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Day 1


I sat up in bed and my wife rolled over and
sat up beside me. "What was that?" she exclaimed. Her blonde hair
covers her face and my eyes are drawn to her breasts. I never get
tired of looking at them. She could be in Playboy on them
alone.


"We must have blown a transformer or
something. Powers out….again, I swear, this is happening too
often." I yawn and she lies back down and snuggles up against me. I
have no idea what time it is because the room is quite dark and the
digital clock's face is covered with her black panties. I am in the
act of laying back down when there is a horrifying sound of
electricity out in front of the house and both of us jump up and
out of the bed.


"Honey?" my beautiful bride says and I open
the door into the living room and through the windows in front,
there is an eerie glow outside. I grab my shorts and half hopping
get them on. Grabbing my t-shirt, she follows me to the front door,
staying so close her toes keep bumping into my heels. She has hold
of my t-shirt as I open the door and the bitter smell of ozone is
very strong. It is very dark outside and the only light appears to
be coming from the many flare stacks a few miles away, in the
Exxon-Mobil complex. It has the sky lit up in orange and red.


All down the street my neighbors are in their
front yard in various states of undress. As far as I can see there
is no power and I find that odd, since the front of the subdivision
always stays lit. It's on a different power grid, as it was built
about ten years before our own house. "Dirk, honey, I'm
scared."


"Why baby? It's just an outage. How many does
this make now, three?" We've been married less than six months and
I bought this house after I was discharged from the army four years
ago. We never had a bit of trouble with electricity until two
months ago. I wrap my arms around my tiny wife and lift her amazing
breasts. She pushes my hands down and exclaims that the neighbors
can see us.


"The neighbors can't see us, hell, I can
barely see us," I say and tweak her nipples through her pajama top.
Amanda is a very small woman of four feet ten inches tall, but
sports a wonderful pair of 34-C augmented breasts that her mom paid
for when she graduated from Rice University a year ago. Her nipples
are quite pronounced and an automatic trigger point to arouse her.
"Mmm, let's go inside. It's cold out here," she says and I cup her
butt.


As we turn to go inside, I feel her hand on
my dick and that's all the signal I need to know she will do it.
Amanda is twenty-four and working to become a dentist. She has
another year to go. She's blonde and physically fit and the
craziest thing is she was virgin when we got married. What is so
odd about it is she is a sex kitten and really enjoys it and often
will initiate the act, like she's doing right now.


Her background is very religiously
fundamental being raised in a spirit-filled church and that's
another enigma to me is that her conservative mom and her daughter
have both had boob jobs and not just enhancement either. I mean
like boob jobs where men take a second and third look. Her father
Charles Mason is mid-forty's and a Harris County judge. He's a
hardcore conservative who passes out the stiffest of sentences and
has a lot of enemies. I find him to be fair and because of my army
ranger training, he respects me with his "little baby girl". I
would hate to be on his bad side.


My mother in law Janet is the Sunday school
superintendent at Second Baptist and this church is so big,
according to Amanda, her mom makes a hundred thousand dollars a
year. They routinely run twelve hundred people each service. She
dresses very conservatively at church and when out and about, but
will wear a micro bikini around the pool, even when I am there. The
family doesn't seem to think it is a big deal and Charles has
openly pointed her out to me and hinted she is a "real piece of
action when heated up properly."


Janet, bikini and all, will walk right up to
me and talk like she is wearing her church clothes and even though
I can plainly see her large nipple prints through her top, she has
never acted untoward or overtly suggestive. I'll be honest and say
that it is difficult for me to not imagine having her ass cheeks in
both hands and pounding the hell out of her pussy. For a forty-five
year old woman, she is shit hot.


Amanda leads me to the bed and drops her
jammie shorts and invites me to take her doggie and I do. It’s her
favorite position and I wrap my arms under her and grab her titties
and slam my way to a rapid orgasm. She begs off, saying it doesn't
matter about her and she gets up and brings a wet wash cloth back
and cleans us both up. I yawn and remark that the power will
probably be back by morning and we fall asleep next to each
other.


----


I open my eyes to the sound of the emergency
siren at the end of the street going off. I tug on my Levi's and
t-shirt and sliding into my camouflage Crocs, Amanda sits up in bed
and asks what that noise is. She is so beautiful in the morning,
with her soft blond hair covering her naked brown-tipped breasts.
"It’s the emergency horn, but why is it blowing like this?" I ask
and head for the front door. One by one people come out of their
front doors and stare toward the steady sound. Most of these people
I've never seen, as they tend to come in from work, punch their
garage door opener, drive in and that's that.


"What the hell is that thing going off for?"
I look to my left and my immediate neighbor is looking at me. It is
the first time we've spoken to each other and I rarely see him or
his wife. He's black and she's Hispanic. I don't even know his
name.


"Beats me," I say and shrug. He's a heavily
muscled man of maybe twenty-five and wearing only gym shorts and
flip flops. I have no idea what the two of them do for a living,
but it must pay well, as every house on this street sells for a
million plus. About this time, the siren goes silent and a voice
broadcasts to "Shelter in place". It is the mayor and a recording
and he speaks about a paragraph and it starts over. The neighbor
and I stand and look down the street and Amanda comes out of the
house, now in shorty shorts and a tube top, which really accents
her figure. My neighbor suddenly becomes friendly and crosses over
the yard and holds out his hand. I notice he is not hiding the fact
that he is interested in my wife. "Garry Wilson and you are?" He
asks, but even though he's shaking my hand, the question is more
for my wife.


"Dirk Van der Bos," I say, deliberately
denying him my wife's name, but before he can respond, my innocent
doll says her name.


"Amanda."


"Amanda...Amanda Mason?"


He is now ignoring me and has his total focus
on my wife. She giggles and replies, "Yes, that is me."


He reaches out and shakes her hand ignoring
my obvious annoyance. It is as if I am not there and he comments on
seeing her at Rice University and they exchange information only
people who attended there would know and I notice the whole time
he's talking, he hasn't let go of her hand.


I'm twenty-eight years old. I graduated high
school in Baytown, Texas at the ripe age of sixteen. I graduated
from Texas A&M with honors in three years and became a
commissioned officer in the United States Army. I turned twenty the
day after I pinned on my butter bars. Most people thought I was
older, which helped with authority and at six feet three inches
tall, I have been told I have command presence. Over the next four
years, I graduated from ranger school and did two tours in
Afghanistan where under my leadership, fourteen silver star and
twenty-two bronze star medals were awarded and I was given the
Medal of Honor for saving my men in a terrific gun battle. Outside
of military circles and my resume, no one knows about it
though.


A rocket propelled grenade ended my military
career and I spent a year in Wilford Hall Joint Base Lackland
because of two doctors who specialized in my injury type. I could
have resumed my commission, but I was told repeatedly that a single
blow to the head could cause me permanent blindness. Another side
effect of my head injury was that I could have very violent
tendencies toward anyone that I feel threatens my peace and right
now, it is coming over me like a hot blanket.


I visit the VA twice a month for counseling
and my bride is well aware of what happens when it overtakes me, as
early in our relationship, a guy bumped into us on a bicycle when
we were jogging. He called me an asshole and my girlfriend a stupid
cunt and I ran the guy down and all but beat the life out of him
before three joggers pulled me off. I was blind with rage. As
terrifying as it was to her, my lover only drew closer to me,
understanding I would save her from anything if it was in my
power.


I've had enough of this asshole all but
groping my wife and I clamp down on his wrist and put my hand in
his shoulder and looking him in the eyes, I begin to squeeze down.
Amanda sees the look on my face and realizes what I believe is
taking place and as Garry's eyes widen, I am rapidly squashing his
hand, she says, "Baby, let's go inside..."


"Uh, man, uh, damn man. I was just talking to
her." He is maybe an inch shorter than my six-three and heavier
muscled, but he is no match for my hand strength and is on the
verge of crumpling when I let up on the pressure. Seeing that I am
letting the man off, Amanda turns and goes inside and damned if
Garry's eyes don't take in her ass. The next thing he knows, he is
sitting on his ass on the sidewalk and no one has ever hit him as
hard as this white man just did.


My face is calm, but my eyes tell a different
story. "Stay the hell away from my wife Garry whatever the hell
your last name is or I will rip your tongue out and shove it so far
up your ass that you will taste your last meal." My voice is low
and ultra threatening. On both forearms are army special forces
tats and Garry knows exactly what they are because his police
officer uncle was a green beanie.


Garry slowly gets up. He never saw the punch
that laid him out and he's always fancied himself to be a pugilist,
having taken lessons for two years in college. This white boy can
punch! "Man, I don't know what you think you were seeing," he says
slowly backing up, "but we were just talking."


"Well then, consider this an apology." The
big man looks around at least a dozen neighbors saw what happened
and look away at his gaze. His pride has been bruised along with
his jaw. That dickhead dropped him like a bad habit. Asshole. His
woman does have a nice ass though and if he's not mistaken, she
would go black given half a chance.


He steps in his house and his wife Carmen see
the bruise on the side of his face and tries to touch it.
"Careful," he says gingerly touching his jaw.


"What happened baby?" she says being very
subservient to her masculine husband. It’s the only formula that
works with him and he provides her a very good living as a IT
network engineer at NASA. She strokes his ego and he gives her
whatever she wants. They've been married two years and it took her
all of a week to figure this out.


"Aw that neighbor of ours is an asshole with
a bad temper. He picked a fight with me and when I looked away, he
slugged me in the jaw. You know me, Carmen, I am a lover not a
fighter, so I simply walked away to defuse the situation."


"You make me so happy baby," Carmen says to
him and runs her hand down inside his shorts. She's no fool. She
knows her husband has the hots for the blonde next door as she's
caught him watching her, so a moment ago, she watched everything
from her side bedroom window. Her man plainly over-played his hand
in front of her husband and his fist shot out like lightning and
smacked her man to the ground. She didn't know a person could move
that fast. She gasped as Garry hit the sidewalk and the look on her
neighbor's face was that of a huge cat or some other predator, like
a ... hawk! He had the look of something superior and scary. Right
now she's reestablishing her right to the man and he picks her up
and carries her to their bed. Without power, there's nothing else
to do, so why not have sex?


"Cell service is down too and something else
is odd. There are no cars running. Notice how quiet it is?" I say
and the two of us step out on the back patio by the pool.


"You hit him baby, didn't you?" Amanda's tone
is not accusatory and I nod yes.


"My god, Amanda, he was undressing you in
front of me. I have no intentions of ever sharing you with anyone,
let alone that black asshole."


"Please don't talk like that Dirk. You know I
don't like that language."


"Sorry." My lover is a paradox, as she
doesn't cuss or swear or use profanity, but when I whisper in her
ear when we are making love, I say the F word and it excites her.
When she is really excited, she will whisper in my ear, "Fuck me"
and I go slap ass crazy with lust. "The man only came over because
of you. You didn't notice?"


Amanda noticed alright and was flattered. She
has always secretly wondered if what they say about black men is
true. She's pretty sure the big penis rumor is false, but
supposedly, they are wonderful lovers with incredible stamina.
She's heard this first hand from friends of friends who swear it is
true and this man was all but saying he wanted to bed her. It was
exciting, but she didn't realize it was so obvious to her husband.
"Well, he did hold my hand too long, but I didn't want to be
rude."


"I was rude enough to smack his ass to the
ground," I say and look around. I can't believe she didn't pull her
hand back. Instead, I comment on how quiet it is.


"It's like no one is moving," Amanda says and
I have an idea. I have a hand held CB radio I bought for
emergencies. I walk in the house and take it off the now lifeless
charger and turn it on. It's a powerful Midland 75-822 model and
immediately I start picking up distant chattering and I can't quite
make out what they are saying, it sounds as if they are
excited.


"You hear that? Where is my magnetic antenna
for this thing?"


"Is it in the garage closet, baby?"


"I think it is." I soon locate it and I have
to use the clamps to hook it up to my truck battery to power it and
soon we can both hear the truckers talking back and forth. It
appears all the freeways are shut down and their trucks will not
start. "It’s an EMP, baby!" I say not realizing I just used the F
word again.


The look on my face is such that Amanda
ignores my harsh language and asks what that means.


"An Electromagnetic Pulse. It's a disturbance
that kills digital electronics, especially if they are running. The
CB isn't digital, but all these car and trucks are and have
computers. I'd be willing to bet our laptops won't work."


"I thought that was science fiction."


"On this scale it is, but it is also a valid
explanation. It appears something has happened, either naturally or
man-made that did this damage to our power grid." I say this even
as I fiddle with the knob on the radio, but in the back of my mind
I'm still pissed at the black man next door. I saw the way his eyes
undressed my wife and right in front of me too. I'm no stranger to
men cutting their eyes when we are in public, or the oblique
glances of men in church, but this guy was all but trolling.


She does have a great figure, but never
dresses provocatively and certainly doesn't act in such a manner as
to encourage men - at least not in my memory. I've only seen his
wife a few times and she's Latina with long black hair and a nice
bottom. Her boobs are smaller than my wife's but not little by any
means, so why is he ogling my bride?


The loud speaker suddenly crackles like
electricity and both of us instinctively duck. There are a series
of loud clicks, like they are being generated by a device and then
it is quiet again. Amanda, my beautiful Amanda has a look of fear
on her face and I tell her we better get inside like they told us.
"Shelter in place, baby. Shelter in place."


I am not a prepper or a survivalist, but I
live on the Gulf Coast of Texas and we have hurricanes. Hurricane
season ended about two weeks ago about the time the weather started
to drop into the lower sixty's at night and this year was active
enough that I stored ten cases of meals ready to eat and forty
sandbags. I have enough bleach to make ten thousand gallons of
potable water and ramen, canned food, and beans and rice that if we
had to, we could probably eke out a year without assistance.


I suspect whatever happened will last a
couple of days and I tell Amanda not to worry, but in the back of
my mind, I'm wondering if something really bad happened. When I
first got out of the army, I attended every gun show that came to
Houston or Pasadena and have enough rifles, pistols, shotguns and
ammo to fight a small war.


I have batteries, propane, and most gear
needed to camp and while we have light, I ask Amanda to set out
candles and anything else we may need to spend the night in the
dark. Thank the lord it's not July or August, as I simply am
spoiled enough that I don't want to sweat while I'm sleeping and I
sure don't want to have sweat run down the crack of my ass while
I'm humping my bride.


I open the curtains and watch Garry and his
wife wheel bicycles out of their garage and ride off. My first
thought is why didn't they close the garage door? I say that to
Amanda and she reminds me we live in a gated community and people
are not like that. My second thought is his wife has a fine looking
ass and my third is why can't he be satisfied with that?


"I bet he is domineering," I say and Amanda
tells me to "let it go." I have a generator, but I'm hesitant to
use it, as it is so quiet in the neighborhood. I pull two frozen
fryer chickens out of the freezer in the garage to thaw.


The alarm system at the end of street
suddenly repeats the electrical zapping sound followed by the
staccato of clicks. I think everyone on the street jumped. I know I
did. "It sounds ominous. There was nothing prior today to let
people know it has this capability. It sounds like it is sending
bursts of electronic messages," I say remembering how US submarines
communicate. They surface and send off a compressed burst of data
and then lower their antenna. The more I think about it, the
scarier it seems.


Amanda hears the man yelling before I do and
runs to the kitchen. "There is a man down the street yelling
something." Both of us rush to the front door and something warns
me that I need to have my pistol with me. When I left the army, I
carried a Berretta 92F, but switched to the heavier .45 ACP and the
Glock model 30 for the man-stopping ability and the fact that it
holds ten rounds. I use the thirteen round magazines in mine. I
grab it up and my Fobus holster and slip in under my shirt on my
jeans.


About twelve houses down on the left is a man
with what looks like a cross bow and he's screaming at someone
across the street. The man is white and shirtless and I know the
fellow across the street from him. He's a Hindu foot doctor I saw a
couple of years ago over an ingrown toenail. He is really pissed
and cursing loud enough that I can hear him plainly. He's saying
the guy had something to do with what happened and claims the man
is a terrorist.


People are peeking out of their houses as the
guy looks menacing. Amanda looks at me for an answer and I tell her
"We are not the police baby. This guy is delusional, but that
crossbow is lethal. All of a sudden the guy launches a bolt at the
man's house and I hear glass breaking. He reloads, yelling the
whole time and when his wife comes out; he pushes her down and
fires a second bolt.


There is no response from the house and after
a minute, the man goes back inside, followed by his wife. We do
too, but I get my Windham Weaponry “CDI” 5.56mm NATO with Aimpoint
Pro optic out of the safe and insert a custom thirty round magazine
in it. I use the hand-loaded Hornady seventy-five grain OTM bullet,
because the forums claim it is a man stopper. I have an RCBS Rock
Chucker Supreme reloading press in the back room and Amanda has
always chided me for sitting back there for hours, hand-loading
ammunition.


At least once a month, we make a trip down to
League City to shoot on the range and although not tactically fast,
my woman is very accurate with a number of weapons. Her problem is
she's just not interested in firearms and believes it will never be
necessary. She will shoot maybe two hundred rounds and then sit in
the truck and read her I-Phone while I crank out another eight
hundred rounds.


I own a construction company that she is
slowly taking over the books, giving up her dream of becoming a
dentist. She is great with math and the half million dollars my
company nets each year is too much to ignore. I started it three
years ago and subcontracted everything, as I am not all that handy
with tools other than guns. My latest venture is a security company
and that, I am good at. I have four employees and had planned to
hire another one this week, but now I have no way of contacting
them and no car that will work.


Amanda and I eat lunch, then supper and
seeing the air's cool, after about 2200 hours, we hit the sack.
It’s been a nervous day and the man down the street hasn't
reappeared. As far as I know, Garry and his wife or girlfriend
never came home.


----


Old combat vets don't fade away. They get up
every two hours and check the perimeter. There is a bright moon and
I've never heard it so quiet in this town. A rooster keeps crowing
off in the distance and it sounds comforting. Dogs barking off and
on, and an occasional bird noise, but none of the normal ambient
hum we take for granted. As I check each door I peek outside and in
my hand is my AR. Nothing. No movement. No nothing. I go back to
bed and listen as Amanda talks in her sleep.


I finally get up about 0500 hours and make a
pot of coffee using a year old three pound can of Folgers coffee
and my aluminum percolator pot that I dug out of my camping gear.
At exactly 0600, the loud speaker suddenly comes alive with the
electrical burst followed by the series of clicks as it did
yesterday. I almost jump up and hit the ceiling with my tennis shoe
clad feet. I sure as heck am glad I didn't have a cup of scalding
coffee in my hand. The only reason I know it is 0600 is I have on
my divers watch I took of a dead Iraqi colonel back during
Operation Iraqi Freedom. It's an Aquanautic King Cuda and cost
someone over four thousand dollars, probably more. All I know is it
a fine watch the man no longer needed.


It is fifty-eight degrees in the house and
Amanda walks into the kitchen in the candle light rubbing her eyes
and her nipples are pushing her satin teddy out provocatively. "Was
that, that damned siren again baby? It sure is loud." I grab her
and kiss her forehead and grab a double handful of her delicious
booty, rubbing my limp manhood against her tummy. This is our
normal morning greeting and not a provocative sexual advance. I
love her and she loves me.


"Yeah, I think it’s a signal."


"Why are you carrying that rifle around?"


"Better safe than sorry; you know how I am
babe."


"Did our neighbor come home yesterday?"


"Not that I can tell," I say and at the
mention of him I’m instantly jealous. I still remember his eyes
when he looked at her body. My wife has a fine American white girl
country booty, made to fit tight in a pair of Wrangler jeans, but
damn it, so does his. Whereas my woman has a fine tush, his
Hispanic beauty has a J-Lo booty.


We both duck as we hear a gun shot down the
street. "Stay down!" I command. It's still dark outside and I ease
out the garage side door and creeping alongside the house, I peek
under the head high shrubbery. I don’t see a danged thing out of
the ordinary except there is no sound or traffic. I stay in
position for almost a half hour and knowing my lady will worry, I
creep back inside. "Now you know why I am carrying this rifle. I
smile when I see she has her Glock model 27 on the counter and a
hot cup of coffee ready for me. She had the presence of mind to do
these things in my absence and I kiss her lips tenderly and look
into her eyes. "I love you Amanda Mason Van der Bos."


The rest of the day passes tensely, but
quietly and no one appears on the street. It is the weirdest danged
thing and about 1400, my AR strapped to my chest, I walk down to
the doctor's house and knock. I can see two black hunting bolts
stuck in his wooden front door. I distinctly remembering hearing
one break glass, so “What in the hell, man? No one answers and I
walk back home. I feel like a hundred eyes are on me. I know I
heard the bolt break glass. When did he fire these other two?


I cook the fryers by boiling them in rice,
spicy seasoning, and onions. It makes a lot of food. At exactly
6pm, or 1800 hours, the cracking electrical sound erupts followed
by the staccato of clicks, but this time there are more than last
time and now I am sure it is a message. I didn't even flinch when
it started, but Amanda did and she picked up her pistol. At the end
of the clicks the mayor’s voice suddenly comes over and repeats the
message of sheltering in place and this time a warning about a
pandemic. "What in the heck? That’s it? Go inside because an
unnamed viral-biochemical threat is a maybe?" I say angrily and
Amanda shrugs.


Nighttime closes in and I can hear a woman
crying. I grab a chair and setting it on the front porch; I look
down both streets and see no one. My house is at the end of a curve
with intersecting roads. Her wails are eerie and it is difficult to
tell where it’s coming from. In my garage are the forty sand bags
and if this keeps up, I am going to seal my doors and windows
tomorrow. Why are we supposed to hunker down? Why are there no city
rescue efforts? Hell, do we need rescuing? I have so many questions
and my doll is beginning to ask the same ones.


I have a bike and I decide tomorrow I will
recon and see what I can see. Amanda is dead set against it and
about 2200 hours, just as I am about to go in for the night, Garry
and his woman ride up on their bikes.


"What do you see out there?" I yell across
the lawn to him and he almost shits himself, not seeing me in the
alcove of my front porch. In his hand is a small revolver with a
long barrel, like it's a .22 caliber.


"Man, you scared the shit out of me!" he says
and walks over, noting the rifle in my hands.


"Sorry. Y'all been gone a while."


"Yeah, we have a place three streets over.
It's her house before we got together," he volunteers. His woman
walks over with him and even in the dark I can tell she's not only
scared, but she's terrified and stands very close to her man.


"Have you heard what's going on?" I ask.


"No. Everyone is hunkered down, scared like…
we think. Hell, I really don’t know for sure. Last night we heard
gun fire to the south of us and my shotgun and stuff are here. We
decided to come back, but waited until nightfall to sneak over. You
are the first person we've seen." As he says this Amanda steps out
into the moonlight and I swear to God, I hear the man suck in his
breath. His woman semi-punches him lightly in the back and he nods
toward me and my woman and the two of them retreat to their house
like wraiths.


"Let's go to bed," Amanda says and why is it
I get the feeling she's suddenly feeling frisky? Since this started
Amanda hasn't really "been in the mood", something I have
heretofore never experienced, but we are hardly in the bed and I
feel her hand slide down my leg and grab me. I give up wondering
why and partake and partake heavily.


Three hours later I awaken suddenly and sit
up. I have no idea why, but I am in full alert. I tug on my jeans
and flannel shirt, socks and shoes and grab my rifle. I make my
rounds and it’s as quiet as a Catholic church twenty minutes after
mass ends. I can't shake the feeling that something woke me up and
then I smell wood smoke. I check the wind and its coming from the
southeast. Well, someone has set a wood fire against the chill of
the night, which I figure is now in the mid-fifties.


The smell of smoke gets stronger and a few
minutes later I can see flames coming over the top of the house two
down. I take off running, but the many fences separating us are
brick and the fire is on the street behind ours. I have a
premonition that if I run into the yard of any of these houses, I
risk being shot, as people are jumpy as hell. The evidence of it is
they are hiding. Here in this part of the country everyone has
guns. The house is on fire and no one is responding and I stand on
the sidewalk and watch black smoke bellow up into the sky.


I suddenly remember my wife is alone and I
run like hell back to our house. I will not do that again. I click
on my powerful tactical flashlight and check on my babe and she's
asleep. After locking the front door, I sit down in the rocker next
to the bed and fall asleep, fully clothed.


----


My eyes come open and I am lying on top of
the bed with the comforter pulled over me, still dressed except my
shoes. I don't remember getting in bed and it's 0830. I must have
really been tired as Amanda informs me the 0600 siren repeated
itself. I didn't hear it. She's wearing jeans, long-sleeved shirt
and a denim vest and looks amazing with her lace-up Tony Lama
boots. Her long blond hair is pulled back tight in a pony tail and
she has her back to me cooking bacon and eggs. Her ass is perfect
and I remember last night like we’re trying to repopulate the
state. She was very lively and said all the words that excite
me.


"Here you go daddy, just the way you like
them." She leans over and she has the top three buttons open. She
sees me looking and shakes her unharnessed boobies and giggles.


"Man, did we get at it last night or what?"
and I say a couple "naughty" words.


Normally she would remind me about my
language, but surprises me and says we did. Like I pointed out, she
has very large breasts for her frame and I love them. I never get
tired of looking at them too.


"Do you think this will be over today
baby?"


"I hope so. Something is definitely wrong
though. I think we need to both go for a ride. I couldn't live with
myself if something happened to you while I gone."


The wind has died down and Amanda and I with
identical AR's strapped on the handlebars of our TREK mountain
bikes, lock the garage door and roll out onto the street. On my hip
is my Glock model 30 and she's carrying the model 27. Both of us
have back packs on with food and water for three days and I have my
Midland portable CB on channel nineteen. It's been quiet since the
initial communication of truckers.


Every once in a while we catch a glimpse of
someone peeking out their window and that's it. No people, so
activity, and no sign of police. A dog appears ahead of us and it
barks and runs off yelping like I shot it with a dart. "What in the
hell was that all about," I wonder aloud and Amanda looks around
and shrugs.


"This is spooky, honey. Maybe we should go
back." She says and looks so cute in her sunglasses and ball
cap.


"I'm climbing the walls back there baby. If
you want me too, I'll turn around. Just say the word." Amanda knows
what he is saying is right. She feels the same way. The only people
they've talked to are Garry and his silent woman. Garry. That man
exudes testosterone. If Dirk only knew what he does to her, he'd be
hurt, but there is something magnetic about him. While Dirk was on
her last night, she imagined it was him and her orgasm was off the
hook. She felt guilty afterward, but it was just a fantasy. No
harm.


Dirk is all man and in the bed he is
considerate and a powerful lover who never fails to bring her off.
She watches his back as they ride and his shoulders are wide and
his hips narrow. What woman wouldn't want to share his bed?


She sees the German Sheppard and its foamy
mouth split seconds before it attacks and with a flick of his
wrist, Dirk fires his .45 caliber pistol. The heavy two hundred and
thirty grain jacketed hollow-point bullet enters its chest and rips
its intestines out. The large dog goes down in the street just feet
away from her and kicks violently. Amanda screams and loses control
of her bike and crashes hard in the street, breaking her forearm on
the curb. Her screams are heard for two streets and I pick her up
and do the best I can to calm her down. I see a lot of faces in the
windows, but no one comes out to offer aide. Hell, we are not more
than two streets from the house and already have been attacked by a
rabid fricken dog!


I see a middle-age woman peek out and I
scream at her to "get your ass out here and give us a hand lady!" I
am totally pissed at the way people are acting. I know this woman
works at the hospital. I've passed her house more than once and
have seen her in hospital scrubs. Her door opens a little bit and
she steps out. I'm not even nice when I yell, "Give me a hand.
She's hurt."


"You don't have to cuss at me sir. I just be
scared, that's all," she says and she's a dark-skinned black woman
with an Caribbean Islands accent. She runs out of her house looking
in all directions and helps me get my wife inside. Amanda is in so
much pain, she's on the verge of fainting.


I've patched up enough people in the Middle
East to qualify me as a field medic, but I need a splint and some
pain meds. The woman is a trauma nurse at St. Johns and produces
both and after about twenty minutes, Amanda is stable. "I'm sorry.
I love this woman and to see her in so much pain unnerved me. I'm
Dirk and I live at the end of the street where the silver Jeep is.
This is my wife Amanda."


"I'm Clarisse Montague and I be pleased to
meet you. I live here by myself and I am scared to death."


"Why?" I say and look up from Amanda who has
passed out. The two Vicodin tablets hit her fast. What an amazing
drug.


"The people looting at night," she says and
points at a butcher knife on the mantel I missed.


"What?" I look at the very trim and
clean-looking black woman and she has a look on her face which
depicts the stress she feels. She's not a bad looking woman, with
defined black features of wide nose and large lips. The closer I
look, the more appealing she is.


"De lass two nights, mens have come and I
yelled at them that I has a gun. I have not really sleep in two
days sir."


"Clarisse, would you like to come to our
house? I can protect you."


"Can I bring my cat, sir?"


"Yes you can. Gather any items you need and
place them in the middle of the room. I will escort the two of you
back and make as many trips as necessary to get everything to my
house. Can you handle a gun ma'am?"


----


I make five trips to her house after getting
the two of them inside. I carried my wife the whole way and I am
proud to say I did it without stopping. It helped that she only
weighs one hundred and four pounds against my two hundred and
seventeen, but it was still a load to walk the twenty-two hundred
and twenty feet. The last trip is with food supplies and I used a
big poly wagon she had for four of the trips. I like the lady. She
is staggering on her feet and seeing I have a gas water heater, she
takes her first shower in three days and crashes in the spare
bedroom. I notice she has her butcher knife on the night stand and
nod. It’s good to be careful.


Amanda awakens about 9pm, or 2100 hours as
I've fallen back into thinking in military time and I help her eat
chicken and rice and after three bowls, I carefully wash her body
as she stands and cries. Her tears are more for how she let me down
and not from pain, as the Vicodin has dulled that. Clarisse has
assured me she set her arm and it will heal and I believe her. The
woman is a Godsend for us.


It's 2330 hours and I'm yawning. Our guest's
warning about looters has had me on edge for hours and with both
women conked out, I am feeling hard pressed to stay awake. I hear a
door open, but can't place the direction when I see Garry's woman
suddenly appear in the driveway, not sixty feet away. The moon
exposes her and she's wearing a flowing material that the wind is
lifting and laying down around her. She looks like an angel and her
hair is lifting out around her.


I watch her in the moonlight light a pipe and
take a deep hit. Smoke pours from her mouth and nose and she lifts
her hands to the heavens in worship. I hear no music, but she sways
and leans and dances and it is the most erotic thing I've ever
seen. The thin material wraps around her giving the appearance of
erotic nakedness, yet hidden and she rocks and sways to an unheard
beat.


Her feet are naked and its cold and I pull my
jacket up around my chin and watch as she sheds what little
clothing she is wearing and completely naked, she gyrates in the
moonlight. I am
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