moving her fingers faster inside Isadora’s body, her mouth sucking the clitoris, and flicking it, to make it harder and harder. Zyana had a hard time keeping up with Isadora’s hips but did her best to hang on, knowing she was close to her goal when Isadora’s thighs tightened around her head and the woman just kept repeating the word “oh”. Peaking up she saw that Zyana had Samuel’s cock in her mouth and tried not to giggle as she hoped Isadora would not bite poor Samuel as she came.

As a final spasm passed through Isadora’s body and she settled down Zyana pulled her fingers out, kissed the woman’s thigh and sat up on the bed. She was proud she’d been able to make Isadora come but she was also very turned on herself. 

“That was really good Zyana, thank you.” Isadora finally found the breath to speak.

“It was my pleasure, ma’am. Excuse me for a moment please?” Zyana disappeared into the bathroom, drying her hands, and took up a spot on the couch at the end of the bed. Samuel had Isadora bent over the edge of the bed and Zyana had a front row seat on the couch. Isadora wasn’t totally lost in what was happening however, because she turned a big smile on Jacob then spoke to him.

“Why don’t you give Zyana a reward for her hard work, darling? I think she deserves it.”

“I’d love to Is, if that’s alright with Zyana?” He asked a questioning look on his face as he looked at Zyana. 

“Please, come sit by me.” She said.

“Oh, I had something a little different in mind. You come over here, bend over the bed, then you can reach Issy. How does that sound?” A completely sexy but totally dirty laugh came after he spoke. “Oh, I do like him”, she thought.

Zyana moved over to the rumpled bed, bent over across from Isadora, and looked her in the eyes as the woman’s husband gently took her hips in his hands, entering her from behind. Zyana stared into Isadora’s brown eyes, drowning in the dark pools. Reaching her head out she kissed the woman, gently at first but quickly turning into something deeper, harder, matching the thrusts Jacob was giving her from behind.

At that point the women both pulled away from the men, as if they’d shared some psychic conversation, kneeling as they embraced and took the kiss further. Both were breathing heavily, hands touching wherever they could reach, completely lost in each other. Isadora’s hands slid into Zyana’s pussy and she moaned, whispering Isadora’s name. Zyana did the same, wanting to make Isadora come again, to scream her name. Moving her hand roughly, quickly, she forced Isadora’s head back with her kiss, then moved to bite the woman’s neck. As she bit down, not hard enough to break the skin but not gently, the woman came in her arms. Isadora did not scream Zyana’s name but she did scream, her release quick and hard as the motions that caused it. 

“Wow, ladies, that was some show.” Samuel spoke. He and Jacob had moved to the couch, not upset that the ladies had broken away. 

“Oh, I’m not done yet”, Zyana spoke, “which one of you is going to fuck me? And I do mean fucking.” The woman seemed to be almost frantic in her need. 

Samuel moved up the bed, flipped Zyana over, and slammed his cock into her quickly. Using her hips for leverage he filled Zyana with everything he could give her, making her gasp and moan, scrabbling at the bedding for something to hang on to.

Jacob came before her, spreading his legs out in front of her, his long cock in his hand. “Here, open your mouth let me in.” 

Instead of being a distraction, as Zyana assumed a cock in your mouth would be as you were getting fucked, it somehow made her hotter. Sucking him made her pussy clench around Samuel and drove her to drive her hips into the man behind her. She didn’t feel dirty, she felt free. Focusing on sucking Jacob off also did not distract her from coming. She did make sure not to clench her jaw, but as she came the sounds coming from her mouth just added to Jacob’s pleasure. She could feel Samuel slowing down behind her, and then he slid out. She hadn’t even been aware that he was coming she was so consumed by her own. 

Jacob flipped her back over and took Samuel’s place inside of her. Quickly, the pleasure started to build again as Jacob thrust into her. He pushed her knees back, opening her to him further. His fingers found her clit as Isadora knelt over Zyana’s face. The pair above her shared a kiss as Zyana sealed her mouth over Isadora’s pussy, taking the whole thing into her mouth and sucking it. The smell and taste of the woman filled her senses and drove her on, wanting more. She was moaning into Isadora’s pussy, stabbing her fingers into the other woman’s body, wanting her to join in on the pleasure but also taking her own from making the woman’s body respond to her. The mixture of giving pleasure and taking pleasure was heady. She wanted to be nowhere but here, in this bed, with these people. 

Isadora started to come first, her body responding to the onslaught of Zyana. Zyana fucked Isadora with her mouth and her fingers, wringing another orgasm from the woman above her. Then she wanted more from Jacob. 

“Against the wall please?” She gasped.

“What?” He asked.

“Against the wall, fuck me against the wall. Now, please?” It was a question but it was also a demand. Jacob answered by picking her up, slamming her against the nearest wall, and fucking her as she wrapped her legs around his waist. His movements became just as frantic as hers, as he held her in place, her arms around his neck, her tongue down his throat. She continued kissing him as she came, but finally had to let go of his tongue as she threw her head back against the wall, losing herself in it all. Jacob quickly followed behind her, slamming her ass into the wall one last time as his final spasm took him over the edge. 

They clung to each other there, against the wall, his forehead resting on top of hers. Finally, her legs slid down his body and he held her up as they moved back to the bed. Isadora and Samuel were already there, Samuel spooned behind Is. Jacob put Zyana in front of Isadora and the two women clung to each other as Zyana came back to earth. Jacob moved in behind her and he and Samuel pulled the covers over all of them. 

Zyana’s last thought before falling asleep was “How can I leave them tomorrow?”
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Zyana woke late the next morning. The clock on the bedside table read 10:18. Sheesh, she hadn’t slept that late in a long time, she thought, but she’d never had such an eventful night either. Stretching, she felt muscles protesting and twinged at the soreness between her thighs. It was a good feeling though. Sitting up she spotted a note on the table behind the clock, on top of a towel and fresh clothes. There was also a sealed pill on top of the pile and Zyana was curious as to what it could be. Reading the note she soon discovered what it was.

Dear Zyana, 

We’ve gone out looking for medical supplies and should be back for around 12. We were going to wake you but thought you’d need some sleep. Use whatever you want to use, do whatever you want to do, but most of all rest up. We know we put you through your paces last night and a little rest is in order. We know you said last night that you planned on leaving this morning but we really hope you change your mind and stay with us for a little while, at least. 

We are all clean people, and had a clean bill of health at our last doctor appointments so there’s nothing to worry about there but none of us used protection last night. This pill is the pill commonly known as the morning after pill. It’s your choice if you take it, we make no judgements, but if you think you need it or want to take it, it’s here for you. 

Again, we all really enjoyed our time with you last night and would like to get to know you more. We would all be happy to have you stay with us and hope you’re still there when we get home. No pressure, no demands. Thank you for everything you gave to us last night, it was a truly beautiful experience.

Your friends,

Jacob, Isadora, and Samuel

Zyana shook her head ruefully; even in written form the men encapsulated Isadora, protecting her from the world. Staring at the pill she wasn’t sure what to do with it. Oh, she knew what it was for, but she wasn’t sure whether to take it or not. She didn’t think she needed to but she wasn’t sure if she wanted to. And staying? Should she?

Putting the letter down and picking the clothes up she took the bundle into the bathroom with her to take a shower. The hot water helped to relax her aching muscles, and the soap seemed to wash away the cloudiness fogging her brain. Memories kept replaying in her mind, Isadora’s sounds, Samuel’s growls, Jacobs panting as he pounded into her against the wall. She replayed it all in the 20 minutes she stood beneath the hot spray of the shower. 

Should she take a chance and leave to see what else was out in the world or should she stay? She’d been on her own for months, these were the first living, breathing people she’d seen. But it was such a strange situation. Could she keep up with it? Could they with her? 

Sighing she toweled herself dry and put on the clothes Isadora had left her. The blue jeans fit just right, the black top hugged her breasts then flared out over her tummy, looking girlish but still somehow sexy. Not a top for going out into the zombie world in, so she’d have to wear her jacket again. If she left. A glance at the clock showed it was almost 11. They’d be home soon. She had to make a decision.

Looking around the room she saw evidence of all three there. A tube of Isadora’s lipstick on the other nightstand, Samuel’s watch that he’d had on yesterday, a ring that Jacob had worn. Going down the stairs and walking towards the large open kitchen Zyana passed pictures of all three, with obvious family members and other friends on the wall. Stopping at one picture she saw that it was taken at Christmas time. Other people surrounded them but Jacob, Samuel, and Isadora all sat on the couch together beside the Christmas tree, all touching in some way, smiling at the camera with total satisfaction in life. She wanted that. She wanted to be a part of it. But could she? The obvious answer, at this point, was “what did she have to lose?” Nothing, she had nothing at all to lose but everything to gain. Her decision was made. Grabbing her jacket and pulling they keys out of the right pocket, she walked out the door to go get her motorcycle, left a couple of miles up the road from school, and hoped she’d get back before they did so she could be there to see their faces when she came in.
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Walking into the house, the first thing Isadora noticed was how quiet it was. The second thing she noticed, after telling herself Zyana was still asleep, was that the woman’s jacket was missing from the pegs on the wall where she’d hung it. Ah. Well. Looking at her husbands she gave a grim smile and told them she’d go make some lunch.

She knew Zyana had things she wanted to do but she still felt rejected. She thought something magical had happened last night and she’d thought all day about Zyana. They all had. They’d all been wearing silly grins all morning as they searched a doctor’s clinic nearby for supplies. To come home to an empty house was heartbreaking. 

Walking up to her bedroom to change clothes before making lunch Isadora found the note and the pill on the bed. Confused, she looked at the two objects trying to decide what they meant. Judging by the water still drying in the shower Zyana had not been gone long. But would she leave the note and pill there like that? Surely she’d have at least taken the pill. Or was that somehow an answer? 

Not really knowing and on the verge of tears, Isadora changed her clothes and walked down to the kitchen. Although she’d not truly formed the thought Isadora was disappointed to find that there was not an answering note anywhere in the house, as she found when she glanced at every surface as she walked through the house. Looking in the kitchen she decided that Zyana must have left without eating anything either because there was no sign of it.

Sighing again she took last night’s leftover ham, sliced it thinner, and made sandwiches for all of them with the homemade bread she had left. They’d sealed all the sugar, flour, and cornmeal they could find in plastic buckets with lids. Hopefully it would last. Putting all of the sandwiches on a plate, Isadora turned to the back door, preparing to open it to call out to the men, who had gone out to check the animals. There was smoke rising in the cloudless, sunny sky. 

“Zyana,” she breathed as she ran out the door.






III

Love Endures
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“You good, babe?” Jacob, my husband, stood behind me with our best friend, my second husband, at his side. They were dressed for work, and I remembered they were going out to fix the fence today. A herd of zombies had broken through part of the fence around our man-made island and they were going to sort it.

“I’m good. I’ll have dinner ready for you when you get back.” I kissed them both, their touch reassuring, warm and solid as each one came to me.

Jacob bent down to me, kissing my lips softly before pulling away to look into my eyes.

“I’ll be fine, babe, go.”

“I love you.” His eyes told me he meant it and I knew he did.

Samuel came next, cupping the left side of my face as he took his turn telling me goodbye. We didn’t do casual goodbyes anymore, we didn’t have the luxury of expecting someone to return home safe and sound. Not anymore.

Samuel whispered his words to me, telling me he loved me, his manner quiet and solemn. Reaching up for his face I felt the same love for him and kissed him again.

“Come back to me.” 

He moved away, and they stood together at the door for a moment, staring back at me. They were real. Jacob had a knit hat on his head, his monthly head shaving not stopping even in the cold months. He hated having hair on his head for some reason. At 43 I think he’s old enough to decide things like that. Samuel also had a cap on but he had a lot of blond hair to keep his head warm. It came down to his collar now and I knew I’d have to cut it again soon. Samuel was taller than Jacob, but they were both handsome men. My men.

Samuel was also the younger of the two but Jacob had nothing to worry about on that front. I loved them both, not just because they were part of my survival plan, but because of who they were, the friendship and love they gave me, and the hours of pleasure we’d all given to each other. There was more to it than the last bit though, we’d been friends before the world ended, it only made sense that we clung together now, in the worst of times.

I turned back to the diary I was writing, something I had started in the spring, and felt the smooth slide of the gel pen over the rough paper. I smiled, the familiar sensation of the ink gliding over the paper a reminder of the past. Things like the pen would soon become obsolete as the ink dried up in their casings, the lack of climate control freezing and heating the liquid until it eventually became sludge or caused the ink to dry up. 

We live in a new world now, a world where we can still see the familiar outlines of a city as we approach it but from time to time that outline changes. Buildings catch fire; some have collapsed without proper maintenance, while others become enshrouded in the kudzu vine that plagues the southern part of the United States. Such a tenacious plant, kudzu. It seems that if you cut one vine, three more grow in its place overnight and grow 12 feet longer than the original vine. 

I often wonder if the entire United States will one day be covered in the stuff, the thick ropy vines climbing over even the tallest of buildings as the broad leaves explode along its length, making the buildings, the very terrain, become nothing more than a brown and green oasis of nothing. We are even finding it within buildings now, the tendrils the vine forms somehow embedding into wood, plaster, or whatever else it can get a hold on. The stuff is truly tenacious.

Going back to my diary I laughed at the entry I was making. 

“There will be those that judge us. But what the hell would you do if you were stuck in a house with the two hottest men you knew for months on end, bored out of your mind as you waited for the snow to melt? Knit a sweater? Well, I only just learned how to knit so yeah, that wasn’t an option back then.” 

I had actually been thinking of writing in far more swear words but had thought better of it. My diary was meant to be a way for me to put things into perspective and to kind of have someone else to talk to. Since Zyana disappeared I had no other women to talk to and sometimes a girl just needed another female to sit around and giggle with. 

It has been nine and a half months since Zyana appeared in our lives, over a year since the world came to an end in an a screeching, rushing, panic-driven death. So many had died simply because they panicked and ran. Your instincts take over sometimes and when you are being chased by a neighbor that was supposed to be dead or your mother is trying to literally chew your face off, it is natural to run. That is when you get hurt though, that is when you make stupid decisions that get you killed.

Jacob and I had sat down and waited in the beginning, hiding the fact that we were even in the house as we watched the world falling apart, first on our television screen then in our town. We did not turn on the lights, we did not light a fire in the wood stoves, and we did not go outside, ever. Not at first, not for a long time. I can still remember the screams of those caught in the dark night that takes over in the hills of southern West Virginia. In these hills when it goes dark, it goes black. Those same hills carry sound far away and prolong them, echoing along the valleys.  

After the initial outbreak on American shores there had been rumors, rumors that led to death. Rumors that the zombies were really “just rabid and needed medicine” led to people trying to give zombies shots; some even injected themselves with rabies vaccines meant for dogs. They did not want to believe that the zombies were dead; there was no cure for dead. Other rumors had been about the habits of the zombies. They only attacked those that were in the B blood types, As and Os were safe from attack was the grapevine-knowledge passed down to others. That knowledge was not even slightly true and got people killed. “They only attacked people with dark hair” we heard from others, how stupid can you get when the news programs were full of blond and redheaded zombies, as well as those with dark hair in the brown and black shades? We eventually learned, just before the plague exploded exponentially, that it was parasites, parasites that could not be eradicated with our current medicines. 

The most deadly rumor had been that they only attacked during the day because they could not see in the dark. People around here had really believed that one and it cost them their lives. I still have nightmares about the night one family walked down the road as I watched from my dark bedroom window. They had been blithely walking along, chatting, laughing, and singing songs, their joy at being outside and out of their claustrophobic home obvious. They had thought the darkest hours brought freedom, that those hours without light equated to safety for the living, they were wrong. Jacob and I held each other in the dark, cold room of our home, not yet ready to risk anyone seeing the smoke from a fire, as a herd of zombies attacked the two little girls and their parents. 

Jacob buried my head in his chest to muffle my screams of anguish and horror as the family outside screamed in pain and terror. They had not survived. We had not moved from our shelter, namely because we knew we could never reach them in time to save them, it would take too long to get over the bridge, our only exit over the river to that part of the town making it too long of a walk or run to save anyone. So we huddled there, hoping the family’s tortuous pain would end quickly.

It was a horrible experience to listen to and until someone lives through a similar situation they really cannot know how they will react. I never expected to not only witness the end of the world, but to actually see other people, people I knew, being attacked and killed by other people I knew. I never expected to have two husbands; I never expected I would ever look at anyone but Jacob as a mate. He was all I ever needed; all I ever wanted. This is not the same world it used to be, not at all.

 Samuel had fought his way to us in the earliest days, living through two days of dodging hell on earth as he slowly made his way to our house. We had been his only thought as he fled zombies and people alike, the living now just as dangerous as the dead. He had no family left by the time he was forced out of his home by lack of food. A walk that would normally take 15 minutes had turned into 48 hours but he made it to us and we would never turn him away. He was our best friend.

In the cold we had all clung together, normal habits of seeking privacy and seclusion had fallen away as the plague and the cold raged on. Pure terror mixed with those and caused us all to sleep in the same room. As society as we knew it fell around us, and the world we had known our entire lives disappeared, we all reached out, seeking comfort, and we found it in each other. It is a new world now, our world, and we do as we please.

As far as we know there are no longer people around us. We have not seen anyone alive in months. Honestly though, except for missing female company, I am not all that eager to find anyone else. People bring drama with them and we have had a lifetime’s fill of drama. Except for Zyana.

We did not have Zyana with us for long but her impact is still felt. In a time when emotions are high, when you do things that are just not normal behavior because of circumstances, it makes sense to take a lover after barely knowing her for little more than a few hours. You make decisions sometimes on instinct. That same instinct that can get you killed. We are not perfect, you see? Zyana was so worth the risk. 

I miss her still. I do not know what happened that day, whether she was attacked or whether something freakish happened and she was blown into tiny little bits when her motorcycle caught on fire. Maybe she did it, for all I know, set the fire that is. I just do not know. 

I am wandering a bit; there is so much in my head these days. I have written about the beginning, the way people killed each other and the zombies, just to get away. I often wonder how far they got. I doubt it was far. Usually karma comes around to bite you on the ass before long, but that is not always the case. Politicians existed, so that can’t be true. 

I have my men though, both of them. I have finally convinced them I am not a wilting flower and they take me with them on the more dangerous runs, the ones that take us further afield. That usually only happens when we need something specific that we have run out of, or something that would not have been close to our town even pre-zombie destruction. 

I also had to explain to them that they were leaving me at home, by myself, which could be far more dangerous. What if something happened and I needed help? I could be at home, bleeding to death after tripping and cutting myself, anything. They would not know any of it had happened until they came back. They finally saw my point and started to allow me to go with them.

There is also the fact I am not a housewife. Sitting at home is just not what I like to do. I grew up in these hills; girls just aren’t treated as delicate little flowers for long here. We learn the same things as boys, how to hunt, how to fend for yourself, how to live off of the land. My mother had taught me how to sew, how to clean fish, how to find herbs at the same time that she and my father were teaching me how to use guns, how to clean them and be a proper gun owner. I miss them terribly but I am glad, in a way, that they passed before this all happened. They have missed the terror, the seeming permanent state of shock you end up in. 

With a sigh I stood up, it was my turn to cook. I went to the cupboard where we kept our stock of food for the house. There was a barn outside with even more supplies but I like keeping supplies in more than one spot. If something happened in one place, we would have food elsewhere. I thought in terms of what ifs now, you had to if you wanted to survive in this new world of ours. 

We had even left food throughout the town, for any passing travelers and for ourselves if we got stuck away from home. Basically, we had emptied out the local stores of all non-perishable items. Eventually there will come a day when those items are no longer any good but we have plans for those days ahead. A garden will be produced and we will grow our own food. We’ll start seeds as soon as the days start to warm up.

Just like every other aspect of our lives now, the food issue was a game of taking your chances. We could stockpile every bit of food we could find but would it eventually poison us? Would trying to grow our own food result in failure? Would zombies break into the place, trample our food, and eat us? We just do not know. We have learned to be sensible, we have learned to not panic, but we have also learned that sometimes you have to take a chance and see what happens. Sometimes it leads to incredible, mind-blowing sex, sometimes it leads to finding a woman that blows away all of your inhibitions, and sometimes you end up with a cake that tastes like sawdust. 

I have cried my eyes out for the fall of humanity over the last year, over the lives that will never be lived. I have, also, had the most incredible experiences. I have loved, laughed, and explored. I have grown in ways I could not have imagined in my previous life. I hope to continue that pattern in the future but tomorrow is not guaranteed, in any way. 

Putting some dried pinto beans I had prepared for cooking the night before into a pot of boiling water on the wood cook stove, I hoped winter would not be so hard this year. I was already glad of the heat given off by the stove, and it was only early October. I have a feeling this winter is going to be just as difficult. Unlike last winter, though, we are ready for it. The basement is full of stacked, dried wood, as are parts of the fenced in yard, and we have food, candles, lamp oil, and books stacked all over. It will not be so terrible this year to be stuck in the house.

We are also used to living in survival mode now, the panic of last winter is still there, but we are used to it now. It will not be anywhere near as bad. If I can just stop picking up the phone to call someone, or thinking “I’ll just give so and so a call…” now. Old habits die hard; the old saying is so true. I even find myself trying to turn the radio on to listen to the news sometimes, when I am not paying attention. We have solar panels for electricity, but that is not the problem. The problem is that we are the only ones around now. There is not a single channel working anymore because there is nobody there to broadcast.

I picked up my MP3 player and stuck a single earphone into my ear. I disconnected the tiny solar charger we had found for it and put the player in my pocket after pressing play, letting a random song play. I would have preferred to have both tiny speakers in my ears but the men were outside, I needed to be able to hear them. We didn’t normally use bigger speakers because the noise would draw attention and it had taken me ages to learn not to sing along, to not even hum, as I went about my day with the music playing in my ears alone. There is so much you have to learn not to do when the world ends and zombies rise. Things we took for granted, but could get us killed now. 

Even the instinct to scream when frightened has to be suppressed. Of course, as time went on the zombies became less of a threat. Their bodies were ravaged by time and the weather and, unless you were hurt and could not move or were caught in a herd, you could easily just walk away from them now. Unless they were new zombies. Sometimes we still find the newly turned, a heart breaking experience this late in the game.

I suppose that will continue for a while and there may always be that threat, though the numbers just aren’t there now to create the hordes we used to see. The population has fallen and our total seclusion has not been broken in a long time. We rarely even saw the dead now. Walking or otherwise.

As far as I could tell they had no real thought processes, no sense of self-preservation so we all hoped they would eventually become little more than bones that did not move with time. I worried more about the living now, the ones that might want to take what we had worked so hard for. I’d watched how people turned on each other in the beginning; I knew that was not likely to have changed. 

Of course, we hadn’t seen anybody in a long time, but that does not mean it will not happen one day. After all, Zyana had cropped up when we most certainly did not expect it and in a way that could have gone terribly, tragically wrong. We’d learned from that experience as well. 

Hopefully, whatever had happened to Zyana, she was alright. I often dreamed about her falling into a pit of skeletons, her tender flesh torn by ravaging teeth. I have learned not to think about her too much in the days since she disappeared, but sometimes I just could not keep her out of my mind.

A slow, sexy song was now playing in my ear, something with a deep bass and a soulful whispering singer, and my memories of her exploded in my head. I missed her, I felt regret for not having the time to get to know her even better, and I secretly kept an eye out, in case she returned. The men and I had not discussed it much, they had decided something had happened with her bike and she had just walked away, but I did not think so.

I remember the way she had looked that night, the way she had looked at us, that told me enough to know she hadn’t just walked away. I knew something had happened but the fire and noise form her bike exploding had drawn a herd, we had not been able to get out of our compound for two days after that,  there had been so many. When we went out finally we had not seen a single sign of her. Nothing, she was just gone.

With a sigh I changed the song and went to prepare some cornbread. The men would be home soon and all I had managed to get done today was to knit a rather wonky hat for Jacob, write in my journal, and prepare dinner. 
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Something woke me, some startled noise of shock and pain. My eyes opened slowly, trying to blink away my confusion. What had I heard? Jacob shifted beside of me, his comforting heat a refuge I did not want to leave but what had that noise been? I settled my head back onto my pillow, straining to hear, trying to block out the sounds of Samuel’s light snores and Jacob’s sleep murmurings. 

I waited, breath held, but heard nothing. I strained harder; perhaps it was something at the gate? A sound that would not repeat as the stealthy hand that made it moved away, to the front door. My heart began to pound in my chest, fear taking hold, but then I reminded myself of the massive lock that Jacob had placed on the gate. A key was needed to get through that lock; even bolt cutters would take far too long to cut it quietly.

I let my body relax; it must have been a dream, only a dream. Sometimes I still had that kind of waking dream where you hear something but you are just on the edge of consciousness, but still asleep, still not aware that what you see and hear is not reality. The kind of dreams that lingers with you throughout the day, shadowing all that happens with some strange dread that you just cannot shake off. 

Just as the world began to fall away once more the sound came again. Only this time it was unmistakable. It was a scream!

Jacob and Sam both sat up with me, their bodies on alert as their minds also tried to trace the sound. 

It came, over and over, a long, grating sound of fear and pain, with a mixture of anguish that left me feeling haunted. This was the sound of someone being tortured. It had been a long time since we heard screams like that. I felt a shiver trace down my spine and the sensation of ice flowing through my veins as the screams came closer to our compound. 

We all ran for a window quietly, all of us searching in the darkness for the source of the sound. My eyes scanned the areas where the white light of the security lamps lit up the darkness but I could not see any movement.

“Mountain lion, perhaps?” Jacob called out quietly from his window. 

“Possibly, we do get them here. Shall I stay up, keep an eye out?” Samuel called back, his arm going around me to pull me close. I only realized then that I was shivering.

“I don’t think any of us will be going back to sleep for a while.” I murmured and crept down the stairs, opening the steel door at the bottom to go make coffee. 

The shutters on the windows were all closed now and the light wouldn’t shine through, only the windows upstairs were unshuttered. They were covered with aluminum foil that we had made little windows in to keep the light from shining through. If we needed to open the windows in the foil we only did it with the lights off. The lights outside could be solar for all anybody knew, but lights inside, after a year, could lead to questions. Questions we did not want people asking so we hid the fact that we had power. Even if we had not seen another soul lately.

Caution was rule number one for us. 

The sound did not repeat, but we waited, our nerves on edge. It probably was just a mountain lion but for me it was a reminder that we might not be as alone as we thought we were. We truly had no idea who might be left out there. I carried two mugs of coffee up to the men and went back to bed, the warmest spot to sit. The fires kept it warm in the house but I was chilled from the whole experience and needed the safety of my bed. 

“Baby, are you alright?” Samuel came to me, sitting down beside me and tucking the covers around me as I turned to my side to face him.

“Yeah, I’m good, just shook up.” I gave him a lopsided smile, exhaustion finally kicking in. My eyes felt gritty and I wanted to close them.

“I doubt we’ll be going back to sleep so you get some rest. We’ll start breakfast in a couple of hours.” He leaned over to kiss my cheek before moving to go back to stand at the window. I clutched at his hand, stopping him.

“Samuel, wake me if anything…” I trailed off, knowing he knew what I was going to say.

“You know we will. The sun is starting to come up. We’ll all get up in a bit and have a look around the fence-line. Get some rest, baby.” 

I fell back to the pillows, knowing I would not sleep again. I was too wound up now to relax into sleep. Had it been a woman screaming in the darkness? That’s what had me wound up. A woman could have been at our fence, screaming a wordless sound for help. A woman that could have been Zyana. 

If you have never heard a mountain lion screaming before you will not understand why there was confusion and why Samuel and Jacob had not run out to assist. The sound is eerily similar to a woman screaming and will make even the finest hair stand up on your skin. It is a haunting sound that will give you nightmares, if you do not know what it is. Right now, even we were not sure and we have heard them before.

Either way, woman or mountain lion, I felt a burning need in my gut. I had to know what happened to Zyana. It was unlikely that I would ever find out anything, it is not like I can call a police officer to investigate it, but something in me burned for her. Yeah, it was only a couple of days that she was even in our lives but that was two days that made a lasting impression. It could have just as easily been her outside as a lion.

I pulled the covers over my head, wanting to block it all out as thoughts rushed into my mind. I even had to smother down a whimper of distress. Suddenly, it was all too much. The sickness, the death, the suffering, and the loss. For a moment I broke and I buried my head under my pillow to smother a sob. So many gone, so many that we will never know about. It was all just too much.

I felt the bed dip and knew I hadn’t hidden my sobs well enough. They held me until the sobs slowed and soothed me, letting me have my moment but comforting me.

It started as nothing more than their need to comfort me, but as usual with us, that turned into more. Samuel pulled close to me, Jacob behind, and there were two pairs of hands on me, soothing, stroking, heating my skin beneath my nightgown.

Jacob’s hands pushed the gown up and Samuel’s followed, his warm fingers finding my nipples already hard and eager for his touch. I sought his mouth with my own, moaning into his mouth as his fingers closed around the hard peaks, needing them to remind me I was still alive, that they were still alive. Jacob, still clothed, pressed his hips into my bottom and I knew without a doubt he wanted me. The hard proof of his desire was there.

“Samuel, give our girl what she needs, one of us should keep an eye out.” Jacob’s words were ragged with his need, his urge to stay almost too strong. 

“But Jacob…” I began but he cut me off, his fingers sliding down to the folds between my thighs, teasing me for a moment longer, his lips brushing at the delicate skin below my ear as he whispered to me.

“I’ll be back when he’s fucked you good and hard. Then I’ll fuck you some more.” His words were meant to tease me, and they did.

My hips pressed back into his, the torture of his fingers teasing the nerve-filled button there making me hungry for more. I needed them both, I wanted them both, but Jacob kept a level head. Samuel slid a hand down to where Jacob’s was making circles along my skin and for a moment they both pressed into my clit. 

“Please!” I couldn’t think of what I was asking for, I had no idea about anything other than a need to articulate what I was feeling.

Pleasure tore through my limbs, spreading from my center and out into the vast reaches of my body. Shaking in their arms for long moments was good, so sweet, almost too much, but they held me as I quietly breathed and gasped through the paroxysms that passed through me.

“Later my love, later we will both have you.” Jacob whispered to me before moving away, the coldness he left not warmed by the blanket he pushed over me.

Samuel was there, my Samuel, our Samuel, and I turned into him, focusing on the other man I called husband. His lips explored mine, distracted me, made me gasp as he moved over me, his hard length sliding hotly over my thigh to press into my slit.

“Open for me, Isadora, I need you so much. I need to be inside of you.” His words were a gravelly whisper and I moved to my back, allowing my thighs to open to him. 

He hadn’t said it but I knew the sounds had shaken him up by the words he spoke. He only spoke of need when he was afraid, when something had changed dramatically enough for him to actually speak of his need. I looked into his eyes and saw the cloudy dark grey of an impending thunderstorm.

“You know that’s where I always want you to be, Samuel. Inside of me. In every way.” I pulled his head down to mine, running my fingers into the silky strands of his blond hair, tugging just a bit to let him know what was on my mind. Samuel was always so quiet, keeping a lot to himself, so when he spoke of the things he needed, I knew he was in turmoil.

“I know, baby. And you know that’s where I’ll always be.” His fingers trailed over my heart before pressing down into my flesh, as though he was trying to take my hand in his heart. “No matter what this world does to tear us apart I will always be right here.” 

I stared up at him, feeling how wide my green orbs were. I felt like he was sinking into my eyes in that moment, that I was absorbing him into my very soul. Slowly, gently, Samuel slid into me, his thick length piercing me, invading me, becoming me.

Air escaped my lungs in a quick gasp as the world went black, as it became only Samuel. He paused and I felt a throbbing, a sensation I knew came from our blood pulsing in our veins, making our flesh respond in time together. I breathed in his breath, our lips so close I could feel the heat from his lips.

“Please, Samuel. Move baby.” I wrapped my legs around his waist, my calves crossing over his muscular thighs. I’d pulled the covers down but the pale white sheet still clung to his ass, more pale against the tanned darkness of his skin.

“Just let me…give me a minute.” Samuel buried his head in my neck, the moment overcoming his senses.

I tried to be patient, to wait, but my body knew the slightest movement would make him hit that spot, that spot that made it oh so good. All I had to do was wiggle a little, just my hips. But, I stayed still, giving him the moment he needed.

“Fuck, you feel so good, baby. So fucking good.” He pressed his forehead to mine and finally began to move. I didn’t even try to hide the whimper of relief I felt as he began a slow grind, surging deep into my heated walls.

His right hand moved, running down my body, his left arm bracing him above me as the other hand grasped at my hip tightly, his fingers digging into my skin.

I exploded around him in that moment, that moment of possessiveness, the moment of guidance. I could feel my walls trembling around him as my soul sucked him in deeper, our eyes locked as my hips pressed into the bed and my head went back.

“That’s it baby, give it to me, let me see your pleasure.” Samuel whispered the words to me, urging me further into the world we were creating.

I shuddered beneath him as the last thrill of pleasure burst through my limbs, clutching him closer with my arms and my body. “Never leave me.” 

I’d gasped the words out without thought and wanted to draw them back but it was too late. I hated admitting weakness but sometimes it happened.

His fingers stroked the tanned skin along my cheek as he continued to stroke into me. 

“I’ll never leave you, honey, never.” And with that promise he was off, his back as rigid as his jaw, his eyes closed, and his face a mask of rapture.

He held me then until I fell asleep, Jacob’s promise on hold for the moment. I needed to escape the world for a moment, to pretend for only a little while that there was no evil in this world, only the three of us and the haven we’d created out of it all. With his fingers twined in mine I slept, safe and warm.
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The thrum of the tires on the road started to lull me into sleep and I leaned against Jacob’s shoulder. We were all dressed for the cold weather outside. Jacob in a black leather jacket, dark blue jeans, work boots, and a black knit cap. Samuel had on a thick flannel jacket in checked red and black, a similar black cap on his head, thick beige cargo pants protecting his legs from the cold and bites. Dressed in a light blue puff-coat and a pair of jeans I was starting to feel a little too warm and sleepy and had almost drifted off to sleep when Samuel spoke up.

“Jacob, hand me that map, I know there’s a bulk store around here somewhere, I just can’t remember which road to take.” Samuel held his hand out to Jacob as he slowed to a halt, the truck quiet but still noisy in the now silent world. Sitting between them, warming each of them with my jean-covered thighs, I looked around, ensuring there were no obstacles coming up ahead or from the side, always vigilant. Samuel allowed the truck to slow to a stop.

Jacob kept on eye on what was ahead of us while Samuel scoured the map and I watched the back, rifle in hand. I slid the glass panel behind me open and rested the barrel of the rifle against it, perched on my knees. I pushed the black knit cap back from my forehead, clearing my vision as I scanned the horizon.

“I see it now. Let’s roll.” Samuel put the map down and put the truck back into gear, the engine and wheels making more noise than we would like but it was a necessary evil. We needed new spare parts for the solar power converters, and this place was the only place we could get them. We could have walked, I guess, but that would have taken weeks. We were not sure how long the gas would stay good, even with the additives, so we were stockpiling parts, food, and whatever else we found along the way that we could haul. 

We had started out early this morning, the incident of the early hours unsettling us all, and we had all decided to get out of the house after inspecting the fence line. A long drive was just what we needed so we had all piled into the truck after bundling up and headed to the southern part of Virginia, close to the North Carolina border. 

Now we were all looking for signs to the store but a year without maintenance, weather, and whatever else happened to road signs in a year had apparently made them all disappear. I kind of suspected people had taken them down, leaving the poles where the signs had been, but taking the signs. It was smart if that is what had happened, people would not get curious and go looking if they did not know the place was even there.

It was an incredibly cold but sunny day out and I looked around at what used to be civilization. Cars sat, covered in dust and leaves, their windows cracked or gone, some sat with little signs of neglect, chrome sparkling in the sunlight. That made me wonder but strange things happen in this new world of ours. Perhaps those cars were sitting in an area that kept debris from falling on the cars. 

I have always been an observant person, seeing things and filing them away, sometimes not even noticing that I was doing it. People often took my observation as rudeness, my quiet appraisal seeming to be snobbishness, when all I was really doing was observing what was going on around me, not disinterest or lack of manners. In a conversation with more than one person I would often start watching what was happening around me, and people took this as me ignoring them. It was not that at all, it was just curiosity about my environment and how that person impacted their surroundings. Mainly, sometimes people were just boring, especially back when there were people. 

The same old political discussions, the rehashing of the deterioration of civil rights, the same old things people wanted to complain about but never really did anything about tended to bore me. It was alright if you had a plan, if you tried to change the course of whatever social injustice you saw but if all you ever did was talk about it, well, my eyes would glaze over, even when I tried not to let them.

Now, something was prickling in my brain, something about the things I have seen so far was telling me there could be danger ahead, I just was not sure what that was yet. I braced my hand on Samuel’s arm, clenching at him as he held the limb rigid on the steering wheel.

“Sam, be careful, something is not right here.” I warned him in a quiet voice, before looking over at Jacob, sitting against the door of the full-sized truck. Jacob gave a slight nod of his head, letting me know he understood, and went back to scanning our surrounding. 

I watched as Samuel clipped a zombie in the middle of the road, the body bouncing away, little more than rags and bones now. 

It was bad enough outside in the first weeks, with hundreds of people rotting around you the world suddenly becomes an olfactory nightmare. Now they not only smelled, they dropped parts and left bones scattered everywhere. At least now hitting them with a vehicle would not do too much damage. Except make it a bit smelly, of course. Samuel kept driving but I could see from the way he gripped the steering wheel that he was nervous about something, on edge since my warning.

We were coming up to where he thought the store would be when we started to see signs of life. Guard towers made of spare sheet metal and pipes, gun turrets for what looked like military grade weapons, and in the medians where pansies and evergreens once grew, we saw the remains of tomato plants and corn. Samuel came to a sudden halt and put the truck in reverse, but as we all turned to make sure the way was clear we saw we were too late. A car had pulled up behind us, men hanging out of the windows of the four-door sedan, guns in hand. Turning back to the front we saw the hood of the truck was all but glowing with the red laser sights of the people in the towers. 

Shit.

“Stay calm. Let’s try to talk to them.” Jacob, in the middle, reminded us to be sensible as he clutched at my knee before holding up his hands. Not all survivors were going to be assholes after all. 

It was unfortunate that we were hemmed into the truck, we had nowhere to hide, but we could get out of this. I hope. Jacob and I held our hands up as well, letting those outside know we were compliant.

Samuel rolled the window down as a man came near winding his fingers in a motion to let Samuel know to open the window, a man dressed in a long, dark brown canvas duster with a yoke around the back. With a dark brown cowboy hat on and the black leather cowboy boots to complete the outfit the man looked like something out of a Wild West dime novel of long ago. He even had his hands braced on his large, oval shaped belt buckle.

I tried to tell myself not to laugh or to raise an eyebrow critically and somehow managed to pull it off. I did hear a slight snort from Jacob though before I pressed my knee into his. “Shh!”

The sun was in our eyes so we were not able to get a good look at him until he was almost on us, but I knew this man was a character. Whether he was good or bad I had not decided yet. He had created a persona for himself as a cowboy, gunslinger, something, and it made me uneasy. Usually people that created personas had something to hide, some character flaw or failing they wanted people to ignore.

“Howdy folks, can we ask what you’re doing in our little slice of heaven?” The man shifted again, a shadow coming over his face, and I could see that he was in his late 50s, with a white beard, mustache, and hair, as well as the accompanying crinkles around his clear grey eyes. He looked like an older movie actor, well known for his cowboy roles back in the 70s, Chris somebody or other. I could not remember the man’s name now but that was who he reminded me of.

His face, gentle with an open smile, spoke of acceptance and welcome but something about the tightness of his jawline and in his shoulders, told me this was a lie. . Even that soft southern twang of his could not put me at ease.

“Sorry to intrude sir, I’m Samuel and this is Jacob and Isadora. We didn’t mean to intrude; we did not realize anyone was set up down here. We are looking for some parts for a tractor we have back home, hoping to use it this spring to do a little planting.” I knew we were not supposed to volunteer information and that Samuel was just trying to stop the man asking questions about our own set up. 

We had agreed this a long time ago, you do not volunteer anything about the compound, about our relationship to each other, or where we are from. We had even removed official stickers and the license plate from the truck so that it would not give away our location. Information was power, after all. 

You would think we would all be glad to exchange information, to greet fellow human beings, but we had all seen the news when something terrible had happened. Some people came together to help their fellow man, others took advantage of it. We did not know which way these people had fallen yet, so we would proceed with caution. 

“Afternoon, ma’am, sir. I’m Ezekiel, this here’s my place. Come on in.” The man did not hold his hands out to us but he did tip his hat in my general direction and moved away from the truck as the doors opened. 

A wide gate opened and we were waved into the area, apparently a fence surrounding the strip mall we were heading to. It was more like a super-mall, a large area of stores of many varieties, with parking on the outskirts of the buildings. A large, chain-link fence ran around the parking areas, making it possible for people walk around. Sheet metal had been attached to the fencing and it was impossible to see inside or outside once you were in. 

Maybe not the most secure form of fencing but it would keep most creatures out. I had to wonder if it kept the people inside as well. I did not feel safe, my instinct told me something was wrong, and I stuck to Samuel and Jacob as we all got out of the truck. The guards in the tower still had their weapons pointed at us as both Jacob and Samuel put an arm around my waist. 

I held my hands up again as the man approached us once more, feeling it necessary as I watched a red laser light crawl up my leg to stop around my belly button. I looked up at Ezekiel, trying to keep my face blank.

“You sure are pretty little thing.” He spoke to me with a twist to his lips, a grin I suppose, but it gave me the creeps. I knew that greeting was bullshit; he’d just shown his true colors. “I can see from that ring on your finger that you’re a married lady though, which one is the lucky fella?” 

Shit! I glanced at my left hand and sure enough there sat my two slim gold bands. I’d forgotten to remove them!

Ezekiel looked at Jacob and Samuel, his gaze leaving me as he inspected them. Neither spoke up so his gaze returned to me.

“They don’t speak much, huh?” He sounded far too self-assured but there was little I could do.

“We haven’t had much company over the last year. Look, we don’t want to be any bother, we just want to trade. If that’s not possible we can be on our way and we will not be back. I can guarantee that.” I held my chin up, radiating my own brand of self-assured cheerfulness. 

“I think we can come to some arrangement.” He had spent some time studying us all, taking in my dark hair and eyes, and I hoped he was not going to ask for sex. Jacob and Samuel would kill him. 

Blowing air out between my lips quietly, I followed him when he turned and crooked a finger at us all. We wound through something like an army issued tent city, through an area of tables covered by large umbrellas, and finally into a tall metal building that I’m certain was a farm-store at some point. I stumbled for a moment as I caught sight of a woman, something eerily familiar in the set of her back, in the way she stood, but she turned and disappeared and I dismissed it, focusing on the building and the man that set of my internal alarm bells. It was set up as an office and home, and the man led us to a desk in another, partitioned room.

“Have a seat.” He waved at the chairs in front of his desk as he sat, peeling his coat off as he went.

I pulled off my knit cap and scarf as my fellas did the same, my dark hair catching the man’s eyes as it fell down to my waist. His eyes were greedy, avaricious as he studied me, his fat tongue slipping out to wet his bottom lip before he blinked and spoke again. 

“Can I offer you coffee, tea? Something to eat?” A polite host then, that’s how he was going to play this.

“No thank you. We just need this part.” I handed over a piece of paper, the part number and name on it. 

The man took the paper, looking it over before handing it back to me. “I have no idea what that is but we’ll have somebody find out if we have one. Now, what do you have to trade?” 

Samuel shifted in his seat, running his hand over his head. “Well, we thought we were all that was left; we hadn’t really planned on trading. What do you want?” 

 “What skills do you have?” Ezekiel let his hands fall open, as if in supplication.

“I can repair most engines, anything mechanical, and Jacob can do the same.” Samuel kept his eyes on the man, not looking away for a second.

“What else? I have mechanics. Any seeds, cuttings, anything useful?” Obviously the man was not after jewels or gold, I doubted they had any value at all now. 

“Not on us no. We do have some yarn that Isadora found in a shop we stopped at to eat lunch. What about that? There’s several boxes of it in the truck.” Jacob didn’t look at me as he spoke because he knew I was staring daggers at him. I was planning on making afghans with that yarn!

“That might be useful, yes it might. Let me get a man in here, find out about this part before we go any further. I’ll be back in a few minutes.” Ezekiel stood before walking out of the office, shutting the door as he went.

“Jacob!” I turned to him, anger making my eyes flash. “I had plans for that!” 

“There’s an entire truckload of it in the superstore in Bluefield, Isadora, calm down.” Jacob hadn’t told me about that. I have not been to that store yet but now that I knew about the yarn I wanted it. 

Knitting and crocheting not only provided us with warm clothing, it kept me busy in the really quiet times, the times when it rained for days and the power began to run low. I needed that yarn, for my own sanity. I guess the men did not quite understand that, I could not blame them for not knowing, when I had not explained it.

I settled into the chair, a hard plastic thing with harder plastic arms, and breathed in deeply. Right now I just wanted to be back home, in my bed, going through our DVD collection for something I might not have watched yet. This could get ugly, or it could go fine, and my nerves were starting to feel the strain of wondering. I tapped my fingernails on the underside of the chair arm, my foot tapping in the air.

Samuel reached over and placed his hand on my knee and looked at me.

“It will be alright, Isadora. Calm down, honey. We’re with you.” His face radiated calm and I felt the soothing effect of his voice as he spoke. I placed my hand over his but jerked it away when the door snicked as Ezekiel opened it.

“Right then. Let’s have a look at this yarn.” Ezekiel came in with a wide smile and looked at us expectantly.

No harm had come to us, there had been no real threat, but still, I was on edge and getting worse. I stood up and we all went back outside where Jacob pulled out three boxes of vacuum packaged yarn. Each box contained enough yarn for an entire twin sized afghan; I had already done the calculation for one of the patterns I knew. 

“That’s quite a haul! Melanie, what do you think, honey, is it worth the trade?” Ezekiel called out and a woman came forward. She was the typical subservient wife, small, thin, her face showing the strain of being servile that such women often didn’t realize they showed. At least to my observant eye. With her dark hair in a severe bun, the sharp planes of her face were not softened but made sharper by the hairstyle. Her dress, cut in a plain style, came down to her feet and covered her up to the middle of her neck. The white color did little to make it more attractive. Though it looked modern, it somehow gave off the air of early 19th century dress.

“Yes, Samuel, it’s a bit ostentatious for my taste, what with all of those colors running through it, but yes, this will be worth it. It’s a quality yarn.” She’d run her fingers into the bags greedily, her eyes closing with rare pleasure for a moment as she felt the silky texture of the pure wool. Of course it was worth it, that yarn had come from a specialty shop!

I kept my mouth shut though; we needed that part, even if it was just a spare. She could have it, there had to be more wool somewhere out there. Even cheap acrylic would suffice, though I hated to let the yarn go. Needs must and all that.

“Fine then. If you folks would like to stay for the night, you’re welcome to. We do not allow unmarried couples to room together, but if one of you is married to this fine lady then you can all stay together. I take it it’s you, your ring matches one of hers.” Ezekiel was facing Jacob, the man I had married before the apocalypse.

“Indeed, I am. Let’s see this part and we’ll let you know about staying. We have come a long way.” Jacob pulled me close to his side, and I knew then he sensed something was wrong here as well. I’d also seen that twinge as he realized he too had left his ring on.

I did not say anything more as we walked through the town full of more people than I had seen in over a year. There had to be over two hundred people here! Almost all of them busy doing things, cooking, cleaning, making things, repurposing other things, and it all looked well organized. I noticed some people were not doing much though, people that looked healthy, well-fed, and able, were just sitting around, having drinks, smoking, and enjoying the sunshine, even if it was bitterly cold out.

The ones that were not sitting down looked tired, the pinch of hunger around their eyes, and I noticed some seemed to be wearing chains around their ankles or wrists. What the hell? I kept it all to myself, I did not try to get Jacob or Samuel’s attention, I just walked, not letting my eyes rest on one person for too long. We could get the part, and get out, we had to. I did not want any of us ending up on the end of one of those chains!

“Here we are.” Ezekiel stopped as we all walked into a hardware store, the part in a box on the cash register counter. He handed it to Samuel and he took it out to look at it.

“Yep, this will do. An even trade then?” He looked at Ezekiel and I knew he had seen it all as well, he was ready to go.

“Sure. This part for your yarn. But, I would like to know how this part fits onto a tractor, it’s not for tractors. It’s for electrical systems.” Ezekiel looked at Samuel intently, his eyes narrowed.

“Ah, that’s because it’s for an extension on the tractor, not the actual tractor. I have a grader that burned up its electrical components and we need it working again to get the field plowed.” Samuel was lying but doing it well. I am not sure what a grader is but Ezekiel seemed to accept the answer.

“Great. Well, glad to be of some help to you neighbor. Where did you say were from again?” Ezekiel had that searching look again, he knew he had not asked that question before.

“Over by Currituck Sound. It’s quite a ways from here, in North Carolina. We decided to head out this way, hoping to see a little snow, more than anything. We appreciate your offer of a place to stay the night but we’re heading out in a little while. We have a lot of traveling to do.” Samuel gave Ezekiel one of his rather disarming grins. “Isadora has missed seeing the snow, she’s from the mountains.”

“Well, we hate to see you go, but I understand. Let me show you one more thing before you decide though. It’s not snow but it might be just as tempting.” Ezekiel rubbed his hands together as he looked over at me, a greedy look in his eye that I just did not like. 

I gave Ezekiel an innocent beaming grin and then looked at my shoes. The black leather work boots saved me from rolling my eyes at my husband. I’d been told throughout my life that I was beautiful but that I also had one of those faces that people just instinctively trusted. Apparently that was so because I caught Ezekiel giving me one of those patronizing smiles that’s supposed to be understanding but still manages to come out as an insult.

“Currituck Sound, that sounds like quite a drive. Any problems to report? We have been thinking about heading to warmer climes.” Ezekiel herded us out of the store as he spoke, heading in a new direction again, towards a larger building that seemed to be either a place to cook or wash clothes, judging by the steam coming out of the back of it.

I had to wonder if this was some kind of trick question, maybe they’d sent people out to inspect the roads down that way and knew the state of the roads. My instincts had been on full alert since we saw the first tower and everything about Ezekiel told me I was right to stay that way. He was fishing for information and I didn’t trust what a man like this would do with that information if he got it.

“Nothing we couldn’t handle.” Jacob said, speaking up for the first time. I knew by the way his jaw was slightly clenched that he wasn’t taking any of this lightly either.

“Good. We may have to venture that way if this cold hangs around much longer. There’s plenty to burn but not enough to burn it in. Now, would you like to eat?” Ezekiel held out his hand as we entered, as though he was revealing something wondrous to us, and we looked around. The place was set up cafeteria style and there was even a salad bar with bottles of dressing on top. 

My mouth watered but I held back. I’m not usually the timid kind and I was certainly not the kind to hide behind a man in fear, but in this situation I knew it might be best to let Ezekiel think I was. I knew how to handle the knife strapped to my thigh and the hand gun that was tucked into my coat pocket. But this man saw only a weak female without a real thought in her head. That was probably for the best, for now.

I don’t know what it was but I was getting a bad vibe. The sight of people in chains was certainly enough to put me on edge but maybe I was jumping to conclusions? Perhaps the people were criminals and Ezekiel, seeing that every person had a purpose in this new world, had chosen this path to keep them around and the community safe. You never know, right? 

I remembered the hungry look to their faces, how grey their skin looked and knew that was what had set me off. Chaining up thieves was one thing but starving people that were working and needed calories? That part I couldn’t find an excuse for. I held my tongue though; this wasn’t our home, not our monkey. 

“This is mighty fine, Ezekiel, thank you.” Jacob shook the man’s hand but I could tell by the set of his jaw that he wasn’t as relaxed as he looked.

Samuel did the same and we all went to get food as the man left us alone, at last. I felt the entire room sigh as Ezekiel left, promising to come and get us in fifteen minutes to see us on our way. I hadn’t seen the people until he left; now they came out of wherever they’d been hiding and started up their duties once more. 

I took some salad, a piece of grilled chicken, and went to a table. I sat down with them men beside me, all of us quiet until the people moved away from us.

“Eat, then we have to go.” Samuel looked around as he whispered to us, making sure nobody could overhear. “We’re going to drive for a couple of hours, silently, then we’ll stop the truck, check it’s not been bugged and that a tracker isn’t on it, then we’ll head home. I don’t like traveling at night but we’re going home, tonight.”

“I agree.” Both Jacob and I spoke at the same time and we all shook our heads. Something wasn’t right here.

“Do you have your guns?” I asked the men, knowing they kept several hidden on them, the same as me.

“Yep, locked and ready.” Jacob spoke quietly without looking up.

“Me too.”  Samuel agreed, without giving himself away.

“Good. I’m going to head into that restroom, I’ll be out in two minutes.” 

I headed into the bathroom, did my business, and was coming out when a young woman pushed in, something strapped to her back. I didn’t look up at her, I tried to just push past but a gasp and her words stopped me.

“Wait, please.” The voice stopped me and the young woman, her head and face covered with a veil held a scarred hand out to me. She used the scarred hand to push her veil back. “Help me, please.” 

My knees almost buckled as I looked into Zyana’s eyes, her perfectly familiar, beautiful face. 

“What are you doing here? What’s happened to you? Oh my God, Zyana!” I pulled her close to me, not certain this was real. How could it be real?

“Please, Isadora, get me out of here. I can meet you at your vehicle, about three miles from here where the exit for the interstate is, if you can give me some time to get out. Please, help me.” She pulled away, her head pointed at the ground as she pulled her scarf up once more.

“No,” I said pulling her back to me, not wanting to let her go. “I’ve just found you, we can get you out but you should come with me. I don’t want to lose you again!”

“You don’t understand! He won’t let me just walk out of here!” Her words came out almost as a sob, her eyes darting to the door behind her. “I have to sneak out, then meet you. I can get out, I just don’t want to give him the chance to stop me. Please, do this my way, Isadora, please.” 

I looked down at her drawn features, the pain in her eyes mixing with fear as she pleaded with me. All of my instincts told me to grab her hand and to run until we were all back in the truck but something made her hold back. 

“Of course, you know better than I do about this place. We’ll meet you at the exit in an hour. Go, now.” I pushed her away from me, not wanting to but wanting to get her out of this place. I wanted to hold her to me, demand answers, and then I wanted to kill whoever was responsible for those scars on her hands! 

How the hell had she been scarred like that? It looked like burns on the top of her hand around her thumb and index finger, thick skin that had probably healed too slowly. Later, I promised myself, later I’d find out who we had to kill. I took a deep breath as she walked out, then followed, heading straight for Samuel and Jacob. I couldn’t wait there any longer, we had to go and now.

“Let’s go, fuck Ezekiel and waiting, we have to go. Zyana is here, she’s meeting us at the exit for the interstate in an hour. Let’s go.” Both men stood without question and we headed for the doors. We’d almost made it to the truck when Ezekiel’s voice stopped us.

“Ah, you’re leaving without saying goodbye to me! Well, we would rather you stuck around for a bit but it’s a strange world now, isn’t it? Nothing is what it used to be. Will we see you again?” Ezekiel appeared to be probing for answers but we didn’t give him any. 

“You never know. I doubt it but it’s a new world, as you said. We may meet again.” Samuel and Jacob shook his hand and we all left, heading straight for the truck without stopping. 

“Are you sure you aren’t leaving with something you shouldn’t be?” Ezekiel’s words stopped us and we all turned to him, cautious as we all tried not to reach for our weapons. I saw Samuel’s fingers twitching, literally twitching as he tried not to.

“Certain of that, Ezekiel. You take care now.” Samuel tipped his head to the man and opened the door so I could slide in. “Get in, fast.” 

I did so and took the gun out of my ankle holster as I shifted back into place. Samuel had his out but held low I saw as Jacob slid into the driver’s seat. Starting the truck he drove us out of the place, and we all turned back as something shattered the back glass of the truck. 

“Go, Jacob, go!” Samuel cried as he ducked down, pushing my head between my knees as I dived for the footwell of the passenger side. Bullets were pinging all around us, the metal causing most of them to bounce away.

Samuel fired out of the back of the truck, his pistol firing shot after shot as Jacob ducked as low as he could. Fear didn’t take hold and we all kept our heads as we drove away.

“Why hell is he shooting at us? What the fuck is going on?” I shouted up to Jacob but Samuel replied.

“There’s something in the back of the truck here. Somebody must have put it in the back while we were inside. I think we’re far enough away now that I can reach out for it.” Samuel reached his arm out, stretching until he caught something and brought it back in. He handed me a heavy bundle of what looked like blankets.

“What the hell is this?” I asked stupidly, sitting back up into the seat, the cold air making me wish I was still in the floor as it rushed at my neck.

“Keep driving, Jacob, we have to meet Zyana. Maybe this is hers.” Samuel took the bundle from me, and opened it.

We all gasped at the first glimpse of pale pink flesh. Samuel covered it back up immediately and looked at me.

“Is that what I think it is?” He gulped and opened the edge of a blanket once more.

“Yeah, it is. Give it here.” I took the bundle, a newborn baby, its umbilical stump still attached. 

“Do you think this is enough to make Ezekiel come after us?” Samuel looked over at Jacob and I.

“Probably.” We both agreed together. “We have to be careful.” 

“Yeah, I think this will be something he tries to get back, definitely.” 

“Would he, though? It’s just another mouth to feed, as is…” I paused to look at the baby’s gender…”her mother.” 

A tiny baby girl, the spitting image of Zyana with her beautiful face and tiny upturned nose. There was no sign of who the father was but I had two options, I was guessing. Unless she came early or her momma had intercourse with someone after my two men. It was possible, but I had a feeling this baby was ours. It just seemed right, somehow.

“That guy was weird. I think he’ll want them both back. Wow. A baby. And she’s definitely Zyana’s, I would know that face anywhere.” Samuel looked out of his window as we sped past trees, headed to the interstate. 

“There she is!” I called out, pointing to a figure in the tree line, waving a blue scarf at us as she ran along the side of the road now. I recognized the light blue of the veil she’d worn on her head earlier.

Jacob slowed down long enough for Zyana to run to the truck, jump in, and then he sped away. Tucking her between us Samuel and I made room as I handed Zyana her baby. Zyana was breathing heavily, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she looked behind us.

“Ezekiel take the window out?” She asked, her voice finally working as her breathing slowed.

“One of his goons, I reckon. Are you alright?” Samuel turned her to him, looking at her closely.

I did the same, seeing the dark circles under her eyes, the fear that pinched her mouth, the grey tone of hunger on her skin. She’d lost weight when she should have been gaining it.

“Well, they gave me enough food to make sure I could feed Matilda but it wasn’t enough most of the time. Otherwise, I’m alright. Now.” She slumped against the seat, her baby cradled to her chest tightly.

I didn’t like that last word. Now implied she hadn’t been alright before. 

“Just keep driving, Jacob. Come on, Zyana, bring Matilda over here, let’s get you both warm.” 

I pulled her close to me, pulling a blanket around us all to keep us warm. “We can’t stay like this guys. Why don’t we head somewhere we can at least find something to put on this window.”

Jacob drove for an hour, making sure we weren’t being followed, before he pulled off at an auto parts place just off the interstate.

Samuel and Jacob both ran in while I stayed outside with Zyana, keeping an eye out for trouble, of any kind.

“Thank you, so much, Isadora. I don’t know how you found me, it’s an absolute miracle you did, but I’m glad for it either way.” She had stopped shivering under the blanket and her voice sounded sleepy.

“I don’t guess I really stopped looking. It was so weird the way you disappeared.” She tensed when I said that so I carried on. “We can talk about that later, for now, the men are bringing a piece of Plexiglas out, that should keep us warm and be quieter. We have a few more hours of driving.” 

Samuel fitted the piece of plastic where the back glass had been using duct tape for now and Jacob went over the truck, spraying black paint over the white in a rather haphazard way but in the time it took Samuel to fit the plastic Jacob had turned our light coloured truck to a black mess. 

“Even if they spot us, we’ll look a different colour now.” He said as he climbed in beside me in the passenger seat, Samuel taking over the driving for now. “Let’s see this baby then.” 

We’d all kind of avoided talking about the baby but now we all looked at Zyana.

“She’s five days old and is very quiet so far. She doesn’t make a sound most of the time. She’s alright, she’s just quiet.” Zyana unwrapped the baby and pulled her up a little in her hands so we could all see the tiny little girl. “They wouldn’t give me clothes for her; they think baby’s don’t need clothes until they’re a month old. They’re strange folks at that place.”

We didn’t have to ask where she meant.

“No diapers, either?” I asked as I saw the baby was wet.

“Nope, wastefulness is not tolerated and throwing away diapers when blankets dry is wasteful.” 

“Well, your little girl is getting everything she needs in another couple of hours, I promise.” 

We drove in silence for hours as Zyana and her baby slept, lost for words. 

This was obviously a child of one of these two men, but neither had said it yet. I wasn’t going to bring it up, not while we weren’t in the safety of our refuge, not while it was raw and new. We had her back, some miracle had brought her back to us, and she’d obviously had a very rough time of it. She was going to need time to heal, time to process it all, but here she was, baby in tow, back in our lives.

I had to wonder if Ezekiel and his clan would follow us, what trouble this would bring us, but Zyana was worth that effort. I know she is. She’s smart, funny, resourceful obviously, and a part of our group. She was brave and courageous too, she’d get through this, hopefully no more scarred than she already was. 

I don’t know if there’s a battle coming to our door or if Ezekiel and his clan would leave us alone but right now my main worry was getting her and this baby what they’d need and then getting them in a warm bed to rest the horror away. She probably needed some of the vitamins I’d been stockpiling, maybe a dose of antibiotics. I’d look her over later, figure it out. 

I had medical books; it was all I had to go by. There were some medical training videos but those weren’t very helpful in this situation. A baby. Shit, how were we going to handle that without a doctor? People used to do it but babies also used to die a lot more than they do now.

Suddenly I felt overwhelmed but Jacob took my hand when he sensed my tension.

“We’ll get through this, baby. Don’t worry.” 

And just like that, I knew we would. Somehow we’d all get through this.
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Hours later, in the deepest dark of the night, we drove down the incline into our yard and Samuel closed the gates behind us. We rushed Zyana and the baby into the house, through another set of gates, a steel door, and into the warm confines of the house. The wood we’d left burning only survived as smouldering remains but Jacob soon had a fire going again.

She huddled on the couch, her baby pressed close to her chest. We’d stopped to fill the truck with baby items and Samuel had brought them all in, stacking them in the bedroom Zyana would be using. She just sat on the couch with her eyes closed, her body rocking slightly as she breathed onto the baby’s fuzz covered head. 

Finally, I knelt in front of her; I needed to make that haunted look disappear from her crystal blue eyes.

“Zyanna? Honey? You’re safe darling, I swear. You know that.”  I looked at her without touching her and at last got a response.

“I’ve missed the color of your eyes. I dreamed about it every night since…” she looked away for a moment, pain crossing her face. “Since that night. I’ve dreamed about all of you, filled my thoughts with you. And Matilda of course.” 

She held her scarred hand out to me once more and I took hers, holding it against my chest.

“We’ve missed you too, honey. Why don’t I run a bath for you? Jacob can heat us something to eat, then we’ll let you rest. How does that sound?” I watched her face, at the pleasure the thought of a bath brought her, and smiled. 

This beautiful woman had almost been beaten but she wasn’t down yet, not by a long shot, and I was going to help her get back on her feet. Not because I wanted sex from her, or because we wanted her in our lives, but because she deserved it. Zyana was a fighter; we’d known that when we met her, now she’d proven herself all over again.

I went in and started the water running into the deep porcelain bath and remembered the last time she’d been in our bathroom, or the first time really. That had ended as one of the most sensual nights of my life.

“Isadora?” I heard Jacob come in behind me, his deep voice a rumble that always made me feel warm inside. It wasn’t just the sexy northern English accent that got me either, it was the way he said my name, as though it were the most beautiful word in our language.

“Yes babe?” Looking at him I saw he’d brought in a space heater and extra towels. “I thought it might still be chilly in here. It’ll eat up the power but she deserves it, I think, don’t you?” 

“You know I do, that’s why you did it.” I stood up and kissed him lightly, savoring his lips for a moment. Our eyes met and I smiled. The light in the bathroom was shining from the top of his bald head and it almost looked as though he had a halo. “I do love you so.” 

“Love you too, babe. Let me get this in and I’ll start some dinner.” He looked confused for a moment but I didn’t elaborate. Zyana needed me right now.

“You ready for that bath?” I asked, forcing a cheerful note into my voice as she looked up startled.

“Shit! I was almost asleep and forgot where I was. Fuck.” She was exhausted!

We soon had Zyana and the baby in the bath and Jacob and I were cooking dinner as Samuel went out to check things outside.

“I don’t think she’s going to make it to the eating part.” Jacob was stirring a simple chili he’d prepared as I put my arms around his waist, the muscles in his back acting as a cushion.

“It’ll be here if she wants it. How are you?” I realized I hadn’t asked him that in hours. Sometimes I compartmentalized things a little too much, going from most important to least. Jacob wasn’t the least important but Zyana and the baby had taken precedence since we’d managed to get them in the truck and get away.

“Worried about those bastards showing up, but I don’t think they can find us.” He did sound worried and I knew he’d be up most of the night again, keeping guard.

“I think they gave up. I don’t think we’ll see them again.” I tried to reassure him but you never know. I could only hope we’d seen the last of that bunch.

“I hope you’re right. And how is my princess?” He finally turned, pulling me close for a kiss. Our lips pressed together, the fullness of his inviting me to nibble. I loved his lips. I loved his everything, really.

“I’m tired but fine.” I spoke as he pulled away to look at me more closely. 

“Yes, you look dead on your feet. Get some of this in you, then. Maybe we’ll let Samuel take first watch, eh?” His eyes had that sparkle in them, that one that said he remembered I owed him one.

“Mm, sounds like a plan.” My cheeks flamed as Zyana’s bare feet tread into the kitchen, interrupting us.

“I need some hot water for the baby’s formula. I hate that I can’t feed her but they never fed me enough. They wanted me to leave her out but I kept scavenging formula, even if they did consider it a waste. Bastards.” Zyana hadn’t noticed our embrace then. 

She looked at us with wide eyes when she realized we’d only just pulled apart from the redness in our cheeks. “Oh, you’re all still frisky then. I’d hoped you were.”

She gave her own blush then and looked down at her feet.

I’d thought she’d be too bruised for such things but maybe not. Not tonight, she needed sleep tonight, but maybe soon.

I filled a kettle with some water and put it on the stove and took her into the dining room.

“We don’t care how you feed your baby, as long as she’s fed. Samuel picked up several different boxes of formula, in case you need to change it. I don’t know what babies need but I do know sometimes they need a different kind of formula.” I was rambling but I was suddenly aware of our past and trying not to be weird.

“She’s not been fussy so far. I think she’ll be fine on most of it.” She sat down at the table and looked up at me. “Do you want to hold your stepdaughter?” 

I felt my eyes go wide and knew the green was probably going dark as an emotion I couldn’t explain burned through my chest. With a simple question she’d changed our lives, changed who we were. 

“Really? You weren’t…hurt or anything?” I hadn’t planned on this discussion so soon but Zyana had changed that. I was trying to be sensitive and not weird, trying to give her time but she was Zyana. Strong, resourceful, and brave.

“Not like that, not like you mean. Nothing like that. Just neglected more than anything. Ezekiel wanted me to be one of his wives when he bought me, but I kept running away. His men always caught me, of course, but then I realized I was pregnant and he decided I was only good as a slave.” Her eyes were sad as she spoke but her voice didn’t shake.

“Bought?” I prodded gently, wanting her to carry on.

“Yes, to summarize it for you, some men attacked me that day, when I went to get my bike. One of them made the most perfect shot and somehow it caused the extra gas tank I had on the bike to explode. That’s the burn scars I carry now. The others wanted to make me their sex-toy for the night but the leader wasn’t having it. He knew he could get food by trading me. He kept talking about seeing if there was more people in the town but I denied it, said it was just me. He took me to Ezekiel. That’s not his real name, by the way, his real name is Howard. He just thinks Ezekiel is more Biblical.”

“Nutjob then? I thought so.” I gave her a smile and she smiled back. Matilda was nestled in her arms still, sleeping peacefully.

“Definitely. Most of his people are. The slaves are those that have questioned him or crossed him somehow. The ones in chains, those like me that weren’t fed enough but left without chains. He thought we’d be too hungry to run. He was wrong. I also found a new way out of the town. I waited for my chance. When I saw you three pull up, well. It was a miracle and I took the chance.” 

“I couldn’t believe it when I saw you! It’s just so…and the baby…she’s…” The words all came out jumbled and in a mess until I finally just stopped.

“Ours. All of ours. Only ours.” Blue eyes drilled into mine, letting me know that nothing had changed between us all and she wanted everything we’d promised her. All of it.

“So you didn’t take the pill.” I said it without inflection, not accusing, not accepting.

“I was going to but I lost it when they attacked me. It was out of my hands then, literally.” She gave me a smile and held the baby out to me. “Now, do you want to hold her or not?” 

“Oh my god, I’m dying to, hand her over!” I reached across to take Matilda and pulled her carefully to my chest. The baby stretched for a moment, her little face scrunching up as she pulled her arms up behind her head. “Holy fuck.”

I breathed the bad words, but I was overwhelmed. This child was my stepdaughter. Forever. Ours.

“She looks just like you.” I glanced up at Zyana before looking back down at the baby. My heart was swelling with so many emotions I thought I’d choke but I managed to speak again. “How old is she, again?” 

“Five days.” Zyana’s voice hitched as she spoke, tears filling her eyes as she watched me holding her daughter.

“You’re alright, down there?” In a silly move I dipped my head towards her crotch.

“Yes! Everything is fine.” She laughed as she answered. “But no sex for six weeks.”

“None?” I yelped, looking at her again.

“Maybe with you, but not with them. No penetration until I’m completely healed up.” 

“But we can…you know? Not that it’s required, by any means. If you want to stop all of that, it’s your choice. We will totally respect that!” I wanted to reassure her and now I was rambling so I shut up and cooed down at Matilda.

“We’ll see how it goes but you’re still beautiful, Isadora, and those men, fucking hell, those men just got sexier somehow.” Zyana put her chin in her left hand and leaned against the table, obviously thinking about Jacob and Samuel. “As I said, you all got me through it all. I’m not giving that up.”

“I’m glad to hear it.” I stilled as Matilda started to wiggle around, her face scrunching up once more. “Oh no, what did I do wrong?” 

“Nothing, she’s probably just hungry. Let me fix her bottle.” Zyana went to stand but Jacob came in with a bottle prepared and cooled to just the right temperature as she said the words.

“May I? As she’s our daughter, may I feed her?” Jacob looked down at Matilda with wonder. We knew we’d likely never know whose child she was but it didn’t matter. We all knew she was ours.

“Of course, feed away. Daddy.” Zyana said the words with pride and tears shining in her eyes. “I just can’t believe this is real. I still can’t believe it and you’re both sitting right there.”

“I can’t either, if I’m honest. But, it is. Wait until Samuel comes in. I hope you don’t plan on ever holding your baby again.” I gave her a sympathetic smile but she just looked at Jacob in wonder, feeding the baby like he was a pro at it.

It’s going to be alright. I just know it now. It’s going to be fine.
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The night slipped away, shadows taking over and turning the bright and comforting landscape into a place of nightmarish shadows where demons hid. Or zombies, it could go either way. A restlessness had taken over me, a need to pace, as everybody went to sleep, and I waited, sleepless.

I’m not sure if I was waiting for Ezekiel or some other horror to visit us but nothing major happened. The scraping of shoes against the asphalt outside of the window I was standing at, looking out over the river to the road, caught my attention. A lone zombie, walking slowly up the road reminded me of the times I’d watched drug addicts walking up the same section.

Before the world went to shit our little part of West Virginia had been plagued by prescription drug use. I would sometimes see them, too high to even realize they were walking most of the time, and wonder what could drive someone to spend their life like that. Now I watched the truly undead, his boots scraping as he trudged along.

At least he was lucky enough to have shoes on when he turned. Some of them had worn the skin off of their feet because they’d turned without shoes on and walked on bare bones. The thing let out a bored sounding moan as it walked on, disappearing from my view eventually. I was about to try to sleep once more when something reached out of the darkness and touched my bare arm.

Jacob had made sure the fires were well-stocked before he went to bed and the warmth was still keeping the house comfortable. I turned, my instinct to scream suppressed as I held up my hands, ready to fight off whatever it was. With a relieved sigh I saw Jacob standing behind me.

“Do you want a cup of chamomile tea? That might help you sleep.” He knew me so well.

“Yes, but I’ll go make it, babe. Go back to sleep.” I leaned up to kiss him, grateful for the care he always gave me.

He gave a sleepy agreement and headed back to bed, and I watched his bare back as he walked away. Always a fit man, Jacob had become far more muscular, powerful, as the days wore on. Looking at him now was like looking at a work of art. Even I had become leaner as time went on, my body adjusting to the more physical life I led now and becoming far more toned. It didn’t look bad on me either.

With a smile I went down the stairs and to the kitchen. Putting water on the stove to heat up I heard the door to Zyana’s room open and close. I turned the light on over the stove and waited for her, pulling another cup down from the cupboard. 

“Want a cup of chamomile tea?” I asked as she came to me, her arms going around my waist.

“I missed you so.” Her words were a sigh of relief and I wrapped my arms around.

“I never stopped hoping that we’d find you, somehow. Not for a single day.” Her face came up to mine, her lips slightly parted, and I could not resist what she offered.

The softness of her mouth was similar to that of Jacob and Samuel, but softer, more delicate. I pushed my hands into her hair on either side of her head and held her face still, wanting to explore the softness I remembered but had not felt in so long.

I ran my tongue along the fullness of her bottom lip, tasting her slowly. I wasn’t trying to arouse her, though that was a side-effect of kissing, I was trying to re-learn her, to just know her once again. 

My fingers wound into her silky hair as our lips fused and inhaled, smelling her clean scent until my head was filled with nothing more than Zyana. Her hands grasped at my waist, her fingers starting to travel as our kiss deepened, our tongues entwining as the moment intensified. I moaned into her mouth, sensations swamping me as my heart began to pound in my chest. This was Zyana and it was not a dream.

She pulled away, her mouth breathing my name as she looked into my eyes.

“Welcome home, lovely.” I was bending down to kiss her once more when the kettle began to whistle and I leaped for it, not wanting to wake the men. I’d forgotten about it as I kissed her, my normal habit to pull it from the stove before that point.

“Silly me.” I chuckled, my cheeks burning as she moved away.

Putting two tea-bags in the cups I poured the water over them and we went to the living room to sit by the fire, sipping at our tea.

“Is Matilda alright in your room? It’s not too cold?” I asked, her leg pressing into mine a distraction.

“She’s between two pillows, I’ll go back in to her in a minute. Or we could go in there.” Her eyes asked me for comfort in the moonlight streaming through the window.

“I’d like that.” I smiled into my tea, taking another sip before we stood up.

I followed her to the bedroom, unchanged since she’d left, and put my tea on the bedside table. Zyana pulled Matilda up and we pushed the red and black covers down. Zyana went to her side, putting the baby in front of her as I spooned her from behind. I could feel her, warm and soft beneath the arm I’d put over her waist, in front of me where my body pressed into hers.

Awareness never left me around Zyana, and my body responded to hers automatically. I controlled myself though and comforted myself with stroking her stomach through the material of her cotton nightgown. Soft strokes soon had her murmuring in contentment, Matilda happily snoozing away in her mother’s warmth.

I settled in and soon the soft circles I made on her stomach stopped as I fell asleep at last. Cradled into her I felt at peace for the first time in a long time. I knew where everyone I cared about was at now.

<><>

A piercing scream woke me from my sleep, long and intense, alerting the listener that danger was near. For a moment I was frozen as I listened, my arm gripping tightly around Zyana protectively. It was the scream of a victim, the scream of a woman wailing in agony. I jumped from the bed and ran for the front door, quelling my instincts to open the door and run outside as I got there. I moved to the window and peered through a slit in the blackout curtains. Upstairs, I could hear Jacob and Samuel doing the same. 

The same noise we’d heard before but closer, louder, far more dangerous somehow. The noise would attract the undead, it would attract the living, bringing them to our doors. We had to find it and make it stop. I could see Jacob and Samuel had the same idea when they came down, fully dressed, .22 rifles in hand.

Zyana came out of her room, the screams still piercing the half-light before dawn. I pulled her to my side and went to sit on the couch with her.

“You stay here with the baby. We’re going to figure out what that is.” I covered her with a blanket before standing. Jacob pushed more wood into the wood stove as I headed up to change. When I came down they were both ready, neither demanding I stay put to keep me safe. 

“There’s a gun under the couch there, Zyana. You know how to use it if you need to. Lock the doors. We may be a while.” Jacob spoke to her softly and she nodded her dark head, her arms holding the baby close to her body, her beautiful jade eyes hidden behind her hair that fell like a curtain around them both.

We had only had her with us again for a matter of hours but I could already tell the difference that had taken place in her. I just wasn’t sure if it was because she was now a mother or because of her ordeal. She was quiet, not as brash as she’d been before, subdued in a way that made me want to strangle whoever had caused it.

“Should I stay with you, Zyana?” I spoke, my brown eyes full of concern.

“Oh no! Go with them, that will make it all go faster. We’ll be fine. We’re safe now, I know that.” She smiled the light shade of her eyes shining as the rising sun beamed through a slit in the blackout curtains.

I smiled back at her and felt a little better. She’d shown a little of the old spark. Gathering a rifle I put my thick puff coat on over top of the thermal shirt and flannel shirt I wore, the bottom coming down to cover my jean-clad hips. A pair of hiking boots and thick socks would keep my feet warm.

With no further words we went out of the door, through the gate, and out into the world beyond our fence. We all looked around and Jacob headed in the direction the screams came from. Not as frequent now, the screams were nonetheless chilling.

None of us spoke, we just followed, rifles cradled in our hands. As we neared the section of hill the screams came from we all looked up, the sound of rustling leaves making us stop in our tracks. A woman stood on the hill, clad only in a ragged gown so dirty it was no real color, her hands bound together, her skin almost blue with the cold.

Jacob and Samuel swore but I moved, heading straight for the obviously frightened woman. Climbing the incline I held my hand out to her, the gun slung over my back with a strap. I moved slowly, cautiously, heading straight for her.

“It’s alright, you’re safe. Come here.” I beckoned her to me with my hand, hoping she wouldn’t bolt. How had she survived this cold?

The woman, probably in her late 20s looked around like a trapped animal, her red hair wild around her head and filled with leaves and twigs. Blue eyes filled with terror darted around, looking for escape.

“Please, we won’t hurt you. Let us bring you inside. Nothing will hurt you now, if you just come in with us. Hurry, before the dead come.” She surprised me by not taking flight as I expected she would. Instead, she walked to me quickly, her eyes darting between the place where I stood and the men just down the hill. “They won’t hurt you, I promise.”

She ran the last few feet and grabbed my hand, tugging at me to run with her. What the hell was I going to do with another woman in the place? We’d often talked about helping other survivors but we hadn’t come across many needing aid. Now we had one and all I could think about was whether the woman was a threat to any of us. 

Jacob and Samuel stayed well behind us as I ran with the woman to the house. Obviously, she’d known that’s where we lived. Why hadn’t she come to the house then? Why was she outside screaming like a banshee, and who had done this to her? More, importantly, were they looking for her?

We ran into the house when Zyana opened the door and she kept running until she found the bathroom. She climbed into the tub, and huddled down in the bottom, still clutching my hand. Zyana followed us inside, Jacob sorting out the gates and the door.

“Get some towels, and, fuck, I don’t know. What do I do here?” I looked back at Zyana, not sure how to handle this.

“Let me give Matilda to her fathers, we’ll sort this together, Is.” She gave me a confident smile and was soon back, closing the door. “They’re going to make some coffee and breakfast. It should be ready when we finish in here.”

“Alright.” I turned back to the woman clutching my hand like I was keeping her from falling down a deep cliff. “What’s your name, honey?” 

She stared at me, her face filthy but her blue eyes shining through the muck. “Cindy.”

“Cindy, we’re going to help you clean up, honey, and then feed you. Then you can sleep if you want to, alright?” I waited for her to give a slight shake of her head before I tried to pull my hand away. She resisted, her face darting to look at me in terror.

“Don’t let go.” Her words froze me, breaking my heart at just how afraid she really was.

The creature doing all of that screaming could have been a mountain lion, that might have been easier to deal with. But I wasn’t about to turn this poor woman away, even if she did complicate matters. I sighed and gave her a reassuring smile.

“We need to get this, nightgown is it? Well, we need to get that off of you, get you clean and warm, treat your wounds.” I could see her feet were bloodied, her arms covered in scratches. There was fresh blood on the gown but I didn’t know for sure where that came from.

She let my hand go after staring at Zyana for a moment, her face turning back to mine. She’s latched onto me mentally as well as physically, it would seem. I pulled the thin straps of the gown from her shoulders and gasped as I revealed her body. Slashes covered her ribs, her hips, the expanse of her back. They weren’t the scratches of branches though, these were very deliberately placed. One seemed to spell the word Kane.

I looked back at Zyana with horror to see her hand was covering her mouth, her eyes filled with tears.  I inhaled deeply, going back to my task. Zyana came closer, her hands busy with turning on the shower. Pulling the head down from the handle she held the long connecting flexible pipe as I ran it over my hand, the hand Cindy had clutched in hers once I had her gown off, her knees now pulled to her chest, her head on her knees.

Small sounds came from her, sounds of fear, sounds of pain, but she didn’t run or move away as I began to let the spray move over her. It must have stung but she didn’t complain, just made small sounds as she huddled in the tub. The heater was going again but still, she had been cold for so long even being warm again must hurt.

I washed her hair with one hand, pulling out twigs and leaves as Zyana held the shower head. I then soaped up a wash cloth and gently cleaned at her skin, trying only to remove the majority of the dirt and dried blood. I wasn’t sure what to do to cover the long slashes along her skin and was pondering it when Zyana gasped.

“What?” I asked as I looked up at her. Cindy had pulled up from her knees, revealing her abdomen and the word carved there.

“Kane. He was the leader of that gang of assholes that took me. I’d forgotten his name but now I remember it. She must have escaped from him. Jesus, the things she must have endured.” I could see from the expression on Zyana’s face that her heart was squeezing painfully in her chest. 

“Damn.” I looked at the huddled woman, wondering where we’d put her. We were running out of rooms. The other bedroom was used as storage, but we’d find her somewhere.

“Alright, I think I have her as clean as we’ll get her for now, without getting too drastically personal. I don’t want to spook her. Cindy, honey, can you hear me?” I waited until she lifted her head once again and looked at me. “Zyana is going to get in that cabinet over the toilet and get some gauze. I’ll dry you off and then we’ll bandage you up okay? Then I have some clothes for you. Nice, warm, soft clothes.”

I went through the process of drying her, adding some of the antibiotic ointment that Zyana handed me. The slashes only came down to her hips so we soon had her wrapped in a length of gauze, compresses on the worst places, and had her in a hoodie and sweatpants in a soft pink color. She huddled between us, her body shaking. She was the epitome of pitiful, but she surprised us again by lifting her head.

“Thank you.” Clean now, I could see the smaller woman was pretty, her complexion clear beneath the scratches of branches. Her eyes were still haunted, but there was more clarity there now. “Thank you.” 

“No problem. Would you like some coffee and breakfast?” I asked her gently, leading her out of the bathroom.

“Yes.” She scrunched back down, her head bowing, as she saw the men in the dining room waiting on us. 

Biscuits and gravy were in bowls, sausage, and bacon, along with sliced tomatoes waited for us around the set table. I led Cindy to one of the chairs and sat down in the chair beside of it, her hand still clasping mine. 

“Everything alright?” Samuel asked softly, looking from me to Cindy.

“No, but it will be. We’ll have to keep guard for a while too. I think everything will be fine otherwise. It’s just going to take time.” I gave him and Jacob both a look that said not to touch her or go near her. The understood and nodded. 

We had developed that ability, the ability to speak with only our eyes. Matilda gave a squeak of happiness as her mother took her from Jacob, and put a bottle in her mouth. Cindy looked up, her eyes round in wonder. She quickly dropped her head again but I saw the tears in her eyes before she hid them. 

The woman’s been through more hell than any of us then. I put some food on her plate and watched as she began to eat, carefully, her hair hiding her face still. The red strands were forming into curls as they dried, creating a glowing halo around her head. She really was lovely, beneath all of that muck.

I wasn’t looking for a new lover, though, just noting that she was pretty. I had my fill with Zyana, Jacob, and Samuel. Cindy could stay, but I knew sexual activity was not going to be in her plans, not if my suspicions were true. We would protect her from those that might seek her out for those purposes, and keep her here, if that was what she desired.

“At least we know what the noise was now.” I said to break the tension that was forming around the table as the quiet went on.

“That’s true. There are dead outside already, I’m guessing they were following her screams.” Jacob looked out of the window behind him, pushing the blackout curtain aside a little. 

We’d put them on all of the windows downstairs because we rarely used this part of the house most days, but now I knew we’d have to put something else up to ensure no light came through during the dark hours. Cindy and Zyana would both be downstairs, at least at night. Well, Cindy would be, definitely. It was hard to say which of us would be downstairs with her.

Breakfast was soon finished and Cindy looked up at me, her hand still in mine. “Sleep?” 

She seemed so young then, so innocent, that I brushed her hair behind her ear, a mothering motion that made her lips lift at the corners. Her head leaned into my hand and she sighed. My heart melted and I took her up to our bedroom, letting her crawl into our bed. Zyana came with me, little Matilda asleep in her arms. Cindy looked at Zyana intensely for a moment, her gaze falling to Matilda.

Zyana seemed to know what Cindy wanted and placed Matilda in front of her, a pillow on the edge of the bed protecting her from rolling down. I doubt Matilda could roll yet but you never know. I was surprised Zyana would entrust Matilda with the woman, we didn’t know her or what she might do, after all. I was proud of her though, for showing the woman trust and acceptance. I sat on the edge, my hand still in Cindy’s. 

Cindy looked down at the baby, her eyes filling with tears once more, but she finally let go of my hand. A long, slim finger came out, reaching for the baby’s soft cheek. 

“Oh.” She said as her finger smoothed down Matilda’s face. “Baby.” 

I was not sure if her experience had caused her monosyllabic speech or if she had some other problem, but I could see now that we would be able to help her. She hadn’t totally escaped her ordeal by going so far inwards she couldn’t come back. Time would heal her, I hoped.

Zyana sat on the chaise lounge at the foot of the bed, watching us all. Cindy soon fell sleep, her finger held in the baby’s hand. I turned to Zyana, easing slowly around.

“I think it’s going to be alright. Two new ladies in two days, wow.” I guess I’m still in a bit of shock myself. 

“Wild times, huh? So you heard her before?” Zyana asked, just curious about what had happened.

“Yes, just before we went out exploring. She woke us up screaming but we thought it was a mountain lion. We watched but never saw anything. I’m just glad she came to us and didn’t take off running again. She could have easily bolted.” I closed my eyes, the things that could have happened making me shiver.

“Kane and his gang would have found her again. They may yet find us. I’m surprised they haven’t to be honest.” Zyana shifted on the lounge, her robe falling open to reveal a round breast. I had to tear my gaze away before replying.

“We work hard to not make our presence obvious. The lights outside are all solar and we haven’t boarded the windows up, just made them dark. The fence could be old, and we always put things back where we got them when using tools outside. Even the firewood is kept at a constant level outside, we don’t use that one pile. We take the newly cut wood inside. And we are always on alert for any new people. Always.” Just thinking about it made me exhausted and I held my hand out to her, needing to feel her again.

“I hope I heal up soon.” She said softly, looking at me with longing.

“So you can cut wood?” I teased, a smile lighting up my eyes.

“No, so I can get you naked in my bed.” Her eyes were challenging, sultry.

“Oh, I do love you.” I pulled her to me softly, kissing her gently.

“I’m glad because I must love you too.” Her words were spoken against my lips, a smile on her own mouth.

Matilda snuffled then and we broke apart. There was time for that later. For now we needed to watch over the sleeping figures on the bed, to keep them safe.

“Isadora?” A small voice came from the other end of the bed and I looked back to see Cindy looking at me. 

“Yes, Cindy?” I asked, wondering if she’d heard Zyana and I. I wasn’t going to hide anything but she as fragile just now and I didn’t want to scare her.

“Is Jacob Irish?” She looked confused, her eyes closed once again.

I swallowed a shout of laughter and cleared my throat. “No, honey. A lot of people think so for some reason, but he’s English. All kinds of English.” 

Zyana smiled up at me from her spot beside me, and we let our heads fall back to the bed. Oh yes, it was going to be alright. I hope.
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Two years later

Spring

I’m not sure what the exact date is anymore, we have tried to keep up with the calendar but things have happened over the last two years, good things, bad things, and life in general. I looked out over the area around our house, three new houses blending into the forest on the hill so well you would miss them if you didn’t know they were there. Yeah, we’ve grown.

Cindy has her own house now, a small little cottage that she keeps spotless. It took a long time but she can speak to the men now, though she still doesn’t like strangers of either sex. She has trust issues with new people, and I can’t blame her. I don’t much trust strangers either.

One of the larger houses is for two men that found us about two months after we found Cindy. They haven’t admitted they are partners yet, but I’ve seen how they look at each other, how they always touch each other when they think nobody is looking. I hate that they still have that fear in them, that they hide that part of their lives. We’ve been nothing but accepting, but still they hide. Chad and Bill are great guys, they really are. They made their way here from Georgia, fighting battles I couldn’t imagine, even as they told us about them.

About six months ago Sarah and Jonas came to us. A religious couple, they were both aghast when they figured out that the foursome in the main house were truly a foursome. When they figured out the truth about Chad and Bill I thought they’d pack up and leave. Or that Jonas would, at least. I heard Sarah yelling at Jonas in the barn one day, telling him to shove his opinions, he could leave if he wanted to, but he wasn’t taking her or their daughter, Gina. Sarah even said fuck, I was truly impressed.

The zombies have become almost non-existent, most of the people left now were so well-trained in avoiding them or defending against them that we rarely saw any. Sometimes we might stumble over one that could no longer move but not very often. Some of that is because we aren’t leaving the area much anymore. We’ve learned how to provide for ourselves so well that we need little from the outside world.

That and we’d stockpiled so much stuff that we just didn’t need more. As a consequence we’d decided to fortify our growing village by sealing up both ends with very tall gates. There was only one road in and one road out. You could travel in by foot over the hills but cliff faces and dense thickets of briars made that unlikely, if the traveler was still alive anyway. We all took turns guarding each end. 

Little Matilda is growing, her tiny little features growing into the beautiful spitting image of her mother. She also had her mother’s dark hair and green eyes. She was ours but in features she was only her mother’s daughter. Rather than confusing the girl, our relationships have all seemed to produce a normal child. So far, anyway. We have a very inquisitive little girl on our hands and she delights us with her questions.

We’ve all settled into a routine with her in our lives, and the new people we call our friends and companions. That doesn’t stop the long nights of sex, though. That part we find far too important to let go of. In fact, I’m looking for Zyana now, my hunger for her, for all of them, not abating. I often stole off with one or all of them for private moments, moments that made me shiver when I thought about them. I needed to feel her, to have her touch me in the way that only she could right now, so I went looking for her in the barn.

When she saw me walk into the barn she turned away from spreading new hay in the cow’s stall and came to me with an alluring smile. Dressed in black shorts and a black tank top, my girl was beautiful, her hair piled on her head straggling down her neck. Her long legs were muscled, tanned from outdoor work, and her body had fully recovered from her ordeal.

“Do you think we’ll have ten minutes to ourselves?” She asked as she pulled me into the loft of the large building. I watched her bottom as we climbed, my hands aching to cup the round globes.

“If we hear somebody we’ll hide. They can live without us for twenty minutes.” I pulled her down with me into a pile of hay as we reached the landing, her body coming down between my legs.

“Mm, maybe thirty? The things we could do in thirty minutes.” Her lips found my neck, her tongue trailing down my skin as her hands dived beneath my white t-shirt to pull at my white cotton bra. We didn’t go in for sexy in our daily lives, the material far too precious now to use while cleaning a pig-sty out. We saved our special clothes for our nights together, with the men or with each other. 

“If it’s Jacob or Samuel though?” She asked, her lips moving down to capture my nipple, stealing my breath away.

“Oh Zyana!” I held her head to me as she began to suck, her tongue stroking the sensitive tip. “If the men come they’ll have to do their duty and give us what we need.”

I stopped thinking after that and pulled at her clothes, baring her skin to my fingers. With eagerness I found her wet and ready for me, her folds parting easily as I slid two fingers into her. She’d been on her way down, pushing my own shorts away as she went but she paused, biting her lip to hold back a cry of pleasure.

I grinned until she dropped her head, her tongue sliding between my own folds, finding me slick and hot. 

“So good.” She whispered as her tongue stroked from my very center up to the button of my most awesome pleasure. I inhaled sharply as ecstasy swamped me, my fingers digging into her hair, my hips moving of their own will.

“Sweet baby.” She murmured before her fingers found their way inside me, her practiced fingers knowing now just what I needed to get me off. Later we would take our time, our men adding to our moment, but for now it was just Zyana and me, and we didn’t need anyone else. The men understood that and didn’t mind a bit. In fact, they loved watching us, often being satisfied with just that.

Now though, right now I was panting beneath Zyana’s dark head, her tongue stroking my clit with a tempo that had me calling out her name. Quick darting stabs of her pink tongue sent me over the edge as her fingers, deep inside my walls, found just the right spot. I could feel myself tighten around her fingers, sucking them deeper as her tongue pushed me out, out into a world of black, colorless pleasure.

I came back to the real world with a sigh, grinning down at her. “Alright, I only needed three minutes. I’ll spend the next 27 minutes on you shall I?” 

“Mm, that sounds lovely.” She stripped off the rest of her clothes, moving to sprawl beside me. I rolled to her, the scratchy hay soft but slightly itchy. I forgot about that though once I had the peak of her breast in mouth. I let it pop from my lips as I sat up to kiss her.

Deep and long, I kissed Zyana until both of our heads were spinning, her fingers grasping at my ass as she ground her slit into my thigh. I grinned as she moaned, and moved down, taking my leg from her despite her protesting moan. That soon turned to a sound of pleasure as I found her other nipple, my teeth circling the round pebble biting down gently the way she liked, just as I my tongue slid over the very tip, the most sensitive part for her. The very edge, where all of her nerves seemed to be centered. 

“Isadora. Oh baby, don’t stop.” She urged, her fingers moving down to her own clit as I used my other hand to grasp her other nipple. Zyana’s nipples were so sensitive she could come just from having them licked in just the right way. 

“Greedy girl.” I teased around her nipple, not letting it go as I spoke. I sucked it hard into my mouth, my tongue still lashing the tip as I let her other nipple go, my fingers sliding down to slide into her. Wet and delicious, Zyana’s body was ready for my invasion and I felt her convulse around my fingers as I plunged them down into her uptilted body. 

“Please, fuck, Isadora. I love you!” She was sobbing, just on the edge but still not falling over, she wanted to come and she wanted it so prettily.

I slid one more finger into her wet depths, the heat fascinating, the stretch of her flesh enticing. I heard her inhale sharply, watched as her stomach began to quiver, and felt her muscles clench around me. 

“That’s my girl. Come, Zyana, come for me baby.” I went back to her nipple, watching her face now, fascinated. It never got old, watching her explode. 

She panted, her body shaking with the force of her completion. I slowed my attentions, pulling from her at last completely, to rise up beside of her. “I love you.”

She looked back up at me, her beauty shining up at me as she smiled back. “I love you.”

“Good. Now, if you have the time, we need to find our daughter, her swimming lessons start today.” We were going to start her in a small hard plastic pool we’d found, all of us fearing for the girl as we lived so close to the river.

“I could use some cooling off.” She gave me a dirty grin as we both stood to dress. We held hands as we walked out of the barn a few moments later, heading to the house.

“Jacob?” I called out my first husband’s name, wondering why he wasn’t in the living room. I smiled, wondering if he was playing hide and seek with the baby as his partner.

“Jaaaaaacob!” Zyana called out, obviously having the same idea as me. Jacob and Samuel both would play the game with Matilda, often being found because Matilda would giggle her way through the game.

“Mummehs!” Matilda came toddling from Zyana’s room, her face confused.

“What’s the matter sweetheart?” Zyana held her arms out to the little girl running to her quickly. “What’s wrong, baby?” 

“Zee-kull!” Matilda called out, her tiny arm pointing back at the bedroom. 

Zyana and I both froze, our eyes clashing together. No way. Not after all this time?

“Hello, ladies. I’m so glad to find you! It looks as though you have a lot of sinning I have to train out of you.” Ezekiel walked out of the bedroom, a man behind him with a gun to his head, the gun held by a goon well over six feet tall.

It wasn’t going to end happily ever after, after all, I thought as I saw the man with a gun to his head was Jacob. I sank to my knees, my world falling apart in a moment that felt like the entire world shook, not just my own sense of safety. Ezekiel had Jacob and there was nothing I could do about it. I held up my arms, pleading with Ezekiel silently.

“That’s better. Zyana, why don’t you join your…wife.” He spat out the word and I knew it was all over. Everything. It was done.

“I don’t think so, buddy!” A rather prim, but male voice said from behind me and I turned, surprised to hear Chad’s voice come out so cold. His eyebrow was arched, and he held a rifle in his hands, pointed directly at Ezekiel. Bill stood right behind him, another rifle aimed on Ezekiel. 

“Now, listen here, fellas. I’ve got women for you, back at my place, if you’ll just put those guns down.” Ezekiel held his hands up and the good behind Jacob shifted away as he dropped his gun. 

“That might be enough to tempt some men,” Bill said, his voice a gravelly octave below it’s normal level. “But we don’t actually need women, thank you.” 

“Oh.” Ezekiel said with a smirk, “you’re…”

“That’s right. Now get out of this house. ” Chad gestured for Ezekiel to move. 

The two men trailed out of the open door, as Zyana jerked her daughter away from Ezekiel’s grasp. 

Two shots rang out as they stepped out into the light and I turned, shocked. 

Cindy was there, a pistol in her hand as the two interlopers fell to the ground. 

“He sold me to Kane.” Kane, the man that had nearly destroyed her mind. 

We’d found his camp a year ago, full of bodies. They must have gotten sick, or eaten something that poisoned them because they were all dead. Every single one of them. 

“He sold you to Kane?” I asked, confused. It had been the other way around with Zyana.

“Yeah, it was early on. And I have to admit something else. It was me that poisoned them last year. I found their camp, poisoned their water, and well, I’m done with all of that now.” She didn’t look guilty, just…relaxed. At peace. 

I remembered how she looked when we’d first found her, the scars that still marked her stomach and her mind. It had taken her months to leave the house, and she’d taken months to move into the house we’d built for her. I think we probably should have tried to talk some sense into Ezekiel, but maybe Cindy was right. Shoot them, get it over with, and get on with life. I hadn’t lived her life, or her nightmares, none of us had.

Who were we to judge? 

Jacob rushed to hold us both as Samuel came out from around the edge of the house. 

Jonas and Sarah came rushing out, and from the look on their faces, I knew they would leave soon, but it was fine. We didn’t want that kind of judgement in our midst. This life was dangerous, wonderful, exciting and terrifying. They could stay here, learn to be more open-minded, or they could go off into an uncertain world. It was up to them.

“I think we can bury these two.” Chad and Bill agreed as they both took a set of feet and drug the two men away.

I stared around me, at the group of people I now lived with. They weren’t perfect, but neither was I. Cindy probably shouldn’t have shot the two men, but in the end, it would keep us all safe. And I think her brand of justice was justified. 

I broke away from my family, to hide the way my hands shook. In a world that had come close to the end, I’d built a life, we’d all built a life, and Ezekiel had wanted to destroy that. Thankfully, that was done now. It was one less shadow over our lives. I could calm down now, and once the shock wore off, get back to life and loving each other. It was all we could do now. The world had died, but love remained. It endured. Now, it could flourish. 
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