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Prologue

 


The
Beginning

 


No-one anticipated the
effects of the M3 drug. The tiny tablet should have helped save the
world not be the main catalyst to end it. When M3 was first
introduced it was supposed to solve a problem, but the small tablet
should never have been unleashed on an unsuspecting
population.

Starting at the
beginning, in the year 2100 the world population had grown to a
point that there was not enough land to supply the volume of food
to every person within the world. This was a major problem. The
first choice to resolve the problem had been to go to war. The
country that won the war would get the bulk of the food. However,
instead of an act of genocide by wiping out entire nations and
risking the frailty of the planet with nuclear action, a scientist
by the name of Mason John Creek the Third came up with a
revolutionary idea. One tablet was to be taken in the morning that
gave everyone their nutritional needs. The tablet was designed to
be slow dissolving, so a person didn’t need anything other than
this one tablet for food. To put it simply, the use of the M3 was
to replace the need for food.

Mason demanded a minimum
of ten years testing in which time the government was supposed to
put a ban on reproduction. Men and women were supposed to be
injected by doctors with enough contraceptive so they didn’t risk
increasing the population. Rationing was also supposed to be
introduced, along with legislation banning the ability to throw
away food. There would be punishment for anyone caught wasting
food.

These were all reasonable
requests and advice from Mason to allow him the time to test the
drug he’d developed. The leaders of all countries refused to take
notice and decided the M3 tablet was safe and sound to take. They
saw no threat over one small tablet.

Against Mason’s
reasoning, mass production of the tablet spread worldwide. M3
suddenly became the cure to starvation.

For the first year
everything seemed fine. Mason demanded more tests to be done. At
each appeal he was denied.

By the second year there
were some side-effects. There was rage in males and lashes of
temper, but nothing that couldn’t be explained by a person’s
circumstance.

The years melted away
until finally after the fifth year the effects were too great to
change.

A chemical within M3 that
should have dissolved somehow managed to mutate when mixed with a
person’s stomach acid. Once the mutations started there was no
stopping it.

Mason hadn’t perfected
the M3. He’d expected many years of testing to get the formula just
right. If the government had given him the necessary time and
allowed him to perform the extreme tests that his predecessors
invented, he would have seen the effects much sooner and been able
to change the outcome. But it was too late for him to do
anything.

Placid men became
monsters. M3 affected behavioural patterns that soon spread
worldwide. The babies born were no better than wild beasts. Men
turned on each other. Towns and cities were torn apart in fits of
rage. There was no reasoning. The only solution was survival of the
fittest. M3 became like any other drug. Addictive. People who were
on it refused to stop. Forced rehabilitation saw people killing
themselves and each other with their need to escape.

Leaders of countries were
no better. They had more weapons at their disposal. The fighting
continued for many years. The few people that M3 didn’t affect were
forced underground. They survived away from the fighting. M3 never
affected their behavioural patterns. Their only survival was
staying out of sight.

The wars on the street
and between countries raged for over ten years. There was no
stopping it.

When everything grew
silent above, the remaining survivors ventured up to the surface.
What remained of a once great nation was nothing. The sky was aglow
with burning flames with many dust clouds blocking out the
sun.

There were survivors who
appeared dazed by the death and destruction before them. Other
survivors tried to kill the rest as their thirst for blood was
never sated.

New York City became one
of the worst affected places. For the safety and survival of the
people the city was separated into four areas. These four areas
were ruled by one man in each area. The city went to the strongest
four men, and the story of death and destruction was passed
on.

The M3 would never be
forgotten. The tablet alone became popular for all the wrong
reasons.

In order for people to
survive they started rummaging around in the chaos that had been
left behind. Factories had long since been shut down, but the
product left behind was usable. The few glass bottles that remained
were kept safe. Plastic became a reliable source as well. Clothing
was taken from these finds and used. Everything of any value was
kept and used.

The main focus of the
areas was to create farms near the outskirts of the city. The
farmers were responsible for introducing food back into their
environment. Over the years, and very slowly, a semblance of order
was brought forward, but nothing was ever like it was before the
M3.

The world was not what it
seemed, and a new fight was about to begin.


Chapter
One

 


New York
City, 2225

 


Damon “Mad Dog” Wright
stared at his bruised knuckles as he walked down the dark city
street. It was past midnight, and the night had been a bad one for
him. He worked at the only place where sex was available in Area
One, and it was owned by Don Michaels. It was the one place a guy
could guarantee he wouldn’t be killed during a fuck. The bar where
he worked offered a small space for men to go and have a good time.
Don didn’t want to only offer sex but a good time. People who went
there were treated to the women on offer, dancing. The dancing gave
the men a chance to eye up the goods. Some places were all about
sex. Don offered a little something more. Several women were
lurking on the street corner trying to catch any passing man’s
attention. No matter where he went at this time of night, trouble
could be found in every street corner. Men and women took their
business to the streets. He hated the streets, but that was where
he lived, and every day that passed he felt the acceptance of his
situation washing over him like a plague.

Since the M3 nightmare
over a hundred years ago, the world had gone to shit. He’d heard
the tales where people were civilised and the nation ran smoothly.
The teachings of money, the government, and order were a blessing
that he hoped maybe they could one day have again. People had no
choice but to fend for themselves, and he was one of the poor saps
who had no choice but to do what he could to eat every night. With
the wars that raged after the effects of the M3 the entire city was
nothing but a mass of crumbling rubble. There were still some
buildings around, but electricity no longer worked within the city.
After the last hundred years many of the survivors were slowly
learning to adapt. Damon had been told that hundreds of years ago
the human race did survive without electricity and with food
rationing. He’d seen evidence of it in certain books that had
somehow survived the wars.

Tucking his bruised
knuckles into his jacket pocket, he felt the small plastic
bottle-like containers in his pocket. Don was an expert in
moonshine, and he’d given the small bottles to Damon to exchange.
Don wanted him to sell the whole lot and get back some kind of book
he wanted for tomorrow. Before Damon went home, he knew the people
he needed to sell to. The moonshine was potent shit. Don sold the
stuff at the bar to many of the customers. Don also sold tobacco to
anyone who had anything of value to exchange for it.

At thirty-five, Damon had
no other choice but to do as he was told by Don. For a short period
of time moonshine could help a person forget about their current
situation. There was no medicine around, and Damon knew all too
well about the lack of medical care. The M3 had affected everything
even down to hospitals and doctors. In 2215 many people had died
from the flu virus. No matter what people did, they fell ill and
died soon after. He’d never seen such carnage before in his life.
His family hadn’t survived the flu. When he’d gotten back home over
ten years ago he’d found nothing but dead bodies. He’d been away at
the time doing business for Don, but he’d been the one to take care
of his family’s bodies.

Damon thought about what
the world had once been like. There was a time when every child got
an education. He had been taught to fight and defend himself at a
young age. His mother hadn’t been able to read or write. There were
people who were able to read. He’d glanced in books at the pictures
he’d seen and wished he could read. It looked like some of the
books held a lot of information.

He’d have liked to see
what money felt like and to have tasted pizza. There had been a
recipe book hidden under a load of rubble showing a picture of a
pizza. The picture alone was mouth-watering. He did not have a lot
going for him other than his muscle and willingness to help the
cause of rebuilding their area.

There had once been laws
and legislation, with police officers who enforced the laws and
judges who punished crime. Glancing around him, Damon couldn’t even
picture it in his surrounding area. There was no law apart from the
law made up for the four areas. Don Michaels owned Area One of New
York while three other men owned the other parts.

Damon bent his head
watching the cracked pavement as he walked. Most of the people knew
who he was and stayed clear of him. Working for Don Michaels and
having a reputation for being a “Mad Dog”, he constantly got laid,
and being near women had its bonuses. He preferred the women who
worked for Don to the women he passed on the street. With Don’s
women he didn’t have to fear getting stabbed in the back for the
clothes he wore. A street-walker would take what they could get.
They were unpredictable, and worse, they didn’t give a shit. When
he was fucking he didn’t want to have to watch his back.

Circling round the block,
Damon stopped at an apartment building. The top part of the block
was in serious need of some repair work, and the bottom few floors
were decent enough to walk on. He knocked on doors and dished out
the small plastic bottles of moonshine, pocketing the books that
Don had requested when he was done.

He never drank the
moonshine that Don distributed out of the club. The shit was
potent, unlike the stuff he served at the club, and it made a man
lose control. After years of working closely with the stuff, he
refused to be part of that world. His own world might be shit, but
at least to a point he had control.

Once he’d made the
transaction he left the block and made his way to his own place. He
lived in an apartment block on the borderline to Jordan’s
territory. Jordan was a hardnosed criminal and the worse of two
evils. He was also the leader of Area Three.

The security on the
entrance door was shot. Damon walked through and walked up the
flight of stairs. Living on the top floor helped with his fear of
small places. He could go on the roof that overlooked the city. It
gave him a feeling of the world being much bigger.

By the time he got to the
floor before his own, he stopped. A woman was screaming through the
walls for help. For some reason he couldn’t explain he paused, his
foot perched on the step leading to his own floor.

“Please,
stop!” the woman yelled. He heard the distinctive sound of male
sniggering. Damon might work in a sex bar for a guy who sold women,
but he never forced himself on any woman. A rapist was still the
lowest of the low in his books. With the world the way it was
going, women were becoming fair game.

Damon didn’t like it.
They couldn’t protect themselves against criminals or gang members.
The women he’d met did what they had to in order to
survive.

“Let me
go.”

Earlier in the week he’d
seen a young woman move into his apartment building. At the time
he’d not gotten a good look at her. Women should know better than
to be alone in apartment blocks like this. If other men had found
her alone, which they obviously had, she’d have been picked off in
no time.

You’ve got to
do something. You can’t leave her alone to fend for
herself.

He let out a sigh of
frustration and then walked toward the sound of the screaming
woman. Several doors along the corridor had been broken into. When
he came to the closed door where the screams were loudest, Damon
stopped.

What the fuck
are you doing? This is not your fight. You’ve got that book Don
wants, and you shouldn’t be doing crap like this. If you ruin this
book then you will be the one that is sorry.

Someone else
can take care of her. You don’t need to.

“Please, stop
it. Please.”

The distressed cries
undid him. No woman deserved to be hurt. He knocked on the door
before he gave himself chance to back out.

Damon heard the sound of
shuffling, and the woman’s mouth must have been covered. A guy
wearing a black sweater with a hood over his head answered the
door.

“What the
fuck do you want?” the man asked.

“I heard some
noise. You’re not from around here, are you?” Damon asked. With the
wars that raged the population had been struggling to increase.
Lack of medical care and the issues from the M3 had made it hard
for the people to overcome some of the simplest illnesses. He knew
most of the people in Don’s area. Those he didn’t know were soon
gone.

“I don’t give
a shit who you are. Get lost. She’s ours.”

Damon’s knuckles were
badly bruised, and they were starting to throb. He felt his anger
rise at the disrespect the boy was showing him. He ran his fingers
through his thick black hair, and then he struck out at the younger
man. Grabbing the cord hanging around the man’s neck, he tugged him
to his side, slamming the man against the wall. Damon then grabbed
him around the neck and walked inside the room.

What he saw made him sick
to his stomach. The woman’s arms were bound behind her back. Her
pants were pulled around her ankles, along with her knickers. One
of the men held her down on the bed. Her ass shone red from their
aggression. He couldn’t see her face, but he’d seen enough to know
he wanted to kill every single one of the bastards.

One of the men closest
brandished a knife.

Damon laughed. His hands
were his deadliest weapon. He’d killed several men with his hands
in the fighting ring.

“What the
fuck are you doing? She’s a whore.”

“I don’t give
a shit who you are. You’re on Don Michael’s turf. I’m Damon
Wright,” he said.

All the men around him
paled. He had a bit of a reputation for being a mad dog. That was
the nickname he’d been given in the ring, Mad Dog.

“Who are
you?” Damon asked. He personally didn’t give a shit who they were,
but he needed to know who was poaching on Don’s land. He’d be
reporting them to Don the next time he saw his boss. No one from a
different area attempted to rape one of Don’s women. They were all
Don’s property in one form or another.

“Jordan’s,”
one of them muttered. They all put their weapons away. The man in
his arms stopped struggling. It would be so easy to snap his
neck.

In the early days he
wouldn’t have thought twice about killing him. Now, he wanted all
the men gone. Jordan was a sick fuck, and bringing him to Don’s
doorstep with an unauthorised killing could be deadly.

“Get the fuck
out,” he said.

Each of the men walked
past him. Damon kept his gaze on them refusing to back down. He
threw the man out of the apartment door and watched them all
disappear before he moved toward the bed.

He walked toward the bed
and saw she was bound to the surface and couldn’t move.

Going to where her face
lay, he looked into her scared blue eyes. Her hair was matted over
her face. He moved the strands out of the way. She whimpered,
trying to pull away from his hold. “Don’t be afraid,” he
said.

She tensed, waiting for
him to do whatever he was going to do. He pulled a knife out of his
pocket. The woman cried out and tried to pull away. The men had put
a gag over her mouth to keep her silent.

He reached over her
cutting the bonds holding her in place and then her bound hands.
Putting the knife in his pocket, he helped her to her feet. Her
hair was the lightest blonde he’d ever seen. He knew she didn’t dye
it because hair care products were no longer available.

Going to his knees in
front of her, he pulled up her knickers. Her legs were shaking, and
he couldn’t help but admire her shape. Damon loved beautiful women,
and the woman in front of him was a beauty. The woman had curves
that would make any man melt with pleasure.

Pulling her pants back up
around her waist, he buttoned them up and stood. She rubbed her
wrists. He saw the red welts surrounding her delicate flesh. He
cursed watching her flinch away.

He removed her gag and
tucked her hair behind her ear. She was so tiny compared to him.
She looked fragile as if she was going to break at a moment’s
notice.

“Thank you,”
she said. Her voice sounded scratchy. He stared at her a few
seconds before nodding his head.

“You know
it’s not safe for a woman to be alone in a place like this.” Damon
pulled out the pipe he kept on him at all times. He sparked the
tobacco up inside and inhaled. Tobacco was one of the few pleasures
available.

The mystery girl wrinkled
her nose. “I don’t have a choice.”

“Those men
are just the beginning, sweetheart. The moment they know an
unprotected female is around you’ll be on everyone’s list to get
to.”

She shuddered and sat
down on the hard surface she’d been bound to only moments
earlier.

“I’d rather
be alone than put myself at another’s mercy.” She rubbed her hands
together. He saw she was shivering from the cold. Sighing in
frustration, he pulled his jacket off and placed it around her
shoulders.

Damon noticed she was
trying to hide her feminine body away from him. Nothing could
detract from her gorgeous tits and ass, and he loved looking at
naked women. The woman had a body to die for. There were too many
women who had lost their shape and beauty to years of
hardship.

He knew this woman before
him hadn’t suffered much yet. Her eyes still wore a glint of
innocence. She’d not been alone for long.

“How old are
you?” he asked.

“Twenty.”

Ah, she was a runaway.
Most of the women from families were kept until they were
twenty-one or sold to a man who paid for them. The families were
the term they used for the few remaining groups of people who were
literally families. Most of the families were the ones working on
the farms that were instantly set up when the survivors of the wars
moved from below ground. Farms had become a necessity as most
people wanted rid of the M3 control. Some, like him had no family
left because of the flu. There were not that many people within the
city. Being around Don and his club was similar to being in a
family.

“Who did you
run away from?”

She shook her head,
rubbing her arms.

“What’s your
name?” he asked, going for an easier topic.

“Penny.”

“Let me
guess, no last name.”

Penny didn’t say anything
else. He took a long pull on his pipe and stared around him at the
room. She’d been moved in only a week, and he could already see a
feminine touch. He moved toward the door intending to leave her to
whatever she needed to do. Pausing at the door, he took one last
look back at the woman who’d nearly been raped only moments
ago.

Cursing, he moved around
her small space and gathered all of her belongings. She clearly was
a family runaway.

“What are you
doing? Put that down.” She tried to pull the bag from his fingers.
Damon wouldn’t let go of the bag. Penny hit out at him. He caught
her hand and slammed her against the wall. There was a flash of
pain across her face, which quickly left as he stood in her
space.

“What are you
doing?” she asked.

Damon placed his hand
across her neck. He saw the panic in her eyes and ignored it. She
clearly didn’t see the danger she posed to herself by being
alone.

“I could snap
your neck right now.”

“Why don’t
you?”

He stared into her eyes
and was struck by his depth of emotion for her. She was no one to
him, and yet he didn’t want to hurt her.

“Do you have
any idea what would have happened to you if I hadn’t come to you
tonight?” he asked.

She licked her lips. Her
gaze remained on him. “It is not hard to guess.”

“They would
have taken it in turns. Five men against you, you wouldn’t have
stood a chance. They would have used you until you were nothing but
a shell for their fucking needs, Penny. Do I need to spell it out
further?” he asked, even though he couldn’t spell.

The colour left her
cheeks. Her hand covered his across her neck.

“I said thank
you.”

Damon chuckled. “You’re
really too innocent to be here.”

“What do you
mean?”

He dropped the bag to the
floor and stroked her cheek. Her skin was soft.

“Those men
will come back to see if you’re alone. They were not done with you.
I bet they’re downstairs wondering when I’ll be gone so they can
finish the job.”

Her gaze moved past his
shoulder, checking.

“You’ve got
two choices, Penny. Stay here, or come with me.”

“That’s not
much of a choice.”

“We can talk
about it more upstairs.”

She was working it out.
Her gaze kept slipping behind him at the door. His senses were on
high alert even as his knuckles throbbed in protest at another
confrontation.

Penny nodded her head.
Tears filled her eyes.

He ignored her tears as
he gathered her clothing.

It wasn’t his fault that
she had no choice. He didn’t ask to be responsible for
her.

 


 



Chapter
Two

 


Penny stared at the man
who’d entered her apartment. She was thankful for his rescue. If it
hadn’t been for him, she’d have been in a lot of trouble. The
moment she answered the knock at her door, she’d known she would be
in trouble. How many times had she been told never to answer a
knock? Men answered the door, not women.

Life really had changed
from the books her mother used to read to her. Most of the world
had prided themselves on being civilised human beings, and with the
introduction of one small tablet the world had changed.

She couldn’t believe a
week being away from home and she’d nearly been raped.

“Are you
coming?” the man asked.

Taking one last look at
her attempt at freedom, Penny followed him out of her door. He
walked up the next flight of stairs and unlocked the door at the
end of the corridor. Once they entered, he closed the door and then
slid the six locks into place. She’d only had the one lock on her
door.

“Even if I
hadn’t opened the door tonight, they would have gotten in, wouldn’t
they?”

“You’re not
in dream land, honey. This is the real world, and a woman alone is
like candy to a kid.” He removed his other jacket and then took the
one he’d given her. His clothing was as used as hers. They all
survived on what had been salvaged through many years of wars. Some
of the old factories still had the equipment to make clothes but
none of the resources to use. The man dropped her bag on the floor.
She picked it up and moved behind him into the main area of his
apartment. There were a couple of chairs around a table, a small
kitchen, and then a sofa facing the windows. She was shocked by the
fact they weren’t smashed.

Television and radio were
no longer available. She’d read about them in some of the books her
mother had kept over the years. For all they knew, they were the
only ones in the world.

“What’s your
name?” she asked. She didn’t know how they managed to survive.
There were farmers who were doing everything they could to maintain
crops. After the M3 was produced the scale of food production had
been reduced.

Books were a good source
of knowledge. Since the wars, the survivors had all needed to learn
quickly how to survive in this new world. The essentials had been
food, water, and clothing. She’d been told that many had sought
through the rubble looking for anything of use. There were plastic
containers, or glass if it wasn’t smashed. Clothing was found and
used no matter what the size or shape. Books became a huge prize as
they told many things from recipes to how to construct fires. Her
mother had been determined to make her read. Penny remembered the
fight her mother had had with her father over reading. He had felt
it was a waste of time while her mother was convinced the world
could revert back to the way it was before the wars. Penny’s father
always got what he wanted. Her education had ended, and she’d been
put to work in the fields. In her spare time she’d practised
reading and writing. Her thoughts drifted to her family. They had
intended to sell her out before she ran away. She shuddered,
thinking about what her family had planned for her.

“Damon
Wright.”

Penny remembered he’d
told the gang members who he was. His name had scared them. She’d
never known men to react like that.

He pushed her onto the
sofa, grabbing her bag and throwing it to the floor. “Take a seat,
Penny. You and I are going to have a little talk.”

Damon took a seat next to
her on the sofa.

She moved along the sofa
taking a seat at the farthest end. Penny had noticed his bruised
knuckles, and she knew he was older than she.

He kept staring at her
with a strange look on his face. Then he pulled a plastic carton
out of his jacket. “Here, drink this.”

She glanced at the murky
substance. The plastic carton didn’t surprise her. Plastic was one
of the few materials that hadn’t degraded over time.

“What
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