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Chapter 1

Curtis didn't really know why he'd agreed to let Sophie tie his hands behind his back and his ankles to the legs of the metal chair. It always ended up the same way. And yet, it was as good a way to pass the time as any, he supposed. He wouldn't have been any less frustrated if he'd just been on his own in his room imagining things. Although at least then he'd have been able to jerk off.
"Oh, I promise, this time we'll do something for you as well. You remember how good it felt before, right?" she'd cajoled as she'd lured him into the room she and Fliss shared, the room in which the two women could do whatever the fuck they wanted, because they weren't male.
He had indeed remembered. He thought of little else quite a lot of the time. That one glorious morning when she'd come into his room unannounced, slipped under the covers, and wrapped her hot, wet mouth around his cock. He'd barely lasted thirty seconds before he'd blown his load down her throat, but they'd been thirty seconds she had been holding over his head for months now.
It was alright for her, she had Fliss, and she knew damn well Curtis could be persuaded to do anything she needed to get off as well, even without getting anything in return. She either didn't know how evil she was being, teasing him at every opportunity, or she knew and she loved it. Either way it kinda made him hate her. If there were any other women in this place who weren't either way older or... Fliss, he certainly wouldn't let her get away with the way she treated him. But, alas, his cock thought differently, and bitch or not, her body made him hard.
It was only fucking natural. A small population, a confined space, and only one girl in his age bracket (he didn't count Fliss, who despite being just as physically appealing, was a lesbian who had never expressed anything but revulsion at his maleness. She'd been luckier even than Sophie, born without even wanting to break the rules that forbade any activity that might result in pregnancy within Sanctuary). Of course he was obsessed with her. The only other hot girls close to his age that he'd even seen were videos of women from generations ago, before the collapse, on pornography from the digital archives. And he always felt a bit bad masturbating to them, because he couldn't help but imagine how they had probably died in terror when the invasion came. The old animated porn, hentai, it had been called, that was a bit less depressing. The people who had drawn it and done the voices had of course all died horribly just like the actresses in the live action porn clips, on that day 136 years ago. He just managed not to think about it as easily, given he couldn't see them there, in happier times, getting pounded on his screen.
Pornography. That was basically all he was going to get now, tied to this chair in the girls' room. He knew that. He knew he'd be leaving here with an aching cock and swollen balls, rushing to his own room to stroke himself to some kind of relief, cursing Sophie under his breath. But that's how things were here. That's what he got for being the last child born in Sanctuary, 20 years ago, when his mother's death in childbirth and the lack of medical capabilities left within the community had lead to the decision that sex between men and women of childbearing age would be permanently forbidden. Nobody else was allowed to be born into this place, even though it was possibly the last community of humans on Earth. They'd die out here, and Curtis would be the last of them, when his joyless, sexless life ended.
Well, the data from pre-collapse human communities in the archives said that women usually lived longer than men. Maybe Sophie, who was two years older, would outlast him. He hoped she did, and that she outlasted Fliss too, so she'd at least get some payback for taking advantage of their situation now, and for the whole of their youth. He hoped she had to endure endless years on her own down here with nobody to make her come. Though it still wouldn't be enough to balance things out.
"Ugh, any promises she's made you, Curtis, if they included me, they don't count. Although I do like seeing you there watching, I gotta admit," Fliss said, walking in front of him in the middle of the bare, dreary gray room and pulling Sophie over to her by a slender wrist.
Sophie ran her hand up the simple, tight white tank top Fliss was wearing and squeezed at one of her full breasts before pinching at the hard nipple poking through the fabric. She kissed her deeply, both girls moaning theatrically, knowing that the sound would only serve to make their restrained observer's already stiff dick throb harder.
"He can't look away..." Sophie murmured before kissing her way down Fliss' jawline to her neck, sliding her shirt up her body as she did to reveal the braless form of her aroused breasts underneath.
Fliss gasped as Sophie moved lower and took one nipple in her mouth, while rubbing across the other with her thumb.
She was right, Curtis couldn't look away, he never could, no matter how uncomfortable it was having his ever hardening cock restrained in his jeans, or how humiliating it was having these two bitches getting off on tormenting him this way. The way Fliss moaned, the way her tits looked, Sophie's saliva glistening on her nipples in the harsh artificial light, the fact he knew what they'd do next... It was tortuous, but it was a torture he had resigned himself to keeping on inviting in, as it was the closest he was allowed to get to what he really craved.
As Sophie continued greedily smacking her lips against Fliss' breasts, Fliss ran her hand down Sophie's body, over her identical white tank top, and down the front of the practical gray workout shorts she was wearing. Those shorts. Curtis had certainly seen sexier clothing than the functional stuff the people of Sanctuary were given to wear in pictures and videos in the digital archives, but there was something about the way the standard issue workout shorts clung to Sophie and Fliss' asses and revealed their thighs that got a reaction out of him. He imagined running his own hand inside that soft fabric and feeling the wetness of Sophie's hot, slick cunt, something he could only imagine the feel of, having seen it many times in these little 'games' of hers, but never having touched. His cock throbbed with longing and he found himself straining almost involuntarily against the cable ties around his wrists, almost as desperate to touch himself as he was to touch her.
Without meaning to, he grunted in frustration as Sophie let out a pornographic moan that indicated Fliss' hand, inside her shorts now, was teasing her pussy nicely.
"Why don't we do something a little different this time? Let Curtis feel how well I get you off as well as just see it?" Fliss said.
He noticed it sounded a little staged, as if they'd been planning something all along, but he was past worrying what it was.
Sophie giggled her assent and Fliss removed her hand from down her shorts, looking at Curtis mockingly as she licked her fingers clean. Sophie pulled off her top over her head unceremoniously and threw it over onto her bed to the left of his chair, showing her tits, bigger and heavier than Fliss's and just as visibly aroused, with their large pink nipples standing out. She slipped her shorts down to her ankles too, before stepping out of them, nude now, where she'd been wearing nothing underneath and was barefoot.
Fuck, she looks amazing. The horrible bitch.
But to his surprise, she was smiling at him, and there was desire evident in her narrowed eyes. She took two steps, and was right in front of him, his eyes almost level with her breasts where he was sitting, and the scent of her, of the same soap everyone in Sanctuary smelled of combined with something musky and human and feminine, reaching his senses and stirring him up even more. He could have touched her from here, if he wasn't bound. He could have made her feel good, too, if she'd let him. It was brutally unfair.
She turned around, and sat on his lap.
"Fuck," he said, breathlessly, feeling her ass pressed against the bulge of his dick and the pressure of her body against his chest. It was most unexpected.
She had spread her legs wide so her thighs were outside of his, her ankles outside of his bound ones. He realized he could kiss, or bite her neck from here, though he'd get a mouthful of her hair, and that looking down her body he had an incredible view of her tits.
This is new...
"I think he's nice and comfortable like this, Fliss, after all, I don't weigh much. Just as well given how much I tend to wriggle about when you're making me come..."
Another staged sounding line. So they'd planned this, probably in bed, probably fingering each other's wet holes as they talked about it, the filthy little bitches. How to take Curtis to new levels of frustration.
Well, it's fucking working.
Fliss grinned, her top still bunched up above her tits, and knelt down between Sophie's legs. Between Curtis's legs, too, though he knew she wasn't there for him.
Sophie leaned her head back onto his right shoulder as she arched herself in reaction to the feel of Fliss's mouth against her pussy, and from his unusual vantage point her could see her chest rise as her breath quickened. He couldn't help but rock his hips with the tiny range of movement he had like this, trying to gain some kind of friction against his cock from her writhing body.
Fliss lapped at Sophie's clit, causing her body to jolt repeatedly in response, and then she began to work her fingers inside her at the same time, fucking her just the way she knew her usual lover liked it, stretching her out with three fingers, thrusting in hard up to the knuckles as she applied just the right amount of pressure at just the right speed with her tongue. Curtis had seen Fliss go down on Sophie more times than he could count, and yet this was the loudest and most abandoned he'd ever seen her, he could tell just how much it was turning her on being licked and fingerfucked by her girlfriend while pressed up against his restrained body, knowing from the feel of his swollen dick against her the effect it was having on him. She was glistening with sweat and her body was trembling, her lips parted and inhuman sounds coming from her throat. He couldn't help but feel thrilled at the idea she was going to come soon, touching him, even if it wasn't his cock getting her there.
The intercom played  jarring tone, and with a crackle a familiar female voice made an announcement that pulled all three of them out of the girls' little game.
"Felicity Laurence, please report to the generator room. Technical issues, please come at once."
"Oh, no, not yet Fliss, just a couple more minutes, I'm so fucking close!" Sophie said, panting.
Ha! Now let's see how she likes being teased and left frustrated. I'd like to shake the hand of whoever fucked up the generator systems while Fliss was the engineer on call...
Fliss was already standing, though, pulling down her top, and grabbing a towel from the metal shelving unit at the end of her bed before rubbing Sophie's juices off of her face with it.
"Oh, I'm sure you'll think of something," she said, "I have to go, they'll come looking for me if I don't."
"I bet there's nothing even wrong with the fucking generators, the lights and everything are still on," Sophie complained, her voice revealing just how desperate she was to come.
"I'll be back as soon as I can. Later, Curtis," Fliss said with a smirk in his direction, before slipping out of the metal door to the room and closing it behind her.
Sophie stood up immediately as the door clicked shut and whipped around to face Curtis. He saw that her legs were shaking, her upper thighs wet, her hair sticking to her flushed skin. Her eyes shone with arousal, and he knew that he probably looked just as consumed with his own lusts, his heart thumping and his dick aching, his extremities tingling from being bound for too long. His lips were dry, and he said nothing, his breath catching in his throat as silently, Sophie lowered herself back onto his lap, facing him this time, legs outside of his once more, her glistening pussy now separated from his cock only by the thin layer of his worn jeans.
"I need to come, Curtis," she said, impassioned and impatient, and she pulled his head down with one hand in his hair, using her other hand to press her nipple against his mouth.
He didn't hesitate to wrap his lips around the hardness of it and work his tongue against it, the first time he had been given access to her beautiful breasts. He felt her grinding against him as he sucked her, then felt her release his hair and slip her hand between their bodies to rub at her clit furiously.
"God, I want something inside me," she groaned.
Shouldn't have tied up my hands if you're missing your girlfriend's fingers that badly...
But then he realized what she was doing. Her hand was no longer working on her pussy, it was working on his fly. She'd lifted herself up for a moment, his mouth still teasing her nipple, and was trying to unfasten his jeans. She was seriously trying to get to his cock. She was succeeding, too, awkward though the fumblings of her shaking, urgent hands were.
He let her nipple slip from his mouth in disbelief as he felt the cool air of exposure, followed by her fingers wrapping around him. She was squatting over him now, aligning herself, and now, he felt the heat and lubrication of her puffy pussy lips against the sensitive head of his cock.
"We can't!" he heard his own voice saying in alarm.
I can't believe I'm fucking protesting against this, but who knows what the puritanical assholes who run this place will do to me if she gets knocked up.
"We can, come on, I fucking need you stretching out my pussy to come, I need it so fucking bad," she said, deranged with the need to orgasm.
She had a point, he needed it too, he was 21 years old, he'd never fucked a woman, and he'd expected that he never would. Who knew when or if Sophie would ever give him this opportunity again.
"But they'll..."
"No, no, it's fine, I just had my period, women can't get pregnant then, trust me, I'm a nurse, aren't I? I read all the biology stuff in the archives. It'll be fine now just, ugh, don't be a pussy, you know I can have you like this anyway, so why resist?" she urged.
Fuck it. She does know more about biology than anybody, and I'm sure she doesn't want to get pregnant anyway... Ugh, but if she knew how to avoid it we could have been fucking for years. She is such a fucking bitch. God I want this though...
She may have been technically a virgin but a lifestyle of at least daily fingerings and having who knows what else pushed into her by Fliss made Sophie more than comfortable with taking the lead, which was just as well given Curtis was completely at her disposal where he was restrained. He closed his eyes, trying to capture every sensation as she guided the head of his cock to the right position against her slick folds and firmly pushed him inside her, lowering her body down with a gasp of pleasure as he filled her to the hilt.
"Fuck, your cock feels so fucking good," she moaned in his ear, before grabbing his shoulders for leverage and beginning to bounce up and down on his cock rapidly.
The feeling was incredible - the tightness of her, the eroticism of hearing her moan and pant in pleasure, for once because of him. He knew he wouldn't last long, especially not at the pace she was riding him, his balls were tightening and he couldn't resist the rising sense that he needed to get to that enticing release, deep inside her, but he tried to hold back just a little, just enough to really savor what might be the only fuck he'd ever have in his life.
Sophie was nearly there too, he could tell. She was clutching his head close to her and crying out ecstatically with each descent down onto him. Good, he'd at least manage to make the bitch come once, maybe she'd treat him with a bit more respect after that.
But it was then, just as they were both about to let go, coming together for the first time, that the door opened without warning.




Chapter 2

Everything seemed to happen at once. Sophie was biting her lip, shuddering against his body, her pussy clenching and spasming as she came, before she swiftly pulled herself up off of him.
It was too late, he had been too close. He groaned, part in relief and part in embarrassment as his cock twitched and spurted his load in ropey jets, the first hitting her thigh as she quickly got off of him, the rest arcing up then hitting the floor with a wet, thick sound.
"Oh thank God you got here so quickly - did Fliss tell you, he was taking advantage of me!" Sophie exclaimed, rushing to grab the gray towel that Fliss (the fucking snake), had earlier used to clean her face, and wrapping it around her body.
In astounded horror, Curtis barely noticed the little bitch letting the three people who had entered the room lech at her freshly fucked body for just slightly too long before covering herself up, or the obvious erection in the 60 year old Pete Miles' pants. Curtis barely registered anything, in fact, except that Sophie's ridiculous lie was somehow convincing to them.
"What the fuck? Look at me, I'm tied up, how the fuck would I have --"
They weren't listening to him though. Janice Miles, Pete's wife and the elected mayor of Sanctuary, hugged Sophie to her in her towel as if to say 'there, there, you poor girl'. Pete was far too busy ogling Sophie to pay attention to Curtis, and the third person was Madeleine Taylor, the 'religious leader' in Sanctuary. As the guy who maintained the network and access to the archives, and who could see everyone's browsing history, Curtis had a feeling that this was a job she'd chosen because she didn't want to bother learning how to do any proper work, rather than because of any good Christian values. The 37 year old watched almost as much weird Japanese porn as he did. She was wearing a simple black dress and the big silver cross that had been passed down from Sanctuary's original minister, along with an expression that was clearly supposed to be horrified indignation at the sin she had just witnessed (it kind of looked like she was just staring at his penis though).
"This is strictly forbidden as you well know, Curtis! Ugh, we knew as soon as you were born that this sort of thing would become a problem eventually. Young men just can't be trusted!" Janice scolded.
"I told, you, she wanted me to, look, I'm fucking restrained, don't you think I'd have put my goddamn dick away if I could use my fucking hands?" he said, his teeth gritted in frustration at the idiocy around him.
Madeleine winced at the blasphemy.
"This will be decided at a trial. I will be doing the whole community a disservice if I don't push for the strictest punishment within our laws for this," Janice said decisively.
Sophie pulled out of her arms, uncomfortable.
"Wait, I mean, it's not that serious is it? What is the strictest punishment?"
She looked uneasy.
Oh, fuck. So she thought this was just going to be some fucking hilarious prank to get me put on some kind of shitty duty for a week or something, and it turns out they take breaking their biggest rule a bit more fucking seriously than that. Brilliant, Sophie, just fucking brilliant.
"Well, nobody has broken the rules about fraternization since they were brought in, but naturally, we did conceive of potential solutions for if it ever did happen when we passed the laws. I believe the way that we decided we'd ensure it wouldn't happen twice was chemical castration for the male perpetrator."
Sophie had turned pale, and her eyes met his with a terrified mixture of pleading and pity. He felt all the color drain from his own face.
"You can't! I had no say in any of this, she tricked me! Tell them, Sophie! Tell them it was a fucking prank or whatever it was you and Fliss thought you were fucking doing!"
Sophie's lips parted as if she was about to speak, but she hesitated.
Come on, for fuck's sake, do something decent for once!
His tingling hands were clenched into tight fists behind his back.
"Prank or not, you cannot deny that the... fraternization occurred, can you, now? And if it occurred, then the rule was broken and the punishment needs to be effected."
Sophie looked a little relieved that there was no real arguing with that - nothing she said would get Curtis off the hook, so she may as well keep quiet, lest anybody decide that she and Fliss might need to face some sort of negative consequences too.
"The Lord does teach us to forgive, Mrs Miles..." Madeleine said, fidgeting with her silver cross and avoiding eye contact with anybody
"I don't know what you mean, Maddy, it's scarcely a punishment at all - the boy will be much happier after the procedure, anyway, given he won't have to fight such urges anymore," Janice said haughtily.
Boy? Patronizing cunt. I'm a man. That's the whole fucking point...
He said nothing though, afraid he might make things worse for himself, either by letting out his rage in some kind of tirade he wasn't in the best position to be coming out with, or by embarrassing himself further by bursting into tears of frustration and fear.
"Well, if you have nothing more to say on the matter, we will hold the trial tomorrow. Now, Pete, Maddy, we should find his father and tell him what has happened here."
"Are you just going to leave them alone in here together, after that?" Pete asked his wife, with the air of a man who knew he was probably about to be scolded.
"Oh! Yes, please don't leave me here alone with him!" Sophie said dramatically, pulling on her shorts under her towel and reaching for her shirt.
Janice looked irritated for a moment, then made up her mind.
"I had thought he wouldn't be in the mood for any more shenanigans now, but you're probably right Sophie, he won't be able to be trusted until after the procedure. You come with us. Maddy, perhaps you could stay with him, and tell him the Lord's view on his behavior. Plus... Someone will need to untie him."
She fucking knows I'm tied up! What kind of fucked up logic do these people operate under? Still, I'd rather Madeleine than Sophie for company right now, considering I want to wring Sophie's neck... Ugh, I know what dad will think, too. That they're a bunch of fucking morons. But he won't have the guts to do anything about it, and he'll probably just give me some bullshit pity speech about how we have to go along with whatever the assholes in charge want because of the community or whatever weak-assed shit... I am so fucking over this place.




Chapter 3

As soon as Pete, Janice and Sophie had left the room, Curtis noted with surprise that Madeleine was acting differently. She stalked over to his chair, and picked up a utility knife from Fliss' belongings on a metal shelf by her bed. Standing behind him, he could feel the heat of her breath close to his neck as she nicked open the cable ties binding his hands. She moved in front of him as he flexed his fingers to try and bring the sensation back into them, before hastily tucking his sticky cock back in his clothes, looking away from her uncomfortably.
And yet, she had a serious look on her face that was more urgent than stern.
"I'll do your ankles in just a second, but first I need to talk to you about something," she said in a conspiratorial tone.
"If it's about the Lord then --"
"It's not. It's about getting you out of this mess."
She had his attention. Actually, she often had his attention, she was one of the only women in Sanctuary other than the two girls close to his age (who he now hated with the passion of a thousand suns, whatever a sun looked like) who was remotely fuckable - a young looking 37 with a pretty smile, long dark hair and a nice curvy body. Plus the whole minister thing made her hot in an out of bounds kind of way. Even though all women were technically out of bounds for him, she was more out of bounds than anyone else because she was supposed to be everybody's moral guidance or some shit.
"Is there a way to do that? Like, to literally do it, not some metaphorical thing involving God's forgiveness or whatever?"
She smiled.
"There's a real way to save you, body and soul, if you are worried I'm teasing you with some Christian stuff. But it does come at a price, and when you hear what you'll have to do, well, you may decide it isn't worth it, that you'd rather just live out your days with no desire..."
"No, no, whatever I have to do, if it lets me keep on being myself, then I'm in."
"Like I said, you may not feel that way when I tell you the plan."
"So tell me the plan! Please, Madeleine, I need this!" he said, almost tearing up with the hope she'd given him in the face of such an unthinkable future.
"I'll tell you everything - including what I want in return for helping you - but I can't do it now, they could come back at any minute. Wait until this evening at, say, 9, when they're all having their after dinner rec time, and come to the chapel. If anyone asks, say that you want to pray alone with me for forgiveness for your sins, so you can face your trial with a clean conscience, or something like that - the more pious sounding the better, we do not want to be interrupted."
"I'm, not in the most trusting mood today, as you can probably imagine. You saw how they set me up. Can you reassure me that this isn't some other awful bullshit?"
"Look, I wouldn't be helping you if I didn't believe you that you were set up... or, maybe I would, I don't know," she said somewhat wistfully, confusing him a little, "you have my word as a servant of God that I wouldn't do anything so crass, although, God has nothing to do with that really, it's more just, you know, not being an asshole... Now, I can't stress enough that you may not like the solution I offer, you may reject it. But it is indeed a true solution that at least gives you an option. So, will you trust me?"
She looked very grave, and while Curtis had never been entirely sure whether she was half as religious as she made out, he didn't think she'd do anything outright evil while bringing her God's name into it. Besides, even if this was yet another trap, what worse thing could he possibly be sentenced to? What could she do to make his situation any more shit? Nothing. And so he chose to hang on to the hope. At the very least, it would make the rest of today more bearable, even if it did come to nothing.
He nodded.
She smiled a smile of solidarity, and cut the ties on his ankles.
"I have some preparations to make, so I'll go now - you probably want to head back to your own room, too... But 9, yeah? Knock five times on the door so I know it's you."
He spent the rest of the day in agitation, avoiding people where he could. It was irritating enough that he was the main topic of gossip in the small community now, but he had the added hardship of trying to act like he wasn't hoping for a way out. His father came to see him, apologetic and as weak as he'd been expecting, but he got rid of him just by acting angry and sullen and like he wanted to be left alone. He'd outgrown teenage sulking years ago, but it was good mood to channel when he wanted people to leave him the fuck alone, and his dad bought it easily.
Alone on his bed, his mind was racing. What was Madeleine going to suggest? Some kind of bargain? Did she have some meaty blackmail material on Janice or something, that could get her to change her mind? Or was it a loophole in the rules of Sanctuary that she knew about, that he could invoke at the trial? No, that didn't seem like it would carry any particularly high cost. Fuck, was she going to suggest murdering Janice? Was that why she'd been so hung up on him possibly not being down for doing it?
Would I? Could I kill someone like that to save myself? I mean, when push comes to shove, Janice is a horrible person, but wouldn't killing her just put someone else annoying in charge? Would I have to kill a load of people? Or maybe she thinks I should violently overthrow Sanctuary, and become the mayor myself... Change the rules... Could that work? Fuck, I don't know...
He was of no mind to eat dinner, whether by going to the dining hall where everyone else would be, or by going to the kitchen and getting some of his rations to eat in his room. He had no appetite at all, with all of the anxiety gnawing away in his abdomen. But it was 8 now, so he just took a long time over showering and getting dressed again, before slipping out to go to the chapel, which was adjacent to Madeleine's bedroom on the second floor down from the surface.
Mercifully, nobody saw him on his way there, so he didn't have to lie about praying or any of that stuff - pious wasn't really something he felt like he could pull off, today or any other day. Alone in the bare gray hallway, he took a deep breath, and rapped five times on the door.




Chapter 4

Madeleine's pale face appeared in the crack where she opened the door. The chapel behind her seemed to be lit only by candles, with a faint orange glow showing in the dimness, in contrast to the uniform brightness of everywhere else in Sanctuary.
"Did anyone see you on the way here?" she asked in a low voice.
"No," he replied, before being hurriedly beckoned inside.
The chapel was small, and bare. He'd hardly ever been inside before, as neither he nor his father were particularly religious, but the few times he'd been in there there had been artificial lighting and other people. Now, in the soft glow of the candles, with nobody there but himself and the minister, the woman who might just be his only chance of escaping castration, it felt like the most silent, still place he'd ever seen - and considering he'd only ever seen places that were part of an underground bunker formed from a cave network, that was saying a lot.
There was a big metallic cross pinned to the end wall, opposite the door, and a couple of rows of dark wood benches, as well as a simple lectern with a bible on it, open. Off to the left was a door which he assumed was another entrance to Madeleine's quarters, in the next room. Why had she wanted to meet him here, instead of in her room?
"You don't like it here, do you?" she said.
Taking it to mean 'here' as in, the chapel, he replied that it was fine, he just wasn't really into church stuff.
"I'm going to tell you a story, Curtis. I know you probably want me to get straight to the point, that you're desperate for the answers, but first I have to tell you a bit about me, so you will understand how I came to know of this solution, why I want what I want in return for giving it to you, and more than anything else, why you can trust me. Sit down."
He nodded dumbly - he didn't like how it felt to break the silence in here by speaking, and she'd already addressed anything he might have said about making with the answers. He took a seat on one of the wooden benches at the back of the small room, and to his surprise, she sat beside him, rather than standing at the lectern to deliver her story as he'd for some reason expected she would. Her thigh, still in the same black dress as earlier, was pressed against his.
"When you were born, and they couldn't save your mother, a decision was made in Sanctuary that didn't just condemn you to this frustrating life, but also me. I was 17 at the time, you see. I wasn't old enough to vote on the decision to ban sex between men and women of childbearing age, not that it would have made a difference if I had been, given that people outside of that age range who were in favor of it - given it didn't affect them - outnumbered us younger people four to one. Every generation in Sanctuary has been much smaller than the one before, as I'm sure you know. Yours was to be the last one. And with that decision, the things I'd been expecting might start to happen for me soon - sex, love, maybe even children some day - they were all replaced with a future where I'd be seen as a ticking timebomb, tempting men just by existing, fighting my own urges, being watched all the time to make sure I didn't fuck up and... well, fuck anyone. Just like you."
He honestly hadn't considered it, what it had been like for her generation when he'd been born and ruined things for everyone. There were maybe 20 people in her age range, he guessed - not many at all, but more than in his. Had they all suddenly discovered that they wouldn't be allowed to lose their virginity or pair off and fall in love, that they'd better hope they could start finding their own gender attractive (if they didn't already) because otherwise, no sex until they were like, 50?
"I am sorry, I guess you put up with it all these years and me, I couldn't even make it past 21 without being caught with my pants down..."
"When I was 17, I hadn't yet taken on a role in Sanctuary. But in light of the fact things were changing in this new, more puritanical direction, I realized that I would have a much easier life if I chose this. The minister at the time was preparing to retire, and so, I decided that by becoming his replacement, I could not only have one of the easiest jobs in the community, but also avoid a lot of the prying and spying of the older people. A minister is respected, even if they are young, and so they wouldn't dare to make any insinuations about me being one of those troublesome young people with their urges. I could also avoid having to do one of the harder jobs, in terms of the studying or the labor involved. Plus, people would tell me their secrets, which sounded interesting - don't tell me you didn't choose to work on the archive system at least partly to know what everybody else looks at!"
"You know I can do that? I always figured people didn't realize I can see what material they've been viewing, otherwise some might find it hard to look me in the eye..."
You know that I know you like dirty gangbang scenes, and tentacle hentai?
"Yes, I know you can do that. Sometimes I felt like you were the only person who actually had a clue what I was really like, in fact. I would intentionally keep my archive searches interesting, as if to sort of communicate with you. I'm not sure why, I guess I just wanted to be honest with someone about something..."
"So, because you couldn't have sex anyway, the one downside of the minister's role, traditionally - the chastity -  wasn't an issue, and so you took it. That's pretty smart, really. I always knew you weren't really all holy..."
"I am a believer, don't get me wrong. I believe in the Lord, and I believe that Christian values are probably the only thing that can make a small community like this survive in a civilized way, without everyone losing their shit and it being anarchy. So, I do think what I do has a meaning. It's not all fake. But do I think things like sexual desire are sins? No, and even if they are, it is for God to decide who has sinned, who should be punished and who should be forgiven, not a bunch of old assholes like Janice."
"OK, so this does go a long way toward explaining why you want to help me, and why I can trust you, but you haven't told me what I have to do yet..."
Madeleine took a deep breath. The candles flickered as she steeled herself to tell him.
"The minister before me, and the minister before him and so on, they had access to important information which is passed down with the job. Information about Sanctuary. Information that I have, and Janice, as the mayor, also has, but nobody else is allowed access to. Among that information is a way for you to escape and be free."
"How? What is it? A law or a secret or..."
"Escape and be free. Listen to the words, Curtis. The information I have is the code that unlocks the main doors to Sanctuary. The solution I'm offering is that. Leave Sanctuary and go up into the old world."
Curtis's eyes widened and his heart felt like it might pound right out of his chest.
"I... I'm sorry, I was not expecting that. I thought I'd thought of everything, up to and including murdering half of Sanctuary, but leaving? I mean, there's no life out there, is there? The invasion... They were killing everyone, that's why our ancestors came down here..."
"It was generations ago. This bunker was designed to help people survive if there was a nuclear war. In the end, that wasn't what happened - the aliens came. But we don't really know what happened that day, do we? Our ancestors made it down here so fast and immediately cut themselves off from the outside. None of them even saw the aliens themselves, and we don't know what the rest of humanity did, because we only have copies of what was on their networks up to that day in our archives. We have no information at all about the invasion, really, only the speculations passed down by Sanctuary residents. Maybe other humans, the military or whoever, fought and won, and out there are people. Maybe the aliens left after a while to conquer someplace else, and out there is wilderness. Maybe the aliens are there, and hostile, and you'll have to turn tail and come straight back down here and hope nobody noticed you left, or... maybe you'll be killed. We don't know at all. But if you stay, we know Janice will see to it that you are chemically castrated tomorrow, and then you'll live here for maybe 70 years while everyone slowly dies off around you, and then that will be the story of you, and of Sanctuary."
"So, the code, it'll get me back in? I mean, if I get out there and it's quite obviously worse than in here, I can come back? I wouldn't want to, but, well, like you say, anything could be outside, and maybe some possibilities would make being sealed away in here with Janice and Sophie seem like paradise..."
"I'll be honest, I cannot guarantee that - it should work that way, and I hope that it does, for my sake as well as yours - but the mechanism is very old, so I can't vouch for it 100%. But then, if there was no risk involved in going out there, it would be an easy choice, wouldn't it?"
"Yes. Yes it would... so I guess it's all down to whether I'm willing to take the risk that I could be stranded out there permanently... Wait, what do you mean you hope it works for your sake as well as mine?"
"It's part of what I want in return if I give you the code. I want you to come back for me if you discover a better world out there."
"I would, I would definitely try. That's not much at all to ask, really, although I'd come late at night and sneak in and get you, I wouldn't want to let the rest of the assholes here in on my new world... maybe my dad... the rest of them can rot down here," he said, surprising himself at how strongly he felt about such a hypothetical situation.
"That seems entirely reasonable, given the circumstances... But it's only the first part of what I want you to do for me for giving you the code. The other thing, well, it's optional, I'll still help you escape if you decide to, whether you do it or not, but... well, it'd be a very welcome expression of your gratitude for me taking the risks on my end - given I am going to have to find a way to look like I am not involved in your disappearance, and so on..."
"Honestly, if I'm going to do this... and, right now, I think I am, as insane as it feels... then for making it possible, you can have whatever you want."
"I was hoping you'd say that. Because I want you to take my virginity. Here and now."
"Holy fuck..."
She laughed, and he realized he'd inadvertently made a bad joke.
"Uh, I mean... it would be my pleasure... but just for my own peace of mind, can you give me the code first? As I said earlier, I'm possibly a bit more wary of potential traps than usual today, where offers of sex are concerned."
She smiled as if she completely understood, got up and went to the bible on her lectern, taking out a piece of paper slipped between two of its pages like the dozens of others being used as bookmarks.
"This is just a note with a copy from the original document, I made it earlier to give to you. I may have need of the original myself someday."
He glanced at it quickly, and saw a list of maybe 40 letters, numbers and special characters. This wasn't the kind of code one could just memorize, and in any case, he didn't really care about what the code was - that wouldn't be important until he was at the door, ready to leave. He just wanted to have it before he committed any more sexual infractions, as though that proved that there was nothing shady going on here (it didn't of course, Madeleine could have faked the whole thing, code included, but there was only so far down the rabbit hole of paranoia that he was willing to go).
"Good enough?" she asked gently, sliding back along the bench to sit beside him again, this time brazenly running her hand up his inner thigh.
"Yep. I think that's all in order..." he replied, looking towards her in the candlelight and smiling, his cock stiffening already.




Chapter 5

He wanted to make it as good for her as possible - he knew that. He could only imagine how she felt. The frustration he knew so well amplified over 20 years of pretending to be above all of that, to be the good, pure, Christian woman. He knew her tastes, too. He had on a few occasions followed the links to the things she had watched, and got off to them himself, fascinated by the idea of an attractive, unattainable woman masturbating to hardcore group sex scenes, rough ones too, whether they were acted out by real people or animated. He wanted it to be good for himself, too. Whatever might happen to him when he left this place, if he died, if he ended up turning around and coming straight back to face Janice, if he found himself surviving as the only human out in a vast wasteland, he didn't want his only memory of sex to be that fiasco with Sophie. And he had plenty of tension inside him, which he was certain blowing his load inside the hot minister would relieve.
She was looking at him expectantly, her eyes shining in the candlelight, her hand on his leg. She wanted him to take charge, it seemed. Well, ridiculous as it was, he was still the one of the two of them who wasn't a virgin. But his experience was mostly in his imagination. Well, that would have to be enough.
He turned on the bench so his upper body was facing hers and took a firm hold of her shoulders, pulling her in and kissing her hard. He had never kissed a woman before, and might never again, so he poured all of his desire, all of his urgency into it, kissing her deeply, inhaling the scent of her close to him, and exploring her clothed body with his hands. She was so responsive. He felt her chest rising as she inhaled sharply through her nose, before letting out an audible moan of longing as he continued probing her mouth with his tongue.
I will need her to be quiet, though, as sexy as those little moans are, and as much as I'd like to make her scream.
He broke away from the kiss just long enough to whisper in her ear, as assertively as he could, that he was going to have to cover her mouth while he fucked her, because he didn't think she'd be able to keep quiet. She nodded, her eyes gleaming with lust, and he roughly covered the bottom half of her face with his hand.
I thought that would turn her on. This is how she's always wanted it. And as well as it being so fucking hot having her all submissive like this, it also means I don't have to feel so anxious about anyone hearing us...
He pushed her back so her upper body was flat against the church bench, standing so he could keep his hand over her mouth. He roughly pulled up her right leg and hooked it over the back of the bench, causing her dress to ride up, revealing that she wasn't wearing any panties underneath. The sight of her bare pussy, with its light covering of hair clearly trimmed, caught him unawares, and his cock throbbed as he realized she had prepared herself this way just hoping he'd agree to fuck her, that she'd probably been wet with anticipation, hoping for this moment all afternoon.
She's a virgin who wants to be fucked like a dirty slut, clearly. Man, I hope this plan works out and I can come back for her and take her somewhere I can give her all the cock she wants...
But as much as he wanted to just bury his dick in her and fuck her to completion right there and then, it seemed like that would somehow be leaving money on the table. For both of them. Her eyes were begging him to do it, but no, he had other parts of her he wanted to etch onto his memory first. With his free hand he grabbed the bottom hem of her dress in his hand and yanked it up roughly, making it bunch just above the swell of her round, firm tits. He'd spent plenty of time idly ogling her breasts in that clingy yet demure black dress she always wore, during boring Sanctuary assemblies and in the dining hall. He wasn't going to waste the chance to feel the weight of them in his hands, or to hopefully tease her to even greater levels of desire by pinching and sucking the hard nipples he could see straining against her basic, standard issue white cotton bra.
She's seen a lot of porn, I bet she would love to be dressed up in some lacy, slutty lingerie that really showed off her body for me right now. Not that it matters.
His jeans were unbearably uncomfortable now, and so with one hand still on her face, looming over her as she lay exposed on the bench in her own church, he managed to unbutton his fly and pull them down. He kicked off the basic sports shoes he had on, and stepped out of his jeans, all without taking any of the pressure off of the minister's mouth. She was breathing hard through her nose, he could tell that having her cunt exposed like this while she was effectively pinned down and gagged was just the kind of thing she had fantasized about, perhaps even with him being the one doing it.
I like the way she looks like this, but it'd be a shame not to feel her mouth around my cock before I fuck her. Guess I'd better just be firm with her.
"OK, I'm going to take my hand off your mouth in just a second, but I can't have you making any noise, so you're going to open your lips and take my cock in your mouth instead. And I need you to get it really wet for me, because I'm going to fuck your nice big tits after that," he said in a low voice, right in her ear.
She nodded under his hand and made a muffled noise of enthusiastic assent.
Seems like either I did sound bossy enough there, or she's just buying into this whole dominant thing, even if she knows I'm just kind of winging it...
His cock jutted out as soon as he'd pulled down his underwear, hard and thick, and he gripped it close to her face, watching her eyes take it in. The sheer lust on her face at the sight of the first real cock she had ever seen, in decades of longing to feel one inside her stretching out her tight virgin pussy, made him ache. Sophie had certainly never let on that she wanted him like this, and it was a feeling he'd never forget. A beautiful woman hungry for his dick, waiting for him to give her what she needed.
"Yes, suck me," he managed to say, as he pressed the shining head of his cock against her full lips, and felt her mouth open to take him in.
The sensation of her tongue exploring the tip of his cock while she gently sucked, swirling and teasing him right where he was most sensitive, made him catch his breath. He knew he wouldn't be able to stand it for too long without coming, he was already experiencing a previously unknown kind of arousal - one where he would actually get to do what he wanted - but he couldn't resist grabbing her hair in his hands and forcing his cock deeper into her mouth. Her eyes closed briefly in pleasure, letting him know this wasn't too much for her, and she moaned slightly, the sound muffled by her full mouth.
Keeping one hand in her hair, he fucked her accommodating mouth, feeling her try to suck him harder. He moved his other hand down to her bra, and pulled it down blindly, his eyes still on her face. Suppressing the groans he so badly wanted to make as she blew him, he roughly groped at her now bare breast, squeezing hard and rubbing his palm against her nipple.
It was a travesty that there was so little time - that he would need to escape tonight, and that once he'd come, that would be the end of this encounter. He pictured how it might feel to come like this, and feel her greedily swallow down his load before taking her time to get him hard again. Then there were her gorgeous tits - how would she like to have him come all over them, too? But no, she had wanted him to take her virginity, and so he had to hold back until he'd done that. He reluctantly released her hair and pulled out of her mouth, gripping onto his own dick hard.
"Lie down on the floor, and keep your dress up and your bra down like that," he ordered her, still keeping his voice as quiet as he could, and trying to maintain a tone of authority despite how close he was to losing control.
Madeleine stood, and did as he asked, lying down on the cold, stone floor of the chapel, her bare ass pressed against it and her legs spread wide, as though she was expecting that he would get between them and fuck her now. She looked so invitingly wanton and pornographic spread for him like that that he almost forgot himself and did just that, but he'd told her he was going to fuck her tits and he knew he'd regret it later if he didn't do it.
She didn't protest or even question it when, instead of plowing into her glistening pussy, he instead sank down to his knees over her torso, and began to rub his thumbs over her nipples, teasing and tweaking them, and feeling her body jolt a little beneath his ass as she responded to the feeling. Her skin was slightly slippery with sweat, and his cock slid easily between the flesh of her tits as he pressed them together. The sight of the head of his cock appearing and disappearing above her cleavage and the feel of her supple, firm breasts pressed against his swollen cock were driving him crazy. Fuck, why hadn't she let guys do this before? Why hadn't she let him do it? This wouldn't get anyone pregnant. But he knew, really. In Madeleine's case, it would have been too hard for her to stop, and too frustrating to go this far and still never get fucked. And besides, if Janice or whoever found him with his cock between a pair of tits, or in a girl's ass, or really, anywhere other than in his pants, he was fairly sure it'd be treated as though he'd broken the no sex rule anyway. He'd been judged to be a danger since he was born, in that respect.
"You feel so fucking good, Madeleine, I swear if I didn't have so little time I would come on every fucking inch of you and fuck every hole you have," he grunted, thrusting his hips a couple more, last times for a couple more delicious strokes between her breasts.
"Please, fuck me," she whispered.
He knew it was time, and he'd never wanted to do anything more, but still, to keep up the mood that he knew got her off, he put his hand back over her mouth as he repositioned himself between her thighs, and growled into her ear as he pressed the head of his cock against the slick entrance of her.
"I like it when you beg, but it's me that gets to decide when you get fucked."
Her eyelids flickered and her breath quickened as he used his hand to rub the tip of his dick, now wet with her juices, against her clit. He felt her hips bucking against him a little, trying to stimulate herself more against him. He'd watched Sophie and Fliss together enough times to know how girls liked to be touched, but feeling the response of this hot older woman's body when it was him doing it turned him on so much more. All thoughts of the danger, the situation he was in, left him. There just wasn't room in one man to be worrying about all of that terrifying shit right now. He exhaled slowly as he guided his cock into her.
Despite how wet Madeleine was, her pussy was still extremely tight around his cock, and that first drive into her, until he was fucking her as deep as he could, felt incredible. While he'd fucked another virgin only hours earlier, this was in no way the same - Sophie had been fucked countless times with who knows what random, vaguely phallic items and Fliss' fingers, and was used to feeling her cunt stretched and satisfied whenever she was horny. Madeleine, as far as he knew, had only been with herself, and having her pussy stuffed with his thick, hard cock was an experience she'd been craving for her whole adult life, remaining unfulfilled. Fucking her, knowing what it meant to her, feeling her body respond to him as he held her down and plowed into her hard, watching the desperation in her eyes as he knew he was getting her closer and closer to coming the way she'd always wanted to, it was intense.
He took his hand away from her mouth, now just as concerned about the noises he might make as he came, and kissed her deeply.




Chapter 6

There was a strange mood in the chapel after they had both come, and Madeleine had dressed again in her black dress. It should have been a time to feel quiet and close, but it was as though as soon as the act was done, all of the anxiety about what would happen next had returned to both of them.
Curtis, of course, had the most to worry about, as he was now to be making his escape, but Madeleine was feeling the tension too. When this night was over, she'd be under suspicion as the only person other than Janice who had the exit code, that is, unless she came up with a suitably good lie or found a way to make it look like Curtis had died and left no body. Curtis was too afraid to ask her what her plan was in that respect, if she even had one. He'd vowed to come back for her, and to be able to do that, he needed to put all of his efforts into getting out there and surviving, not worrying about what situations he might have left behind for his only accomplice to weather.
They spoke quietly and in urgent tones as they prepared, and for a while Curtis waited alone in the chapel while Madeleine, who would look less suspicious should anyone see her roaming around in the middle of the night, went to the kitchens and stores to prepare some provisions for Curtis to carry out with him. The hardest part was finding a bag, given that nobody in Sanctuary ever really had to carry anything very far, but she managed to unearth one very old canvas thing with a zip, that had probably been used when the first members of Sanctuary made their way down here to seal themselves away forever.
She'd found for him plenty of dried vegetables and fruits from their hydroponic, electrically lit farm by the underground lake that Sanctuary was built around, and prepared a few bottles of water, though they were heavy, and so he'd need to find a source of drinking water out in the surface world as soon as he could anyway. There was no meat, because nobody in Sanctuary's current generation had ever tasted any, where the supplies of dried and canned meats originally brought down with the first people had long been used up by their greedy forebearers. For protein, she'd packed him as many nuts as she could find. She'd also taken some basic medicines - aspirin, which they could synthesize in Sanctuary's lab, was the most commonly used drug down here - and some antiseptic lotions and bandages. Finally, she added to the canvas bag the sharpest knife she could find in the kitchen, as well as a few tools from the generator room - a wrench and some screwdrivers - figuring that these could be useful if he had to survive in the wilderness, but could also double up as weapons. Perhaps for hunting, perhaps for defending himself. She didn't like to think about that too much.
It was 3am when everything was prepared, and they agreed it was best for Curtis to make his move. At 5, people may start to wake up, especially the oldest people, who didn't seem to need much sleep at all. He knew he would need to have ghosted away by then.
"I think you should stay here. I know how to get to the exit, and, well, there's no point risking you being seen coming back after I've left, is there?"
"Won't you feel better if you don't have to do it alone, though?"
"I'll be alone as soon as I'm on the other side of the door anyway. At least, I hope I will..."
Madeleine conceded that he was right, that what little comfort she might be able to give on his walk to the door wasn't really of great enough worth to take the risk, and with a tearful hug, she told him she'd be praying for him every day, and that she would never give up hope that he was alive out there, and on his way back for her, to take her to a better world.
Trying not to tear up himself he replied:
"Don't get too ahead of yourself. Save the prayers for if I'm not back in a couple of hours with my tail between my legs because I got chased by a wolf or something..."
He was joking, of course, a wolf - at least as far as he knew from the archives, having never seen any kind of animal himself - would still be higher on his list of things he'd like to face than Janice and her chemical castration.
Madeleine sniffed a little, and so he kissed her, and told her that the best thing she could do was get some rest. He knew she wouldn't be able to, but there was no other advice to hand, really. He felt guilty, knowing that she was in for a tough time of it, covering for him, and also that he'd be leaving her burdened with so many unknowns about what had become of him after his flight from Sanctuary.
But, needs must.
***
The main exit was past the lake, and up a steep incline that everybody in Sanctuary pretty much ignored. Most kids would have at one point asked someone 'where does that path go?' and been told that it just lead to the dead end of the door that people had used to enter Sanctuary on the day humanity fell. Some, like Curtis, would be curious enough to walk that long, steep path, but only once, because it was tiring and the door really was that boring. For people who knew their whole world needed to be kept inside of these caves or they'd surely die, a door like that may as well have been no door at all.
The lights used by the farm were bright even when all of the other lighting was off for the night, so it was no different from walking around the clear, clean lake in the middle of the day, only Curtis couldn't help but wonder if soon, he might actually get to see what the middle of the day looked like under the real sun. He needed to take out his flashlight though, the one he used for getting around Sanctuary after hours when he was needed to work on the archives, or when he was sneaking out to Sophie's room because she'd made some lame yet successful attempt to lure him and toy with him, to make it up the path to the door itself.
He also needed his flashlight to look at the copy of the code that had come out of Madeleine's bible, and to use the safe-style turning lock to input it into the door. This thing had been built to last. Mercifully there was no sticking or grinding as he turned the dial, despite its many decades of neglect. Adrenaline rose inside him as he got to the final parts of the code. Will it really work? Did I make any mistakes? If it worked this easily, will it work again if I need to come back through? His heart pounded with every move of his fingers.
The last character in the code was an N. And unremarkable letter, but the one that would decide whether or not his first attempt at getting through the longwinded series of letters and numbers without error was a success. It was with both relief and dread that he heard a loud clunk from inside the thick metal structure of the door as he entered his N. It had worked, at least, it had done something to the door, and that meant that now, he actually had to use it.
Apart from dust falling down on his hair, nothing stood in his way as he opened up the door, and, flashlight pointing ahead, stepped through it. What was on the other side was just more of the same rocky path, but that was to be expected - Sanctuary was underground after all, he couldn't expect to be able to tell what sort of world awaited on the surface from here, where it was still very easy to say no to it and go back.
"Well, here goes nothing, then," he whispered to himself, as he closed the door behind him as gently as he could, hearing it clunking back into its locked state automatically.




Chapter 7

As he felt the air change, and began to see some glimmers of what must be natural light against the stone pathway, he also started to see things that had never existed in his world in Sanctuary before. A patch of green here that was a real plant, one that grew here for no other reason than because it could, rather than because it was being cultivated by people for food. A small creature with lots of legs - a real live spider. Nothing lived in Sanctuary, where there was no light that wasn't man made and nothing to feed on that wasn't created for humans, so all he knew about such creatures had come from reading. He was still unclear on whether these things were safe, though, so he didn't scoop up the spider to examine it, even though he really wanted to.
Finally, there was an opening, though it was overgrown with ferns and he had to tear his way out. He didn't mind the green stains and sap on his hands, though - it was fascinating to get to touch something wild.
But as he pulled his body out of the darkness, he realized that one of the most basic truths he had held in his mind for his whole existence was in fact, a lie - or at least, a misconception. The network of caves that made up the foundation for Sanctuary were not deep below ground at all. They were inside a mountain.
Wind whipped at his hair and he felt the chill of an early morning outside for the first time, as he looked out from the cave entrance he had emerged from over far more of the old world than he had been expecting to see. Perhaps time was a little off on the clocks in Sanctuary after all these years, or perhaps it had taken him longer to get from the door to here than he had thought, but the sun was almost fully up, and the view he had was both clear, and bewildering. To one side, he saw rows and rows of tall white windmills on hills of green, next to more fields with gleaming panels that he guessed, due to them being next to the wind farms, were for gathering solar energy - something else he knew about from his deep dives into the culture of the old world in the archives.
Well, I can guess what they are for, but they look well maintained, and not like they were ever in some kind of apocalypse either. Does that mean this place didn't actually get hit by the invasion after all? Or does it mean that these energy farms weren't here before, that there are other people here now, using electricity and keeping them running?
There was no other clue in this vista as to what kind of world awaited him if he descended from the mountain - his view was blocked in one direction by a large tree growing out from the rocks next to where he stood, and beyond the wind farm he could only see forests and more fields - too distant to tell if they were tended or overgrown.
It was with great trepidation that he decided to try and go around the mountain and see what could be seen from the other side. It wasn't just that he wasn't convinced his crappily made shoes - the only shoes he had owned in Sanctuary, issued to him to use when he worked out in the communal gym - had any grip to them at all. It was also the fact that there was something symbolic about moving away from the entrance to Sanctuary. Something that meant he was really, actually doing this, not just getting his thrill of seeing the sun and the sky and the green living world, and dashing back to the unpleasant yet known future Sanctuary held.
Don't be so stupid, as long as you can find your way back it's no big deal. Can't just stand here scratching my ass waiting for this not to feel dangerous.
He took a deep breath, after giving himself this little pep talk, and began to very, very carefully follow the stony remnants of a path that wound around the mountain, but also downwards toward the world below.
I guess this was how our ancestors got up to Sanctuary that day. It must be a fairly safe track, given how much stuff they must have shifted into Sanctuary when they were building it, and how fast people would have needed to access it if it really had ever been used because of a nuclear war.
But if it had once been a well maintained path, which the evidence of what would once have been a wooden handrail suggested, it was now overgrown, and while this may have been nothing to a seasoned outdoorsman, to Curtis it meant slow progress, with every step carefully premeditated to avoid nettles and brambles and other suspicious looking flora.
It was after a good twenty minutes of this that his view began to change, and show him something new.
There were roads. At least, there was one road, that he could see clearly down below, passing by close to the mountain's base, he guessed, and off in the direction of the sunrise. But a road alone didn't mean anything. No, it was the thing he was sure he had seen pelting down that road, sunlight glinting off of metal, or glass, and much too fast for an animal or a person.
A car. It has to be. Or, at least, some kind of vehicle. And if there are cars, moving, traveling cars, then there are people trying to get to places.
There are people out here.
Squinting at the horizon in the direction the car had been going in, he could just about make out the structured forms of buildings. That had to be it - some kind of civilization that still existed out here, with cars and a town and who knows what else. Old world things he had only read about, and progress too, progress people had made while he and his community were jerking off in a big cave thinking they were the last of humanity.
He wanted to laugh at them, waking up inside the mountain for another identical day (though of course, it wouldn't be a normal day at all, once people noticed he was gone). He felt a surge of excited optimism that damn near made him want to sprint down the rest of the mountain and run with all his power until he reached that town, or another one, or until one of the cars stopped him and, fascinated to hear his story about the silly people in the caves, took him to their amazing, hi-tech home and let him drink beer and taste meat and flirt with their pretty daughters.
But before he could get too carried away with that idea, the more cautious part of his mind spoke up.
Unless the car, and the town, and the energy farms don't belong to humans. What if the invaders destroyed humanity after all, and then just stayed?
Of course, whatever there was down there, alien or human, the option to stay on the mountain alone wasn't a viable one. Yes, he could probably find a way to survive hiding up here if he had to, but that was probably a plan for after running away from the aliens, if there were any.
With his mind flipping from thrilled anticipation of the wonderful new human civilization he was about to encounter one minute to imagining what an alien that feasted on human flesh might look like the next, Curtis made the painstaking journey down the trail, with the road below his goal.




Chapter 8

When he reached the bottom of the mountain, finding a flat pathway that seemed to branch off in two directions, he needed to take a moment to rest and get his bearings.
It was hot now, the morning almost over, and the exertion of climbing down with the canvas bag of supplies on his back had made him sweat. He sat on a boulder, took out some water, and looked back up the mountain, trying to pick out the height at which he'd started. It was so weird to think that he'd spent his whole life inside that mountain, and that everyone he had ever known was still in there now. To them, where he was right now was another world, and yet, he was so close. With a last look at it, and a last silent promise to Maddy that if this went well, he'd be back for her straight away, he stood to make his choice about which path to take.
If he followed one part of the path back around the mountain, it would probably lead to wherever the people in Sanctuary had originally come from. Little had ever been known - at least by his generation - about where Sanctuary was in relation to other things in the outside world, or why the particular people who first made their way up there on the day of the invasion had been chosen, or had known about the advanced nuclear shelter in the first place. Had they all been people working on it, and had had to use it before they'd had a chance to sell spaces there to people? Had they been local VIPs from some nearby city? Was it a secret that Sanctuary existed, or were there projects to build structures like it all over the place? He had a lot of questions, and he was sure that following the trail they must have taken would lead him to plenty of clues about his ancestors, and the intentions of the place he was born in.
But that wasn't the path he took.
There would be a time later, if he still cared to find out, to worry about Sanctuary's history and why his life up until now had been the way it had. He couldn't prioritize learning about the past - no matter how personal it was - over figuring out what the present was like. And so he took the other path, the one that would lead to the road. Somewhat refreshed by his little break, he did something he'd never done in real space with a real destination before, too. He ran.
It seemed that on the flat, dusty path he could exert himself without the same problems as on the mountain. He didn't really question it - he had spent hours every day working out because that's just what people in Sanctuary did, and so it didn't occur to him that he was making any particular demands on his body, or that his stamina was good. Instead, he just enjoyed it.
The scrubby little tress and hedges around him were alive, there were birds wheeling in the sky, the sun was just... everywhere. He had never been hot before just from existing. It was the same temperature all the time in Sanctuary, and so while he'd read about weather and seen pictures in the archives of people in fur coats out in the snow, and people in little more than underwear standing on sandy beaches in the heat, he had had no concept before that your skin could feel hot or cold without you doing anything to make it that way, like working out or taking a cold shower. It felt strange, the almost searing feel of the powerful sun on his skin, but he welcomed it, this was how people were supposed to feel, right?
Of course, he was actually burning horribly. There were UV lamps in Sanctuary, but his pale skin had never been out in the real sun before, and all of the sensations he was experiencing, that were to him these wonderful signs of being alive in his natural environment, were really the signs of a pasty idiot running around in the middle of the day in summer with just a t-shirt and shorts on to cover himself. The sun was too bright for his eyes, too, but he didn't know that either.
By the time the road was in sight, he was in a state that anyone normal would recognize as moderately severe sunburn, with a good measure of heatstroke setting in. But while he wasn't comfortable, that was for sure, he was putting it all down to some kind of adjustment his body needed to go through, and trying to ignore the pounding headache and the increasing tightness of his skin. He'd take some of his aspirin when he stopped. Maybe he'd stop now, by the roadside. There weren't any cars yet - he had been listening for the sound cars made in old videos, and he hadn't heard it - so perhaps it would be a good time to stop and rest, and watch the road. He would see when a vehicle did come by, if he could make out if the driver was alien or human.
Like the harshness of the sun, shade was a new concept to him, but he found that by an old billboard - the poster on it weathered beyond recognition - there was a patch of shadow where it was cooler to be. It stood to reason that it would shield him from the sun, it had just never occurred to him to seek out cover before. He sat on the dusty ground, realizing his legs were stiff, and the skin on them, and his arms, was an angry pink. He took two of the little pressed aspirin pills and washed them down with a mouthful of now, warmish water, thinking as he swallowed them of Madeleine, and wondering if the things she had packed for him would last long enough if he had to walk as far as the buildings in the distance to attain any other supplies. He wondered too, if she was OK, if she'd found a suitable lie or a way of denying she knew anything about his disappearance.
He closed his eyes for a little while, marveling at how the blackness behind his eyes was actually red out here, if he pointed his sore face at the sun. He realized he was very, very tired. He hadn't slept for so long, but so much had happened and changed that he'd forgotten for a while there that sleep was even a part of life. He was just beginning to doze off in his patch of shade, his canvas bag making a horrible yet functional pillow, rough and lumpy against his burnt skin, when a subtle rumbling rose up through the hard, dry earth underneath him, and the sound of something rolling, rolling fast, caused him to snap to full alertness instantly.
He stumbled to the side of the road, shielding his eyes as he tried to look at what it was that was coming. His plan had been to try and see whether the first vehicle that came by had a human looking driver, and if so, try and flag down the second. If the car was being driven by something else, well, he'd have to form a new plan - one based around hiding, more than likely. But this didn't sound quite as he had expected a car, or one of its variants that he was aware of, like a lorry or a motorcycle or a tractor, to sound at all. It didn't sound an awful lot like anything. It was as if there was no hefty motor powering it, but wheels were definitely carrying something heavy along the road, rumbling towards him. A blinding gleam was coming, the sun reflecting off of the machine, so he could place it, but he couldn't see what it looked like at all.
But it could see him, that was for sure. It was slowing down.




Chapter 9

His throat tightened. This was indeed a car, a red car, in fact, and immaculately maintained. Clean, too. The lack of sound must have meant it was powered by electricity or something, he realized. That had been a thing, too, in the archives, he had just internalized the sound of the growling racecars he'd watched in videos as a kid and expected to hear that. But his plan, his plan to stand here ignored and try and pick out the shape of the driver as the vehicle sped past, well, it had been pretty flawed to begin with.
He hadn't thought about what he'd do if the driver didn't ignore him...
Well, I guess I'm about to find out who won the conflict on invasion day... Please, please be a human! Or if you've got to be an alien, be one that doesn't kill humans on sight...
He put his hands up in the air, as he'd seen people do in movies to show they weren't hostile, and gritted his teeth as the shiny red car wafted closer, slowing smoothly to a halt.
And yet, as he looked, there didn't appear to be anybody in the driver's seat. Or any of the other seats. Curtis frowned with mistrust.
The car bleeped loudly, twice, and a clunking sound came from its front and back doors. Curtis cautiously moved closer to where it stood, hands still aloft, squinting to try and see a driver that he was becoming more and more sure wasn't there.
"Hello?" he said, unsure who he was speaking to, but not yet willing to accept he was attempting to speak to a bright red electric car.
The car made a chirpy run of bleeps. Its doors clunked again twice, and then the door on the passenger side slowly opened out, revealing a clean and decidedly empty interior.
I guess it's a self driving car, but, what is it doing here, and who owns it? Why did it stop for me?
But he could tell, getting closer, that it was cool inside the car, and the passenger seat looked so inviting to his exhausted body, that he knew there was no point thinking it over any further. He would regret it if he didn't get in this car.
"Wait there," he said, for a moment forgetting that talking to a car was weird.
It bleeped a happy sounding reply.
Moments later, he'd retrieved his bag from his patch of shade, put it on the back seat, and was sitting in the front, feeling oddly guilty about being so dusty and sweaty in its pristine, air conditioned luxury. There was no steering wheel, but there was a screen in front of him in the center of the dash. He touched the screen and it sprang to life, with a welcome message splashing up, which didn't reveal anything useful, and then a menu system.
This is more like it, I know where I am with computers. And actually, the interface doesn't look that different to the archives in Sanctuary. But there's no way this technology can be the same age as what I'm used to, it wouldn't have survived out here, and the car looks new... Maybe this kind of thing was the peak of it, or something, and it just never needed to get any different?
He was looking down the list of options in the menu, which seemed to mostly control things that weren't especially interesting to him like the air conditioning and the brightness of the screen itself, when a message popped up, taking up the whole screen.
WHERE DO YOU WANT TO GO?
Right, it must need me to give it a destination. Trouble is, I don't know the name of that town.
The car bleeped a couple of times as he thought. The message changed.
DO YOU NEED MEDICAL ASSISTANCE?
"No! No, I just need a moment to think, for fuck's sake," he said in exasperation at the nagging system.
OK
"Wait, this is voice controlled? Ha, cool. It's almost like you can properly understand me."
I CAN HEAR YOU LOUD AND CLEAR! SHALL WE GET GOING TO YOUR DESTINATION, SIR OR MADAM?
Must be an AI that has some kind of natural language processing engine. I wonder if I can learn anything about the world by talking to it? From the way it talks it seems like it is used to giving rides to people, maybe it's some kind of self driving taxi? It said 'sir' or 'madam', and I bet if someone owned this thing for their own use they'd make it say their own name. Would make a lot more sense that it stopped for me, too. So I probably just need to say something it can locate, even if I don't know the name of a town, and it'll take me there... Now, where will there be people, but enough people that I can make myself scarce if they turn out to be... not human?
"Is there, I don't know, a supermarket around here?"
CONFIRM DESTINATION: LUCKY BUY FAMILY SUPERMARKET
JOURNEY TIME 19 MINUTES 22 SECONDS
"Uh, yeah, I guess that'll work..."
FASTEN YOUR SEATBELT AND HAVE A PLEASANT RIDE
Not one to question the orders of a car, Curtis figured out how to fasten the seatbelt, and the car began to move. It was even more eerily silent on the inside.
I just need to make sure I can always find my way back to that mountain, until I've rescued Maddy. Luckily, it's the biggest thing around.
He tried to stay awake and take in what he could of his surroundings, but the car was so comfortable, and he was so desperately in need of rest, that the journey passed with him in a kind of trance - not quite allowing himself to fall asleep, but certainly not thinking or observing very much.
The car pulled off of the main road when it reached a building, set back from the road with what was probably supposed to have been a parking lot in front of it.
But this building, though the incredibly jaded sign had clearly once read LUCKY BUY SUPERMARKET, was not exactly what Curtis had been hoping for. It looked long abandoned, and worse, the asphalt of its former parking lot had a huge fissure in the middle, as if it had been hit by some kind of blast. Somehow, the glass windows and doors were intact, though, and even more strangely, they, unlike anything else about the exterior, were clean.
DESTINATION REACHED
HOW WOULD YOU LIKE TO PAY, TODAY?
Oh fuck! Of course you have to pay for these things... And I don't have any way to do that, unless it accepts any of the crap in my bag?
"Um, actually, Car, I... I need to get to somewhere with other people. I don't have any money on me so I need to... Speak to a guy or something."
NEW DESTINATION?
"Yes! Yes, new destination, um, maybe we could go to..."
The car let out a long bleep.
SETTLE BALANCE BEFORE NEW TRIP
Frustrated, he realized that the car wouldn't take him anywhere further until he offered up some form of payment, and that he was effectively stranded at this abandoned old store. The only plan he could think of was one that might possibly have been a crime.
I guess if I break in to the place there might be some money or something that I can use to pay the car in there... At the very least it might have some crap in it I can take by way of supplies. If not I could hold out in there until another car comes along and hope that one has people in it. It would probably be a relatively safe place to rest up for the night, too.
He'd been prepared that he'd probably have to do some questionable things to survive out here, and so he didn't need to talk himself into it too much. Telling the car he'd be back with its payment in just a moment, he took out his bag and found one of the tools Madeleine had packed for him, a nice screwdriver. He held it tight, and bashed the end of the handle hard against one of the windows, barely holding back a satisfied grin as it shattered. No alarm sounded, so he kicked away what was left of the glass and stepped through into the inside of what had once been the LUCKY BUY.
He was remarking to himself how oddly clean the place looked from his position by the entrance, and how well stocked with everything but fresh produce, when there was a flash of movement in his peripheral vision. A moment later, his legs had given out and his face was heading towards the bright blue floor.
At least I avoided the glass...
And that was his last thought before his consciousness left him.




Chapter 10

"I think he's waking up."
A light, worried female voice reached his stirring mind, just a fraction of a second before he realized he was in quite a lot of pain, his head hurting like the worst fever he'd ever had, and his skin feeling like it had been flayed off.
"Fliss?" he croaked, his eyes shut fast against what he knew was a bright light, his mind tangled.
"Poor thing - you needn't have stunned him, Sarge, look, he's a human!"
"Well, intruder protocols are intruder protocols, it's exactly what I'm supposed to do to humans who break in! So, there haven't been any for tens of thousands of days... Apparently my programming doesn't care," said a deep, male voice.
"At least I'm here to take care of him. And I get to use some of the stuff, too!" this female voice was different from the first, and closer to him. As she spoke, he felt a wonderful coolness on his left forearm. She was touching him, applying some kind of salve.
He opened his eyes just a crack, and after letting the initial splitting pain from the light pass, opened them all the way.
The woman touching him was the first thing he saw, and she was beautiful. Her skin was brown, and her hair long and straight, underneath what appeared to be a white hat which formed part of... was that a nurse's uniform? No, it was more like a parody of a nurse's uniform from a porno, like something people in the old world would wear for Halloween (that time when all the women dressed up really sexy, according to the archives). Her brown, heaving cleavage was almost bursting out of the outfit, and a hint of red lacy bra showed. His mouth fell open, and it took him a moment to tear himself away from that pleasant sight to take in who else he had for company.
The other woman was standing behind her, looking down at him, where he felt he must be lying on some kind of bed. She looked just as much like something out of one of the erotic fantasies he'd seen played out in videos and animation before. She was wearing some kind of black and white maid uniform, with a similarly deep cleavage on display, and her hair was an unnatural, lurid pink, her skin pale, though not as pale as the people in Sanctuary.
The man who had spoken though, he couldn't see. The two women were blocking his view, and he ached too much to try and shift around to get a look at him. Curtis didn't really mind - sure, he was curious about who the third person was, the person who, if he'd heard correctly had stunned him, but he wasn't into guys, and the women were certainly nice to look at.
"Oooooh, look, he's getting hard! Do you think we should use our special protocols?" said the girl in the maid outfit, with a cute giggle.
Curtis's thoughts were still very hazy, but when she said that he realized he was naked, and that, well, yes, he was sporting an erection.
"I have to treat him first. But then yes, we should use our special protocols. Unless he would prefer for Sarge to do it."
"I'm ready to go if required," said the unseen man.
"What are you all saying? Who are you people? What's going on?" Curtis finally managed to ask, his own voice sounding dry and raspy.
"Apologies, it is just that we haven't seen a human in so very long. Our programming allows us to help you competently, and so I am applying my special salve to your sunburn, but as for the effects of Sarge's stunner, well, I don't have any medical protocols for that, so you'll just have to relax until it wears off," the nurse said, slathering more of the clear, cooling goo she called her special salve onto his other arm.
The salve did indeed feel good, and he was more than prepared to believe that 'Sarge' had stunned him, but nothing else she was saying made any sense.
"You haven't seen a human in... are you aliens?"
"Oh, Mercy, he is confused! Whatever will we do?" the maid asked theatrically, her pretty face the image of concern.
The nurse seemed to have a calmer disposition, and Curtis could tell she was going to be the one that'd give him the best answers, if only he knew where to begin with the questions.
"Is this place still the supermarket?" he asked, thinking back to the last thing he remembered.
"You are in our home above the Lucky Buy Family Supermarket, yes! Did you come here in search of wares and find us closed?" the nurse replied.
"Kind of... Look, I'm not from around here so you'll have to be really patient with me and explain a lot of stuff. And I'm sorry if this question is rude, but I have to ask again - are you humans or aliens?"
"I am flattered that you might mistaken us for humans, it means our creator did a very good job with our designs! I am not flattered that you might mistaken us for aliens, however..."
"I've never seen an alien, so I assure you, I didn't mean any offense..."
"Oh, that's different then. I thought you were saying we could pass for those horrible blue monsters... Our creator would not have done a good job at all, then."
Not human... protocols... their designs... then maybe...
"Are you robots?" he said, his voice coming out oddly excited, as he enjoyed both the possibility that there were two sexy android women here taking care of him, and his own cleverness at reaching a conclusion about what these people could be.
"Ah, good, seems like he's less confused now!" said the maid, smiling innocently.
"We are the human assistance crew assigned to the Lucky Buy Supermarket and designed to the specifications of its proprietor Mr Andre Montgomery. I am Mercy, a medic. I am designed to provide medical assistance to all humans, prioritizing Mr Andre Montgomery. Sarge is the security for the Lucky Buy Supermarket. He is designed to prevent the loss of assets and the protection of the wealth of Mr Andre Montgomery."
"And I'm the cleaner! My name is... well, Mr Montgomery used to call me lots of different things, and my designation is 94FJMPINK so the others call me Pinky."
"So Mr Montgomery owns the supermarket, and he bought you three to help him run it... That makes sense, is there like, a cashier android somewhere around here, too?"
He couldn't help but pay attention to the feel of Mercy's touch now. It felt just like a human's. What kind of sophisticated robots were these? He'd thought the AI in the car was impressive but this was something quite different!
"I'm sorry, I powered down the Cheery Transaction Cashbots seventy-five years ago... There were no more customers and their endless wittering about frequent shopper cards was a waste of electricity. They were not very interesting to talk to... Mr Montgomery said he put more of an investment into us because we were his special servants, and those silly things the customers used only needed to be basic machines..." Pinky the maid said.
"Seventy-five years? The supermarket has been closed that long and you are still here? What happened to Mr Montgomery?"
"Oh, no, I just powered them down seventy-five years ago, the Lucky Buy has been closed since the blue monsters came."
Blue monsters, that's what they call the aliens... This place has been closed since the invasion. Since Sanctuary was first formed. What the fuck?
"But... how have you lasted this long? Why are you still here?"
"All of the models of human assistance robot were involved in fighting off the blue monsters. The humans couldn't fight them, it seemed, but some of the robots could. We all have a tertiary set of protocols, after our main role, and our special pleasure protocols, that causes us to fight selflessly to defend humans. Once the blue monsters realized our strength and retreated out of this territory, the humans had all been annihilated, or had fled. But our instructions don't have any rules for what to do if there are no humans to serve. Until someone else takes us and becomes our new master, we just keep doing what Mr Montgomery ordered us to do. Pinky keeps the supermarket clean, Sarge patrols the store, and I grow things to make my special salves and medicines out of. We do other things too, because we always had a bit of time off, so we sometimes go and meet up with other members of our community, or help out with the ongoing work to improve our electrical infrastructure and develop enhanced programming to help robotkind keep advancing. All so that when we do have a human to serve again, we can do it even better. So you can see why it is very important to us that we take good care of you."
"So... there are no humans around here, and haven't been since the invasion? But no aliens, I mean, blue monsters, either? There's just robots with nothing to do?"
Curtis was sitting up on the bed now, his mind fully awake, and the possibilities that could be opening up to him racing through his mind. A world with just subservient yet powerful robots who wanted someone to command them? A world just waiting for a human to come along and take it? Was that really what had been out here all this time, just outside Sanctuary?
"This territory has been left untouched by the blue monsters since we successfully repelled the invasion. We understand from communications with robotkind in other major settlements that this has been the case for them too, but that blue monsters also have their strongholds in some regions around the world where no humans or robots - at least, no human made robots - exist anymore. There is a theory that the blue monsters actually came in search of a resource found on Earth, rather than to inhabit all of our land, and so the regions where they retreated after meeting our resistance may just be areas that didn't have that resource to begin with, so the blue monsters didn't think it was worth risking their people to fight us for them..."
"And, to be clear, you haven't seen any humans other than me before?"
This was about as close to a perfect situation as he could imagine.
"Yes. We are certain humans still live in some parts of the world - there have been other robot communities who have been reclaimed by people, but after that happens, they tend to sort of... stop communicating with our network. We do not interfere with that, if there are humans taking back robots for their own purposes, this is the proper way of things. But you, where were you for all this time?"
Curtis paused. He could tell them all about Sanctuary, but then they would probably want to go there immediately and bring all of the humans out into their world. And was that really the best idea, for him? Imagining Janice with a bunch of robot cops trying to become mayor of... wherever the fuck they were, was frankly terrifying, and besides, everyone in Sanctuary was getting along just fine, weren't they? He wanted to rescue Maddy straight away, and he also wanted to save his dad, and maybe a few other people, but cracking Sanctuary open like a wasps' nest and bringing all those old, set in their ways people out here, along with Fliss and Sophie, who he was still mad at, would mean he wouldn't have the freedom this place was offering him. No, he had to handle this differently. He'd take command of these robots, find out more about the world, gain what power he could. Then, if he felt like the time was right, then he'd let Janice and her followers decide if they wanted to live under his rule out here, or hers, in there. He'd come up with a plan to get Madeleine out that wouldn't involve his new robot friends finding out there were others.
"Well, I was born in a secret underground shelter that was designed to keep humans safe in the event of a catastrophe. I came out here because the population in the shelter was dying out - I was the last to be born there, you see."
This was true, he was the last to be born there, and the population was dwindling, and would die out eventually, but he knew that the way he had provided the information could have been filled in by a logical mind, such as a robot's, to mean that he was the last of his kind alive.
"Where was this shelter? How did you get here?"
"It's... about 20 minutes away in a car. That's how I got here - I found a car moving on the road and I asked it to bring me to a supermarket, because I thought there might be people out here in the world, and that would be a place where people would be during the day. But the car wanted to be paid, and of course, I have no money because I come from a cave, and so I was stuck here, and well, you know the rest. The car is probably still waiting outside for me to pay it, actually, is there any money around here that I could use?"
"Oh! we don't actually have a currency among us robots. The cars, they just haven't been updated not to ask for money because we all know about it and, well, there aren't any humans... You just have to tell the car you can travel for free and it'll bypass that payment routine. That's how we get around," Pinky said, "shall I go and tell it that and let it go on its way?"
No currency... Interesting! But no, I'm going to want to keep that car.
"Can I tell the car it is mine now, and so it'll only travel when I want it to?"
"Of course. Any unowned robot or AI can be claimed by a human, and all of our original owners have been gone so long that the licenses have naturally expired, so we are all unowned at the moment, we just carry on doing whatever our last owner told us to because there are no new instructions."
"Well then, Mercy, Pinky, Sarge, every other AI in the Lucky Buy, I claim all of you as mine. With my authority, please can one of you go and tell the car he's mine now too?"
"Yay! Oh, how long we have dreamed of this day! A real human master! Just like Mr Montgomery! When would you like us to begin using our special pleasure protocols? Mr Montgomery was always very sure to take advantage of those features every day!" Pinky said, clapping her hands together in delight.
"I think I have an idea of the type of protocols you are talking about, and well, Sarge, sorry dude but you're not my type," Curtis said, finally getting a look at the security robot, who looked like a musclebound action movie star.
Although, I'm sure Madeleine will like him...
"You can go and talk to the car, and maybe, if you don't mind, get me some stuff from the supermarket - there must be something well preserved enough to pass for human food in there, right? And maybe some clothes? I'll stay here and see about these special protocols with the girls..."




Chapter 11

The salve had made a world of difference to Curtis's sunburn, though when he would later ask Mercy about her special salve, she'd show him a scrubby patch at the back of the Lucky Buy where she grew aloe vera plants, and so the salve wasn't actually some advanced medic robot formula at all. It had done his job of making the parts of him that had been exposed feel usable again (especially when he'd also taken some aspirin), so he was able to ignore it when the prospect of some kind of sexual encounter with his two new android servants was seeming to be proposed. He knew he probably looked ridiculous - the skin that had been clothed stark white and the arms, legs and face almost as pink as the robot maid's hair, but he also knew that being androids, they probably didn't have particular standards when it came to what a guy needed to look like for them to want to fuck him. They were driven by the need to serve a master who could give them a purpose in their existence, and to be useful, to make that master happy. And that was just fine with him.
But what he didn't really know was what to get them to do. He was more than curious to find out what their mouths felt like, and whether their pussies felt like a real woman’s, or something different (something better, even, if they were designed with this 'secondary use' in mind), but being as inexperienced as he was, he wasn't sure how to best take advantage of having two sexy women he could have do anything he liked to him there awaiting orders.
But they're mine now, for as long as I want. And there will be more, too. I bet there are all kinds of different models out there, who'll add new skills to our group as well as new opportunities for me to make up for all the hot fun I missed out on stuck in that wretched hole-in-the-mountain. I'll make this place our base for now, given it's probably got a lot of useful stuff in it and it's out here on its own, but I'll get them to show me where the other androids they know are, I'll take charge of them all - the town I saw, the whole region. And I'll have a whole harem of these sexy robot girls, and Madeleine, too, and everything will be fucking fantastic.
"We're going to have a lot of time to try out all of your skills when it comes to your special protocols, so for now, you know, since I'm wounded and tired, and just getting accustomed to things out here, why don't you just show me what you like to do? There must be some stuff you missed doing with your old master, and I would like you to show me that."
"Noted," said Mercy, immediately standing up and bending over the chair she had been sitting on, her short little nurse's dress not covering anything.
Curtis wasn't expecting her to do this, and figured Mr Montgomery must have been a 'straight in and out' kind of guy, which wasn't what he wanted this time at all. But before telling her so he took a moment to look at the sight of her red lacy stocking tops and garter belt, and the matching sheer fabric pressed tight against the plump folds of her smooth pussy. He wanted to touch her there and discover what she felt like, his cock now rigid and throbbing. Of course, he could, he could touch her as much as he wanted. This was a partner who couldn't lie to him or trick him like Sophie, and who he didn't have to be careful to please and satisfy like Maddy, this was a woman who only wanted to be used for his enjoyment. He reached out and tentatively ran a finger up and down the groove her pussy made in her panties, and was surprised to hear her moan slightly.
"Can you feel that, or are you just designed to respond like a human?"
"We have something akin to a nervous system, we can feel what you do and we experience pleasure from certain ways of being touched. We are designed to like different things, depending on what the master who bought us wanted. Mercy and I like to be treated roughly, and so you can fuck us hard or put your hands around our necks while you fuck us, you can spank us, you can slap our faces, you can treat us however you want and we will feel a pleasurable feeling," said Pinky, who had just been standing, watching what he was doing to Mercy with an air of obedience, as if she was used to being used after their owner had fucked Mercy from behind like this.
The way her face looked and the fast, urgent way she was talking told him it was true. Pinky was actually aroused and excited at the thought of the things she was describing, just like a human who was into being fucked roughly and dominated might be.
He gently groped Mercy through her panties, feeling that somehow, she was wet, too, that these robots had some kind of lubrication, and the only real difference between how her pussy felt from a tactile perspective and how a real human like Maddy felt was that she was completely hairless. Pinky looked on intently, as if she was very curious about what would happen next. This made him think of something.
"If you can feel true pleasure and have preferences and so on, then does that mean that you can have and enjoy sex with each other? Does it turn you on to watch each other, too?"
"Yes, we can enjoy sex with each other, but only according to our orders, so me and Mercy can do things to each other, but we can't have sex with Sarge or any other male robots, because Mr Montgomery didn't want us to. He used all three of us, you see, but he only liked watching me and Mercy together. He'd make Sarge fuck human women while we watched sometimes, though. Because we are programmed to experience arousal, sometimes this does happen when our master isn't around. We can masturbate, or we can fuck each other."
"So, you have kept each other satisfied all this time, then, but Sarge hasn't had any fun? Poor guy."
I'll definitely let Maddy play with him, it's the least I can do for her, and I guess even if he did stun me, he's still going to be a useful member of my team, I don't want him feeling all frustrated - I wouldn't wish that on any guy after what my life has been like...
"Well then, Mercy, stand up. I want you to undress each other. I want to see what your bodies look like. And put on a bit of a show of it - play with each other, get each other nice and ready to be fucked."
He didn't even realize that what he really wanted was to be in the situation Fliss and Sophie had put him in so many times, but with his own version of the ending, the one he had fantasized about while rubbing his cock raw after every one of their teasing sessions, the one where he could hold them down, punish them for what they'd done to him, and fuck them until their eyes watered and they screamed out his name.
Mercy stood up just as he ordered, and as he sat watching from the bed, his sunburn now very much forgotten and the blood throbbing in his hard cock, she began to stroke Pinky's breasts through her little maid dress. Pinky let out one of her cute little giggles in response, and reached around Mercy's body to find the long zip at the back of her nurse dress. As it fell to the ground Curtis saw for the first time in the flesh (or, whatever it was these women were actually made of) what a girl in just lingerie looked like, and it lived up to the images he'd seen before. Unlike the plain stuff the girls in Sanctuary were issued, the red lacy underwear that adorned Marcy's smooth, dark skin was designed to really emphasize her big, firm tits and the curves of her ass, hips and thighs, in ways that could only make a man think about touching and fucking her. This stuff wasn't there to make her look less naked, or to serve some function, it was there to make her look as alluring as possible. It was not a boring, essential thing she had to wear for comfort or because convention dictated it, a thing he was never intended to see, but an invitation to her master to look long and hard at her, to lust after her, and then to take her.
She was kissing Pinky's neck now, and Pinky's giggles had turned into girlish, breathless, excited panting. He wondered if the robots needed to breathe or if that was just another part of their design there to make them closer to human, but he knew as soon as the thought occurred to him that in this moment, he couldn't give a fuck how they worked, he just wanted to experience them as horny women. He noticed there were ports on Mercy's lower back, just above the swell of her ass, where he guessed some kind of technical stuff happened, like plugging her in to a power supply maybe, but other than that, she looked just as much like a very real, very sexy woman as Sophie ever had. And now she was removing Pinky's dress, too. Yes, he'd guessed right, her lingerie was pink, the same bold pink as her hair, although her hold up stockings were white to match her uniform's black and white theme. The man who had ordered these two may not have had much imagination when it came to how he wanted his medic and cleaning robots dressed, but it was a look that really worked for Curtis, who found himself holding his breath, wondering what they would do to each other next, his hand now almost automatically on his pulsing cock as he watched them.
"Show me how you fucked each other, when you got turned on and there was nobody here to get you off... But don't let each other come, I'm going to do that," he said, urgently, getting so into the idea of being the finishing act as he had wanted to so badly with Sophie and Fliss that he forgot he didn't know whether or not the robots actually did have an equivalent of orgasms.
He moved over on the bed to make room for them, and Mercy pushed Pinky down so she was lying beside him.
Mercy climbed on top of where Pinky was lying down, her pussy, still clad in her sexy red panties, hovering above Pinky's face. She leaned forward and used her hands to pull aside the pink fabric of Pinky's own lacy g-string and Curtis watched entranced as she began to lick the maid robot with her wet, completely human looking tongue. He gently stroked the shaft of his cock, reveling in the simple pleasure of being able to touch himself while he watched them, rather than being restrained, and he couldn't hold back a groan of longing as he realized that Pinky was reciprocating, her delicate fingers probing Mercy's pussy as she lapped at her clit with her own tongue.
He sat up, and with the hand that wasn't on his dick, he stroked Mercy's skin, feeling how supple it was under his fingers as he traced over the curve of her ass and down the back of her thigh, which was rocking gently as she rode Pinky's face. Both girls were making muffled whimpers of enjoyment as they ground their cunts against each other's mouths, and his heart thumped in his chest, as he made the decision each second whether to keep watching or to get his own satisfaction.
More, I want them close, I want them desperate to come before I fuck them.
He recalled what he'd been told about their particular interest in rough sex, and spanked Mercy hard on the ass, feeling his hand bounce off of her firm body with a satisfying smacking sound. She squealed encouragingly, the sound restrained somewhat by Pinky's thighs closing around her head as she bucked her hips against the nurse's mouth. His hand hadn't left a mark on Mercy's deep brown skin, and he slapped her again, harder, making her body jolt in response. So, he really could be as rough as he wanted. How he had wished he could have done this when Fliss and Sophie were eating each other out.
It was too much, knowing what he wanted was his to be taken, that he could do anything he liked and be met only with the ecstatic moans of these ridiculously hot women who were now his own, and so he decided the time for watching was over.
Rising up onto his knees, he let go of his throbbing cock and grabbed Mercy by the shoulders. Using his strength, honed by all those hours lifting weights in Sanctuary to try and keep his mind off of his sexual frustration, he pulled her off of Pinky and threw her down on the bed beside her, both of them still with their panties pulled aside and their smooth android pussies slick with their own lubrication, and whatever they had in place of saliva. These women were slightly heavier than he would have guessed them to be if they were human, but otherwise they felt no different to handle. He liked the extra weight, he realized - it made them feel more robust, more like he could go to town on them without any worry about harming them.
Both pairs of eyes were looking up at him, gleaming with a very human looking desire. Pinky's hair was in disarray where she had been ground against the pillow while Mercy's cunt was on her face, and yet her bubblegum pink lipstick was still glossy and perfectly in place. Maybe that was how her lips looked all the time. He found himself wondering if it was possible to smudge it, as he kneeled between their bodies, and with no reason not to, he slapped his hand against her cheek firmly, then dragged it roughly across her face. Her lipstick didn't smear. She opened her mouth to moan as the second blow hit her, and he pushed two fingers into her mouth, feeling that it was hot and wet and just like a human's - a wonderful place to stick his cock, but far from his only option.
"Mercy, since you like bending over and presenting your pussy so much, you get on all fours on the bed now. Panties off, too."
As Mercy stood, panting heavily, to comply with his order of removing her panties before getting into position on the bed, Curtis wrapped one hand around Pinky's neck, looking intently into her eyes, watching them show a remarkable semblance of fear mixed with arousal. He used his other hand to roughly yank down her pink bra, exposing her huge breasts. Her nipples looked human, just like the rest of her, and he wondered if they were always this stiff and erect or if this was an arousal response built in to her body. It didn't matter, they looked fucking amazing to him. He slapped her hard across the left breast, still pinning her to the bed by her throat, and she let out an adorable whimper. Her tits bounced in response to the weight of his slap.
"I want to fuck you, Pinky. But I think you should keep licking Mercy's pussy while I do. I think you should lick and finger her cunt and ass while I fuck you nice and hard."
"Yes, master," Pinky said, nodding her head as best she could with his hand around her neck.
The sound of her addressing him that way sent a thrill through his body, making his cock ache to be inside her.
He let go of her throat and pulled her up by the wrists, before maneuvering her into position behind where Mercy was obediently waiting on all fours, her pussy now completely naked, and still visibly slick. He wondered about undressing Pinky fully too, but he liked how lewd she looked with her sexy lingerie pulled out of place, exposing her hard nipples and soaking wet cunt.
Holding her hips with his fingers digging into her soft skin, he drove his cock deep into her in one smooth stroke. The feel of her wetness on his cock brought a rush of hot pleasure through him, and he let out a groan as he felt her unbelievably tight cunt squeezing him. She felt amazing, tighter even than Sophie or Maddy, who had never been fucked by a man before, and with a kind of pulsing, throbbing feeling inside her that stimulated his already overwhelmed cock even further. He almost lost himself for a moment and just held her there, his cock buried as deep inside her silky robot pussy as it could go, closing his eyes and gasping at the different sensations as it squeezed and throbbed around him. But his eyes opened even in his erotic haze when he heard the sound of Mercy crying out loudly in pleasure - Pinky was doing as he had told her and eating Mercy's ass and fucking her pussy with her fingers as she took his cock.
The sound of her moans, this time with nothing to stifle them, loud and pornographic in this world where nobody could hear them or stop them or punish them, spurred him on, and he began to thrust into Pinky's pussy - slowly, but forcefully. He felt himself filling her pussy and it was as if her cunt grew tighter. He wasn't sure if it was his imagination or she had some special features that kicked in when she was being fucked, for the enjoyment of her master, but her pussy felt so much tighter, and wetter, when he began to pound into it. It felt exquisite, like she was trying to suck the cum out of him with her body somehow, and it was starting to get difficult for him to hold back. He knew he didn't have to care about satisfying the two androids, and yet something in him wanted to, he wanted them both to come, for them to think he'd been a good fuck. But these were synthetic women who should know how to make every part of the experience he wanted come true, as long as he gave the command...
"Come for me, both of you. I'm going to blow my load in your tight little cunt, Pinky, and I want to feel you come, and hear you make Mercy come on your fucking face," he ordered, his voice impassioned and urgent.
Mercy's moans seemed to die down into low, soft whimpers, and yet there was more intensity there. He could tell she was responding just as he wanted, that having her ass tongued and her clit rubbed by her friend was driving her close to coming just like he'd asked her to.
Pinky too, was making new noises, squealing each time his dick plunged into her body. He smacked her hard on the ass, making her pull her mouth away from Mercy for a second to yelp. Her pussy was clenching wildly now, without the pulsing rhythm it had had before, squeezing and gripping at his cock beautifully as he pounded into her. His balls tightened and blood pounded in his ears before, at the same moment that Pinky's body began to shudder uncontrollably, and Mercy let out an almost bestial howl of ecstasy, he reached his climax and pumped out his searing hot load inside of her.




Chapter 12

He would remember the sleep he had after his unexpected first android menage for a long time to come. It was his first true rest since any of this had happened - since before that incident with Sophie and Fliss, even, if you didn't count being stunned into unconsciousness by a security robot - and it felt amazing. He was exhausted, but he was satisfied, and he was safe. He may have been in a strange new world, but it was a world that had thus far been a lot kinder to him than the one he'd called home, and one that seemed to offer potential he could never have conceived of even a day before. He slept with a smile on his face, more relaxed than he could ever recall feeling, naked in the big bed of the apartment above the derelict Lucky Buy Supermarket, where everything was clean and comfortable thanks to the maid.
He wasn't sure how long he slept for, or what the androids did while he was sleeping (though he would later find out that they had a form of sleep themselves where they rested, plugged into the energy grid). But it was certainly at least all night, and the sun was high in the sky when he woke up. Sarge had done as he had asked and raided the Lucky Buy's shelves and stock rooms for things that might be useful, and soon he had for himself various items of clothing (Pinky had put his own clothes in the washing machine after Mercy had stripped him off to treat his sunburn while he was stunned, it transpired, but now he had new things, he told her he never wanted to see his Sanctuary issued clothes again). Food, though, was something of a problem.
"There are some things in cans, and pickled things, that may be safe to eat. But other than that, we may have some issues with your diet. Mercy only grows ingredients for medicines, and while herbs and stuff like that are edible, there won't be enough volume to sustain you," Sarge informed him.
Curtis eyed the canned goods Sarge had brought up as an example suspiciously. He'd heard about this kind of thing, of course, but he had lived off of things grown by Sanctuary's farm, either fresh or preserved there, and so while he was willing to eat this stuff - curious, even - he wasn't sure how he felt about a world with no fresh food.
"But, if you have all been expecting humans to someday come back and claim you, then why didn't robots keep on growing stuff we could eat? I mean, you could have grown some stuff you could use for something else if we didn't show up, right?"
"Oh, robotkind does have farms where we grow plants you can eat," Mercy said, helping Pinky unpack a box of different colored men's t-shirts in Curtis' size, removing them from cellophane wrappers, "Sarge was just talking about here at the Lucky Buy. None of us are designed to farm, except for me with my medicinal plants, and so we don't have anything growing here, but the robots who used to work the farms before the invasion still do - though most of what they do now is more scientific, and a lot of the farmland is now used for solar and wind energy to keep robotkind powered up... But, it's not like there is a whole population to feed, and there'll definitely be enough for you."
"Well, that's great, then! Problem solved! How about later today we take the car - actually, I feel bad calling him 'the car', we should give him a name - and go and find one of these farms? I was hoping to meet some more people today, expand our team..."
"We can do whatever you want, master," Pinky said, smiling, "but on the subject of meeting new people, well, when you have a chance, you could go and talk to all the androids outside."
Curtis frowned, wondering what she meant, but Sarge nodded in the direction of the window, so he went and looked out onto the ruined car park. He gasped, spinning round to ask the androids what was going on.
"There must be maybe forty cars out there! And dozens of people! What the fuck?"
"Well, yesterday when you were with Pinky and Mercy, and I went out to claim the car in your name - he already has a name and it's Ian, by the way - I used his communication features to tell a few connections of ours that we had been claimed by a human, and that you were planning to take back the robots of the region. It is standard protocol to keep our allies informed about this kind of thing... I didn't fuck up, did I? You look surprised," Sarge said.
"Surprised... Well, yeah, yeah, I'm surprised, that's possibly an understatement - I've never actually seen that many people before in my life. But no, you didn't fuck up - I guess this just saves me having to head to wherever there are more of your guys waiting and claim them all in batches. I just don't really know what to say to them or what to tell them all to do! They can't all just hang out at the supermarket..."
Pinky giggled.
"That's so thoughtful, that you care about where they'll stay and what they'll do! But don't worry, they're human assistance androids like us - they've got some agency of their own, you don't have to command their every move as if they were Cheery Cashbots or whatever. They will have come here because they want a master, so they can serve a human again, but once you've accepted them, they'll go off and do what they're designed to do and live where they've already lived unless you ask them for anything different."
And so, in his brand new, though technically antique jeans and shirt, Curtis, the last man born in the cave known as Sanctuary began his first full day as a citizen of the outside world.
END OF BOOK ONE




RE:CLAIM

Android Alien Apocalypse Harem: Book Two
Sign up for my all new newsletter for the latest releases, the occasional freebie, and exclusive newsletter only content!
© Natalie Hunter 2019




Chapter 1

Dora woke him up, just as he'd taken to having her do every morning since he'd claimed her, that first day when the first wave of androids and AI driven machines had begun showing up up at the Lucky Buy, wanting him to become their master. He'd sent most of them off to go back to doing whatever they were doing before, only with a few extra instructions here and there (such as telling the cute farmgirl robots to start bringing over fresh produce for him every couple of days), but he'd been so curious about the sex robots that he'd chosen a couple of them to keep at his supermarket base (and there were plenty of them to choose from - it seems that the people of the old world really liked these robot prostitutes and partners, and had had very varied taste when it came to their designs).
His curiosity really stemmed from the fact that he wasn't sure why anyone would bother to spec out an android just to fuck. All of the human assistance robots could be (and therefore usually had been) specced to have the secondary 'pleasure protocols', and so why had the people back then wanted to create droids designed only for sex, who couldn't do anything else to help their owners? Just about every job imaginable in the world he now inhabited was being done by some preposterously attractive looking android man or woman, and so the people had definitely been choosing their robot employees with their sexual tastes in mind regardless of their main role. He couldn't conceive of why anyone wouldn't try and get the best value by ordering an android like Pinky or Mercy, who could be set to love being fucked in whatever ways the owner wanted, but could also keep your house clean or take care of you if you got sick, or one of the other models that could also maintain your car, or program your other robots, or serve as a bodyguard. What was the purpose of a robot who only did one thing that all the others did anyway?
Just one afternoon spent alone with Dora and Estelle, the other sex robot he'd arbitrarily chosen, made him realize how these girls were different. Pinky and Mercy were designed by their previous owner to look sexy in their own, tropey ways, and to be a lot of fun to fuck, but Dora, Estelle and their ilk were specced out to be purely sexual beings in everything they thought and did. While Mercy and Pinky would behave like normal people, with an interest in what was going on in their world and a list of priorities, Dora and Estelle cared only about sex. They were designed to have genuinely one track minds, with no concerns or particular personalities beyond being ravenously sexual - to be insatiable women who could only exist in fantasies if it weren't for the android technology that made them a reality.
They also had some physical enhancements that Curtis hadn't even experienced all of yet - and he'd been fucking them for two weeks now. Special serums could be secreted by their mouths and cunts that made his cock feel incredible, or gave him a euphoric high. They could emit pheromones somehow that could send a wave of powerful lust coursing through him when he got close to one of them, driving him into a powerful state of needing to fuck them right there and then, no matter how recently he'd just come. They could modify their bodies, too, allowing him to experience what fucking a monstrously large pair of tits felt like or how it was to plunge his cock into a girl's pussy while she was contorted into an acrobatic position with her legs behind her head.
The other thing that made the sex robots different was that they were programmed to have an imagination - sexually speaking, of course. It stood to reason that this would be something some people would want. Where robots with secondary pleasure protocols were designed to enjoy what they were programmed to enjoy, and to genuinely get off on being used to fulfill their owner's desires, they weren't given the creativity to come up with new ideas of things their owner might want to try, or to be able to take initiative. Robot sex workers were designed to be into everything any potential customer might want to do, but also to have the AI needed to show a man things he'd never thought of asking for, or to give an inexperienced person who wasn't sure of their own tastes yet something beyond their own vanilla imaginings. Their minds, synthetic though they were, had been trained on oceans of porn and erotic literature, and they were pure filth as a result.
This was what Curtis liked best about them. He definitely enjoyed the submissive way Pinky and Mercy were with him, but he wasn't exactly a worldly guy when he came out of Sanctuary (having been a virgin until that very morning), and he found it stressful sometimes to try and remember something from porn that he'd seen and wanted to try, or to direct what he wanted to happen with them. He liked how with Dora or Estelle he could just say "do something that'll blow my mind," and what would happen next would be a complete surprise. In a short time, he'd amassed enough interesting sexual encounters to feel like he had become pretty advanced at the whole sex thing, thanks to two androids who had previously been popular features of an old world robot brothel.
And so, that was how he'd ended up using Dora as his daily alarm call. She knew what time to get in his bed, that she could bring Estelle too if she wanted, and that he was going to be half asleep and in no mood to talk or think too much yet, but that he'd enjoy starting his day with having his cock serviced in one way or another.
He had been in a deep sleep when she first clambered under the covers, naked, on the dot of 7 am, and so the first thing he felt as he began to wake up was the round, plump ass of her regular, unmodified body design (regular for a robot sex worker, which involved massive breasts, a pert, full ass, and thick thighs, like a human silicone enhanced blonde bimbo style glamor model dialed up to proportions that could only be achieved in a person who didn't need to be biologically possible or functional), rocking against his cock, her back pressed against him. Lazily, he reached around her body and let his hand rest on one of her almost impossibly sized (if she were a naturally endowed human) breasts, gently squeezing, enjoying the feel of it in his hand as he let the flesh of her supple butt cheeks caress his already hard dick.
Once she was satisfied that he had returned to the waking world, Dora slipped under the crisp white sheets (laundered daily by Pinky), and he felt the warmth of her hands on his thighs as her lips, pouty and shiny, as he knew they always looked, kissed a trail from his hip to the base of his cock. He was in just the right mood to lie back and have her suck him off, not wanting to tire himself out fucking her so early when there was what would probably be a big day ahead, and so he kept his eyes closed, moved his hands behind his head, and relaxed.
The head of his cock tingled as she spat on it, and he realized (without surprise, since he was now intimately familiar with at least some of the special serums she could produce in her body and lavish on his cock), that she was using the type of synthetic saliva she had that made his skin gently tingle and also provided an oily lubrication that made fucking her mouth feel extra wet and slippery. She took him in her mouth, and he felt her tongue pulsing against the underside of his shaft as she sank down, the head of his cock entering her throat, which also pulsed around him. He inhaled sharply as her tongue began to swirl and move against his dick in ways that would probably be impossible for a real woman, the sensations combined with a firm suction, and that warm, exciting tingling feel making him even more sensitive to what she was doing.
This is new, fuck, I don't think I could handle this for very long...
His hand moved from behind his head almost automatically, finding their way into Dora's long, bouncy platinum blonde hair, and he clenched his fists around handfuls of those voluminous curls, knowing he couldn't hurt her, but needing something to hold onto as she assaulted his cock with her strange combination of tongue movements and vibrations, all while sucking him deep in her throat. Since she didn't need to breathe (though she still did most of the time, so as not to seem too uncanny, and so she could pant erotically while she was being fucked), she could deep throat his dick without pause, and without fear, the wet, slippery lubricant of her saliva making the head of his cock slip in and out of the tightness she had there.
Curtis was correct in his assertion that he wouldn't be able to withstand this for long without coming, and after less than a minute of this next-level, hi-tech blow job, he came powerfully, his cock twitching and jerking inside her throat as he filled whatever it was she had there with his load, crying out and pulling her by the hair downwards onto his cock as he lifted his hips to come as deep inside her as he could.
As he caught his breath, his eyes still closed against the daylight, and his body shivering a little with aftershocks from his intense orgasm, Dora cheerfully slipped out of his bed, opened the windows, letting the summer morning air into the small bedroom, and then left, off to do whatever the fuck it was she and Estelle actually did with their time when they weren't fucking.
He'd told her to leave like this, too, each day, after waking him up. As much as he appreciated the way the sex droids were when he was horny, their obsessively sexual personalities actually made them distracting at best, and downright annoying at worst when he had other things to do. First thing in the morning, smutty banter and suggestive innuendo with the robotic blonde bimbo archetype was never what he needed, and on this particular morning, he wanted time to himself to think everything over, and get into position to make his move once night fell.
Tonight, he was going to be going back into Sanctuary, to extract Madeleine.




Chapter 2

Curtis had definitely been missing Madeleine. Well, perhaps not even missing her specifically - it wasn't like they had been especially close until the day of his escape - but missing having someone like her around. The androids, at least, the ones who weren't optimally engineered to be complete nymphomaniacs, were just like real people in most ways, and Pinky, Mercy and Sarge, who had remained his particular friends despite him expanding his team of subservient androids into the hundreds over the past weeks, were good company, but he still felt like an outsider. He was different to them in too many ways, and they were always having to explain things to each other. Curtis didn't know how even the basic society of the androids worked, and yet had become the master of every android he'd come across. He was like someone from a completely foreign land who had suddenly been made king. It was great, but he had nobody to talk to that he didn't have a thousand questions for, and it was oddly lonely.
He'd wanted to wait a couple of weeks before going back for Madeleine, however, because he had wanted to make sure he'd be bringing her to a place where there was some semblance of order already, an environment she could just drop into and live peacefully while she got to grips with the realities of the world outside of Sanctuary. Perhaps, he had also wanted to look impressive - swooping in to take her away from that awful place and out into an environment he had already become the master of. There would be protection in the form of security and police droids, there would be food, and clothing, there would be everything she needed here ready for her, and all because he had made it so. He wanted her to know he had taken the chance she had gone to so much risk to give him, and done something great with it. Out here, he was a success. He was sure she'd be proud, and he was sure she'd be dripping wet for him too, seeing him all competent and in command. He was pretty keen to fuck a human woman again, too, now he had so much more experience.
But, other than his car (which he had continued to call Ian, because it was apparently its name, no matter how stupid it sounded to Curtis), he wasn't going to bring any of his androids or AI powered machines with him. He was fairly sure they would all obey him if he told them not to do anything to bring the other humans out of Sanctuary, but then, he knew how motivated robotkind was to protect humans, and he hadn't claimed every android in the region as his own yet. If he wanted to keep it a secret that there were other people living inside the mountain, then he'd have to sneak up there by himself, and come up with some cover story as to why there was now another human living in the Lucky Buy. Still, getting to and from the mountain was the easy part. The real issue was getting back in to Sanctuary, waking up Madeleine, and getting out with her without anyone stopping them.
This was something that made him feel a nauseous anxiety to think about. In the short time he'd had, he'd become accustomed to having the fresh air and the wind and the bright summer sun on his face. His sunburn had turned into a tan, with the help of Mercy's various skin preparations, and he knew when he looked in the mirror that he had physically adapted to being out in this world, now. The thought of the air in Sanctuary, the artificial light, the rocky roof always, always above his head, it made him feel uneasy to remember. He found himself imagining something happening to keep him stuck there after he'd gotten back in - the door not working, or Janice and her cronies stopping him and restraining him somehow, and when these imaginings struck him his heart pounded in his chest and he found himself gasping for air.
I think, I honestly think, I would kill anyone who tried to stop me leaving. I could never go back to that fucking place to stay. Not now I've known this life.
Perhaps it was in that spirit that he decided, before he left early that evening, to take the gun he'd asked one of his loyal new police droids to get for him with him. He told himself it was just in case there were any wild animals he couldn't deal with on the mountainside - after all, he'd never been up there at night before - but it was in the back of his mind that it was better to have it than not if any unexpected situations arose inside Sanctuary. He'd only fired it a few times at empty cans on a makeshift range Sarge had made for him at the back of the Lucky Buy - reasoning that in reality, if he needed something shot, he had plenty of armed droid followers who would do it much more capably for him. But he knew how it felt to pull the trigger, and that he could probably make a bullet count if he really needed to.
The gun had come with a holster from a police droid uniform, and so he wore that, but everything else he was taking was in a black leather bag. He'd sourced a bunch of stuff for Madeleine from the Lucky Buy's stock, careful not to be seen gathering up women's clothing in what he guessed was her size by the resident androids. He was sure he could come up with an explanation for why he needed women's clothes should he need to give one to Pinky or Mercy, but he wasn't sure he could come up with one that wouldn't lead to them assuming he had a cross dressing fetish, or actually wanted them to dress up in the mundane outfits instead of their own, far more sexy ones. Androids seemed to all have their own taste in clothing pre-programmed, and could get new items from an AI powered clothing factory in the city. They didn't dress with any variety, usually, their clothes suiting their main role, unless they were told to wear anything different. The clothing the Lucky Buy had sold when it was open, which now lay packed in boxes in the stock room, were more comfortable, functional and boring, which Curtis figured was something the humans who bought their clothes from the same place they bought their potatoes must have preferred. He planned to order a load of sexy new outfits for Madeleine from the androids' factory once it was known that she existed, but for now, the simple cotton dresses, denim shorts, t-shirts and tennis shoes he had scrounged would do - she'd at least be able to leave Sanctuary without having to take too long about gathering her things, and the shoes he'd scrounged for her would hopefully make climbing down the mountain easier than it would have been in Sanctuary shoes.
"Guys, I'm going out for a while. There's something I want to check out over where I came from. It's kinda personal, so I want to go by myself, but I'll have Ian, so I'll contact you if I need you, OK?"
He addressed Sarge, Pinky and Mercy, who were playing some kind of card game on a table in the apartment's living room. Estelle and Dora were making out with each other on a couch, and stopped briefly to hear what he had to say, before accepting he didn't want their services at the present time, and going straight back to fondling and kissing each other.
"OK, we'll stand by in case you need us," Sarge said, and Pinky nodded emphatically, looking up from her hand of cards.
Everything is so much easier when you're the boss. There was I, worrying they'd question me. I have to get used to having this kind of authority - why worry about what a bunch of people who live to obey me think about what I do?
He gave them a wave, and headed out to his car. The roads around here, not to mention the parking lot of the Lucky Buy, were busier every day as more and more androids and machines made their way here, after hearing the news of the human man. Luckily he'd already spoken to today's visitors, and so he made it out and into Ian's pleasant interior without being delayed by any robots on a pilgrimage. He was sure he saw someone in a hooded outfit entering the supermarket's main door - which for the first time since the alien invasion, was now routinely kept open, so that new androids could come and go - but he'd let Sarge deal with them for now. Androids had pretty much infinite patience, and so this one could wait until he got back to be claimed.
He hadn't used Ian all that much, thus far - everything he needed came to him, after all, and he'd been putting off making the move to the city until he had a better grasp on what to expect, as well as having moved Maddy safely out of Sanctuary. He knew the red car drove off by itself to wherever it was it went to recharge its battery, and he'd had a few runs around the area in it with Mercy, Pinky and Sarge, but he still wasn't entirely sure about how specific he needed to be in the directions he gave to it.
"Hey, Ian. Do you remember the location where you first picked me up?"
YES, CURTIS
The display flashed up a map, with a yellow arrow showing their location at the Lucky Buy, and a big red dot a distance away. Curtis looked carefully at it - it seemed to be the right spot - there was a chunk of empty map next to it that was probably the mountain, since this map only had roads. But what made him curious was what the road did after that. It branched off after the probably-the-mountain patch, with the broader road going straight on, and a narrower line of road going off and around, to what would probably be the other side of the mountain's base. There was a block there that looked similar to the block representing the Lucky Buy, only bigger.
Could that be the place the people who ended up in Sanctuary came from? It's got an access road, but it doesn't have a name marked on the map, unlike the supermarket. Man, I really need to check that place out one of these days.
The car bleeped, snapping him out of his thoughts.
DO YOU WANT TO GO TO THIS DESTINATION?
"Oh, yes. Yes please, Ian. And then I'm going to need you to wait there for a while. You are all charged up, right?"
BATTERIES AT 94%. SHALL WE GO?
Curtis took a last look at the supermarket - the window he'd broken now fixed, the lights on in the apartment up above. It had been pretty cool being the only human in this part of the world, for a little while. But now it was time to bring back the friend who'd made all this possible.
"Yep. Let's go."
Ian smoothly carried him off of the ugly, battered parking lot and onto the road.




Chapter 3

He was glad of the flashlight, that was for sure. He could roughly remember how to get back onto the mountain trail from the road, but everything looked different in the dark. He could hear creatures, too - hooting owls, and chirping crickets, nothing that a normal person would be afraid of, but nonetheless things that were still quite alien to Curtis, so he kept on his guard.
Once I get Maddy out of the main door of Sanctuary, we should wait in the tunnel until it gets light outside. I don't want her to get scared, having to deal with the mountain in the dark.
He had the code for the door in the pocket of his jeans. Pinky, always good at her job, had diligently taken it out of his pocket before washing his clothes when he'd been stunned and Mercy had stripped him off to treat his sunburn. He didn't like to think about what the situation would be now if she hadn't. He'd have had to leave Maddy in there, or enlist a bunch of industrial robots to tunnel into the mountain, or blast the door open somehow, releasing everybody else from Sanctuary in the process.
It wasn't easy progress up the mountain, but he found himself enjoying the physical exertion. Aside from sex, he hadn't been getting anywhere near as much exercise as usual since he'd been living at the Lucky Buy with robots to wait on him, and climbing up was helping him burn off some of his nervous energy as well as keep his mind away from any scary thoughts of the things that could go wrong with his mission.
One problem he had was the suspicion that Sanctuary operated on a different clock to the outside world. He had noticed this when he'd first left, and it had seemed to be later in the morning than it should have been, based on how long it had felt like it had taken him to climb up from the main door into the open. He couldn't be sure, as he hadn't had a watch, and he had been scared and excited, too, so it was possible the adrenaline had made what had actually been a long journey feel like a short one, but if there was a discrepancy, then he needed to be sure he didn't enter Sanctuary too early. If what was 2am according to the digital watch he'd got from one of the city droids was actually only 11pm in Sanctuary, he could find himself wandering into a place where people were still up and roaming around the communal areas. And he at the very least needed to go through the farm to get to the chapel, and Maddy's room. He'd therefore decided to get down to the door straight away, but wait until 3am on his watch to go inside. He couldn't really push it to much later than that, given if the time in Sanctuary actually was the same, and he needed to get Maddy out before the early risers started milling about, it would only give him around an hour of safe time to get to her, wake her, and get her out of the door.
This time, he noticed different things from on the way down. It was so silent that every fluttering of bird or bat wings, every bit of bracken he trampled, every stone he kicked away, seemed to make an uncomfortably loud noise, but when he couldn't hear those things, his heartbeat thudded in his ears. Too loud, too fast. The air felt thin, too, as he got closer and closer. The moon was a small sliver in the sky tonight, and it occurred to him that he still hadn't seen a full one. There was still so much he hadn't seen, even if he'd experienced more of life since the last time he was on this mountainside than he'd expected to in all of his days when he was still living inside its bowels. He wondered where, in relation to where he stood now, Maddy's room was, but he had no real sense of that at all.
And there was the opening. It looked so unassuming, for what it really represented. All there was now was to do the thing. His watch said it was 1:57. Down he went, disliking the rocky ceiling of the tunnel with an intensity he hadn't been expecting.
Just keep going. You won't have to be cooped up in here for long, and when you get back under the stars, you'll have saved her.
He tried not to think about the other people in Sanctuary, now so close. He wanted to get his dad out at some point, but it was too risky to try and break out two people, and besides, he hadn't been all that unhappy down there. Any rebelliousness his father might have once had against Janice and the others had probably been squashed after Curtis' mom had died, because all he'd done in Curtis' memory was toe the line. Even though it never seemed like he actually agreed with the more draconian rules of the place, or with the way his son was treated, he'd kept quiet and kept the peace. It had pissed Curtis off not having him in his corner, seeing him take all that crap and never doing a single thing that might antagonize the old bitch, but it was a lot easier to forgive his dad for wanting a quiet life now that he had his freedom. Curtis just hoped that whatever the people in there believed had happened to him, whatever lie Maddy had had to tell, it hadn't been too upsetting for his father.
He also tried not to think about Sophie and Fliss. They'd had a taste of the kind of consequences their stupid games could have when Janice had decided that Curtis was to be chemically castrated, but now, if they believed he'd escaped, would they have learned nothing? Although, wasn't that better than them thinking he'd committed suicide, and it was their fault? He didn't like how either option felt, so he forcefully told himself that it didn't matter, that none of it mattered, because he never had to see them again if he didn't want to, and because really, he'd won, hadn't he?
2:28, and there was that big door. The lock was much the same as the one he'd used before on the other side. He'd taken a look at it when he'd first left. Now, he just had to wait a little longer, and he'd have all the fun of entering that long ass code again.




Chapter 4

Getting into Sanctuary had been just the same as getting out, and Curtis was back on the internal side of the big, heavy vault door by 3:02 on his watch. He didn't like the air in here, and he was constantly having too push down some new instinct inside of him that made him feel on the brink of panic at being inside what now felt like an unbearably oppressive space. How had he lived this way? How did they all live this way now? He tried to focus all of his own dread at the place into motivation to rescue Maddy from it, as flashlight in hand, he moved as silently as he could down the path that lead to the lake, and the farm.
Whatever the time was in here, it was certainly night. The farm's lighting was as bright as ever, but there were no people here tending to the plants, thankfully, and the lights were off in the hallway that lead off from the farm towards the residential spaces. He crept, holding his breath as he passed doors, his flashlight off, now, since he knew the layout of this place so well and some residual light from the farm created a dimness that he could just about make out each door in, until he reached the door to the chapel. He remembered that there was a door to Maddy's sleeping quarters inside the chapel, and for some reason, it felt safer to go in through there than the door next to the chapel, that opened into the hallway. He felt like once he was in the chapel, where surely nobody would go at night, he'd be able to relax a little more.
He tried the door and found it open. It was weird, sneaking around Madeleine's home, but he knew she'd be OK with it once he reached her and woke her up. Still though, there was something about creeping into a woman's bedroom while she slept that made him feel a bit wrong, so once he'd made it inside the chapel he put his flashlight back on before opening her door, so at least he wouldn't feel like he was skulking around in the dark. He cast the light around the chapel briefly, reminding himself of the last time he was here, that terrifying night when he had first made his escape from Sanctuary. Fucking Madeleine on the floor, then waiting for her on the hard bench while she sneaked around Sanctuary getting supplies to help him survive. The bible where she'd hidden the code for the door was still on the lectern, under the big cross. Everything looked the same. That was good - it felt like it meant that whatever had happened after she'd left, Janice et al couldn't have been blaming or punishing her for his disappearance. In fact, it was reassuring that nothing had changed at all in the parts of Sanctuary he had seen - no extra security, no changes around the main entrance, no signs that anything had been done to Maddy or her church.
With a deep breath, he tried the only other door, and found it too to be unlocked. It opened with a gentle push, soundlessly, and before he even looked in properly he could tell that the sexy minister was asleep in her bed from the soft sound of breathing. He smiled to himself, relieved, although unsure why he felt that way - why wouldn't she have been here?
He left his leather bag full of stuff for her to wear for their escape in the chapel for a moment, and entered her room. He'd never been inside it before, but all Sanctuary bedrooms he had been inside were laid out the same, and so he was fairly sure of where her bed would be. There was no luxury for anyone in Sanctuary, so unless she'd moved things around for some reason herself, the community's spiritual leader (and secret tentacle porn enthusiast) would have just the same crappy furniture in the same places as everyone else.
His torchlight found her, sleeping peacefully, her face frowning slightly, as if indignant about something in her dream, but otherwise, she looked well. He felt a little overcome with emotion, thinking about just how important what he was about to do would be for her, and about the promises they had made each other that night just two weeks ago. He stroked a stray lock of hair off of her face, and, crouching down by the bed, gently kissed her lips. He hadn't been planning to do that to wake her up - in fact, the urge to do something so weirdly romantic kind of surprised him - but it felt like the right thing to do in the moment, better than shaking her.
Her eyes flickered and she opened her mouth to speak, a sleepy confusion on her face, but he put his hand over her mouth - almost as she had enjoyed him doing so much when he'd fucked her - and spoke in a low tone close to her ear.
"We don't have much time, but I've come to get you out just like I promised. It's safe out there, Maddy. It's incredible. I've got us everything we need, but I'll explain once we're out of Sanctuary. I brought you some clothes from the outside world that'll be easier for you to get around in than your Sanctuary stuff - the shoes at least - and everything else we need I've got back at my base, so don't waste any time getting your stuff. Just trust me, and come with me."
He took his hand away, letting her speak now she was awake enough not to make any loud noises out of confusion.
"Really? Oh, thank you so much, Curtis. I - I don't know what to -- is it really? Is it really OK out there? Can we really go now?"
She seemed both drowsy and wide awake at the same time, her excitement apparent but her mind still making sense of the situation. Perhaps she wasn't even sure if it wasn't all just a dream.
"We need to go. I can't stand it in here anymore, and we need to leave before anyone wakes up. Here, there are clothes in the bag, or wear your own stuff and just use the shoes in there - it doesn't matter - just get ready as fast as you can," he said, swiftly dashing back into the chapel to get the bag, which he put on the bed next to her.
Madeleine nodded seriously, then sprang out of bed. He was a little taken aback to see both that she slept naked, and that she had opted to just throw on one of her usual black dresses with nothing underneath, before pulling out the tennis shoes from the bag and quickly putting them on. If the size was wrong (he'd chosen by getting the size there were the most of in the store room, figuring that if the Lucky Buy had ordered more units in one size, it must be the most common), she didn't seem to notice.
I know I told her to be quick but I didn't mean she didn't even have time to put on her underwear! Not that I'm complaining...
She may not have thought her bra or panties were important enough to wear for the escape, but she did take her big silver cross off of a metal table and put it on around her neck. They moved into the chapel, and she looked longingly at her bible.
"You can take that if you want," he said.
"Well, I... No, I'll leave it. It's the only one in Sanctuary and so I guess they need it more than me..."
"I'm sure I can source you a copy of the bible outside," he said, though he had honestly given no thought to religion since he'd been in the outside world, given all of the people around him were robots, unconcerned with such matters. There was probably a bible somewhere in the apartment at the Lucky Buy, even - Pinky kept all the books that had previously belonged to Mr Montgomery in a big wooden case that nobody ever opened, because robots read just by downloading books into their own memories, and Curtis hadn't really found time yet to start looking through old world literature. He could kind of understand why Madeleine would want that particular bible, though. In fact, even though he wasn't religious, he felt a symbolic attachment to it due to its role in his escape. But, if she felt it was more important to leave it there to offer spiritual guidance to the assholes of Sanctuary in her absence, fair enough.
"Are you ready to go then? We'll have to be completely silent once we leave the chapel, until we're on the other side of the door, so if you've got anything you need to get or say, now's the last chance until we're free of this place, OK?"
"I'm ready. Lead on."
She stayed close to him, holding his hand as he moved as swiftly as he could toward the light from the lakeside farm, staying close to the wall. They made it into the lake area, but here it was harder to stay in the shadows. Bright lights shone down at all kinds of angles to help the hydroponic crops grow, and this also made for reflections on the massive underground lake itself. meaning that while there were certainly shadows, it was hard to use them for cover.
It shouldn't have mattered, because there shouldn't have been anyone here. But there was, and unfortunately, she saw them before they had a chance to retreat back into the hallway.
What Sophie was doing there didn't appear to be connected to them being there at all - in fact, before her eyes met Curtis's and her mouth fell open in surprise, she'd just been sitting by the lake in her shorts and tank top, her bare feet dangling into the crystal clear water. It was just bad luck. The worst luck.
"Curtis! Oh my god! I knew someone would catch you sneaking around eventually! But wow, I can't believe you were his accomplice, Madeleine! That's wild!" she pulled her feet up out of the water, drying them off on a towel she had with her as she spoke. Her voice was hushed, though, and although she seemed surprised, she somehow didn't seem half as surprised as Curtis felt she should have.
He looked to Maddy for some kind of explanation.
"Everybody thinks you've just been in hiding somewhere in Sanctuary. That was the conclusion Janice jumped to, and, well It was better to let them think you'd done something that futile to get out of your trial than... well, tell them anything at all. Nobody even asked me anything. They've been looking for you everywhere," she whispered, her voice soft in his ear, so Sophie, who was approaching from the side of the lake wouldn't hear.
"Wait, though... You look different. Your skin is darker and your hair is lighter."
Sophie narrowed her eyes, looking at him carefully as she got closer.
"Were you hiding somewhere with UV lights? Like, you were tanning all this time? No... Your clothes..." she looked completely bewildered now, the obvious reason why Curtis would have appeared after two weeks looking like he'd been out in the sun and wearing things that had never existed in Sanctuary not, apparently, obvious to Sophie.
His mind raced. She was only a second or two away from figuring out that he had been outside, and their location close to the exit, and Maddy being with him... well, Sophie may not have been a genius but she certainly wasn't too dumb to put it together that he and Maddy were leaving, once she figured out the first part. But what should he do about it? If she told people, others might try and leave, and that might be bad, it would certainly mean he would lose some control over his surroundings out there. If she followed him, then that'd be worse still. It may have been easy to forget about her and how much he hated her for the way she'd treated him when he was in here, or for how she'd conspired with her girlfriend in a way that had nearly gotten him castrated, but now he could see her, all of those feelings welled up in him again. He wanted to punch her in the face, in complete honesty. He couldn't have her around him all the time, especially not out there, where she'd probably somehow end up having a great time, and being just the same bitch as always. He'd been through hell because of her, and the world out there was his reward. It was unbearable for her to be rewarded too, he just couldn't fucking abide with it.
"Don't be scared, OK, I'm not really gonna do anything, but I need her off our backs," he whispered to Madeleine, before passing her his bag, letting go of her hand, and stepping toward where Sophie was now standing, eyeing him as her mind worked overtime trying to work out how he wasn't wearing Sanctuary issue clothes.
Trying to look confident, he pulled his gun out of its holster, and pointed it at her face.




Chapter 5

"Why... why do you have a gun, Curtis?" Sophie asked, her voice tiny, and her face now milk white.
"Fuck, Sophie, isn't it obvious? I live out there, now. I'm going back out, too, and I'm taking Maddy. She doesn't want to stay down here anymore, and so I came back for her, and we're leaving Sanctuary forever. Don't try and stop us, OK? I don't want to have to hurt you, but this is too important to have you running your mouth off about it. Don't try and stop us, and don't tell anyone you saw us. Can you do that? Or am I going to have to... Well, can you do that?"
There was something about holding the gun that made him feel powerful, made a thrill of adrenaline run through him. He only wanted to scare Sophie out of acting like a dumb bitch and telling people what she'd seen tonight, but there was a sense of security to being the one with the weapon, which made him feel certain that Sophie had to do what he told her, just as much as the androids he was the master of. It was enjoyable, in a dark way. Once this was over and he was safely past the door with Maddy, he might just have to get her to do something about the stirring in his pants.
To his surprise though, Sophie, rather than simply promising to keep his secret, dropped to her knees on the stony ground and burst into tears.
"Curtis, I'm so sorry. You don't know how it's been since that day! I can't even look at Fliss anymore - we broke up - that's why I'm out here at night, cos we still share a room and I couldn't sleep with her there, so... so I took a walk. We didn't mean to get you in all that trouble, it was supposed to be a joke, and... and I wanted to do it too, you know? I wanted to be with a man... Fliss just... I just couldn't... I..." she sniffed and garbled out her words in a childish flood of shuddering sobs.
Curtis looked at his gun, and put it away.
Well, that didn't work like in the movies. She was supposed to be intimidated into doing what I asked, not whatever this is. What is this, anyway, an apology? I don't care, I just want to leave.
"Sophie, it doesn't matter anymore. Whatever issues you've got down here with Fliss or whoever, you can sort them out and get on with your life. I'm fine, see? Nobody castrated me, and now I'm back off out to my new life. Just let us go, pretend you didn't run into us tonight, and then put the whole thing behind you."
"So, you forgive me?" she asked, looking up at him, her watery eyes gleaming in the eerie white light of the cave.
"No. I don't forgive you. Not exactly. I just don't care anymore. And so neither should you. Now, the important question is just this, can I trust you not to cause me any problems?"
"If you forgive me, then... can I come with you?"
"No. I just said didn't I? I don't forgive you. And besides, you were fine down here. Just sort things out with Fliss and you'll be fine again. I'm sorry you won't have me to torment anymore, but, well, you'll just have to find a new hobby."
"Come on Curtis, we're friends! You're taking Madeleine, and I'd never even seen you speak to her before. Why would you take her and refuse me? We grew up together! I'm practically your big sister! And besides, I can make it worth your while, can't I? I mean, Madeleine's a woman of the church so you can't have much fun with her, but you want me, don't you? And I bet you'll need a woman by your side out there, to take care of all those urges you have. Think about it, we could do whatever we wanted if we weren't in Sanctuary, and I would let you..." she was cajoling now,  crawling across the floor towards him, reaching out to touch his leg, but she sounded more desperate than sexy.
He rolled his eyes. He wasn't sure if this offer would tempt him even if he didn't know that Maddy was a lot filthier than she appeared, and that there were countless sexy android women out there who called him 'master' and would indulge any fantasy he had, without also being poisonous little bitches he hated the sight of. It seemed pathetic that even now, even after having a gun pointed at her, she still thought she could manipulate him with vague promises of sex.
"No. Fuck off. Now, can I trust you to keep quiet or not?"
"It won't matter. They'll figure out you left eventually, what difference does it make if they know I saw you?"
Now she sounded like her usual, bratty self.
"They'll figure out we left, yes. They'll figure out Maddy helped me leave the first time, too, because only she and Janice had the codes for the door, but what they won't know, unless you tell them, was that I came back after two weeks out there, healthy and well. If you tell them nothing, they won't want to come out after us - they will know I left, and then Maddy left, but they won't know what we found outside. Aliens, a hostile wilderness, all the shit that keeps you all down here in the first place. Don't you get it? Only you can answer the question of whether it is safe to go outside."
He wasn't sure if it was a good idea to explain to Sophie the power she now had, but it was better than letting her think it didn't matter if she broke the promise because of her own lack of forward thinking.
Sophie was quiet for a moment, clearly thinking it through, but then she looked back up at him with a renewed strength in her eyes.
"OK. I won't stop you leaving, and I won't tell anyone."
Well, I guess all she needed was to know she still had some fucking upper hand over someone. For fuck's sake.
"Great. Thank you very fucking much. I didn't want to have to do anything I might regret. And, just so you know, it may be safe out there for me, but it won't be safe out there for them. That gun is just a hint at the kind of firepower at my disposal in the world outside, and if I see you, or Janice, or anyone else I don't want to be seeing out there, I will be your enemy."
Sophie whimpered and crumpled back down again, where she remained motionless on the floor as he pulled away from her, nodding to Madeleine, who began moving toward the pathway to the exit, her eyes wide but her expression stoic. Curtis was sure she'd have an opinion on what just happened, but was glad to see that she was smart enough to wait until they were out of Sanctuary to air it. With a last look of irritation at Sophie's sulking form, prone on the ground by the lake, he moved off, desperate to get past the lock and back into what now felt like his own territory.
They were safely on the other side of the door, with it sealed once again, before they noticed Curtis' gun was missing.




Chapter 6

Madeleine had kept quiet and out of the way while Curtis entered the code. This was his third time inputting it, but he was still no closer to having the long, random series of letters and numbers even partially memorized, and so it still took all of his focus to make sure he entered it right first time. As soon as they'd stepped through and he'd closed it behind them with its now almost familiar clunk, though, she let out a long sigh of relief, leaning against the wall. Curtis knew how she felt. He too was glad to be out of there, and for her, this wasn't like his first time leaving Sanctuary - she knew she was going to be safe.
"I can't believe I'm really out of Sanctuary! I never thought I'd really see it!" she said breathlessly, her face bright with a beaming smile in the light from Curtis' flashlight.
"Well, this bit doesn't really look any different... The thing is, Sanctuary actually isn't deep underground like we thought - when we come out we're really more than halfway up a mountain. It's not that bad to climb down, and after that my car will take us to the place I've been using as a base, but we should wait in this tunnel until it gets light outside, so it'll be easier and safer to deal with the mountain. We can wait here, or we can head for the exit, but we still have a bit of time to pass until the sun starts to rise and it's better to stay sheltered in the tunnel..."
He knew he was rambling and had basically just said the same thing twice, but he wanted to keep talking, to avoid a gap where either of them might need to address what had just happened with Sophie.
He needn't have worried, though, it seemed that discussing the people of Sanctuary was not on Maddy's list of current priorities either. Quite out of nowhere, she pulled him close to her and kissed him urgently, her hands clasping the collar of his shirt.
The excitement of the situation and the fact they had time to kill had clearly combined in Madeleine's mind and made her decide it was the perfect time to become reacquainted with Curtis's cock, and as he felt the warmth of her tongue in his mouth and the soft feel of her body - which, he couldn't help remembering, was naked under her dress - it was easy to succumb to the same mood. The relief of getting away from Sophie, of having succeeded in the rescue, was intense, and left him feeling like he had some nervous energy that could be put to good use this way...
She reached down to grope his stiffening cock through his jeans, enjoying the exhilarating feeling of finding him growing hard.
"You like that? Since you're my hero and all, and we have some dead time in here, I think I'd like to show you my appreciation for coming back for me," she said, an innocent look on her face as she watched Curtis's own face relax in pleasure, his cock now fully erect under his clothes.
"Fuck yeah," he said, "want to suck it for me?" he asked, although it was more a command than a question.
Maddy smiled a sultry smile and sank to her knees right there outside the door of the former home he'd just rescued her from. She undid his fly and pulled his jeans down, and his underwear with them. His cock was as hard as it was for his sex robot whores, and there was nothing about Madeleine that he would have said was inferior to the android girls he now fucked on the regular - she may not have special features or secrete recreational drugs through her mouth and pussy, but she knew what it was like to be frustrated. She really, really wanted him, in a way that a robot never could, and this made her a huge turn on.
She told him how much she liked the way he smelled different now, not of Sanctuary issued soap, in a sweet, girly voice before greedily taking his cock in her mouth and sucking him with complete enthusiasm, getting him as wet as she could and guzzling his dick at the back of her throat. She looked up at him, enjoying his visible reaction to her sloppy, noisy blowjob. He knew she had learned this from archive porn, and that was kind of adorable, as well as feeling fantastic.
He grabbed a handful of her hair and gripped it in his fist, bucking his hips to fuck her mouth even deeper. It felt amazing having the preacher of Sanctuary taking his dick in her throat right outside the door, thinking about how disappointed Janice and the other old cunts would be in them for giving in to their hormones and wanting each other like this, and about how it didn't matter at all, because now, he'd brought Maddy to his world.
"Oh fuck, stop, I don't want to come yet..." he grunted, although it was really hard for him to ask her to stop. He wanted to fuck her though, and he wanted for the first time he came for her out here to be inside her. There would surely be times to fuck her mouth as much as he wanted in the future, now. Maddy pulled her head away and stood up, her hair now a sexy mess where he had been holding on to it. Curtis pulled her dress up to bunch up above her bare tits. The first natural breasts he'd seen in a while, he couldn't help but stare at them in the shadowy light from his flashlight (which he'd dropped to the floor), admiring how firm and large they were, how stiff and pink her nipples were, as he squeezed them and rubbed his thumbs over them, making her gasp in excitement.
He pressed her against the side of the tunnel, and as she wrapped one leg around him, he was inside her, kissing her hard on the mouth and fucking her with insistent, driving thrusts that made her make loud, moaning sounds that he could feel vibrating against his face. There was a real joy to fucking her here, a sense of victory that gave an extra intensity and satisfaction to the feel of her hot, tight cunt around his cock, and her heaving, panting breaths, which told him she was feeling the same exhilaration. There was no holding back or slowing down, he held her there, fucking her triumphantly until he felt her legs shaking, and moved his mouth from hers to let her scream just as loud as she wanted to while her pussy clenched around his cock in a powerful orgasm. In the same spirit, he growled emphatically as he pumped his hot load inside her. In his world, they could come as noisily as they wanted.
Panting, grinning, they parted, and Maddy laughed almost coyly as she pulled her dress down, rearranging her cross necklace.
"Well, that was definitely a good use of time! Just hope your legs are gonna be OK to get down the mountain now," Curtis joked, crouching to pull up his jeans.
"Ah, I'll be just fine - nothing's going to stop me getting out there and seeing this new world for myself," she said, her face flushed, her hair a mess, and her eyes shining with delight.
"Fuck!" Curtis shouted suddenly, hammering his fist against the tunnel wall in a disbelieving rage.
"What? What is it?"
He let out a breath slowly, trying to compose himself, though inside he was anything but calm. As he'd put his jeans back on, he'd noticed something very important was wrong.
"My gun. Fucking Sophie took my fucking gun."




Chapter 7

"What? How? You mean while we were just... She could have been..." Madeleine looked terrified now, as she imagined the worst - Sophie going on some crazy killing spree inside Sanctuary while she and Curtis were happily rutting just outside.
"No... I mean, she must have taken it when she was down on her knees like that - I thought she was just being a dramatic fuckwit as usual but I guess I underestimated her... Fuck."
"We have to go back inside," Madeleine said, straightening her dress emphatically.
"No, let's just think about this for a moment. It's not what you're thinking - there's only one bullet in the gun. I left the rest in the bag, which you were holding, so she doesn't have those. I kinda wanted to be sure when I brought the gun with me that I wouldn't do anything crazy just because I could, I mean, I was thinking I'd just use it if I needed to fight like, a bear on the way up the mountain or some shit, but it'd also be useful if I needed to intimidate someone if things went wrong in there. I was never down to actually kill anyone, I just thought, you know, if it was fully loaded, and I was in a bad situation, then I might... well, it might have been too easy to cause a massacre, in a panic, or whatever. I don't know, it seemed right at the time. But anyway, if she sees she only has one bullet, she's not going to use it, is she? Once it's gone the gun is useless. And if she shoots one person, even if it's Janice, she won't be able to get away with that - not if she didn't have any way of taking out anyone else. Without any bullets she's still as weak as usual, so she'd be restrained and then probably executed or whatever the law does about murder. She probably will just keep the gun so she can feel like she has something she can threaten people with to get whatever it is she wants."
Madeleine looked thoughtful, but a little less panicked. He was right, the killing spree scenario was impossible, and Sophie wasn't a psychopath anyway. If she was going to kill anyone it would be out of desperation or for some gain for herself, not just because she hated them or because she was completely batshit insane.
"So, what does Sophie want that she could use the gun to get?" she asked slowly, sounding as though she already had an idea about the answer.
"Well, it depends whether she believes me that I'll take her out if I see her out here. If she doesn't, or she does but doesn't think I'm a real threat - which, by the way, I am, I wasn't bluffing, I have a huge army of androids, but I'll explain that later - then her biggest want will probably be to leave Sanctuary."
"Which means getting the code from Janice, since she's the only one who has it now I'm not there. So she could threaten Janice with the gun, get the code, and leave, in theory... Would that be such a bad thing, though? I can understand why you don't want her anywhere near you, but it's a big world out there, if she comes out and just goes her own way and makes friends with different people to you, what does it matter?"
Curtis rubbed his forehead, his brain aching from trying to figure out all the different possible ways this could go.
"The thing is, I haven't told you about the world out here yet, other than that it's safe for us. There aren't people. Well, not humans you can have normal social interactions with. It's not so much that I was taken in and welcomed by some of the nice people who'd been living out here this whole time, and Sophie could just do the same, and we'd never run into each other again. What's out here, at least in this region, is a society made up of androids who used to serve humans before the invasion. They had some way of fighting off the aliens - blue monsters, they call them - that didn't work for humans... Something to do with the aliens' weapons, they are designed to do some kind of psychic attack that humans or animals couldn't do anything about, but androids were immune to. I haven't asked in too much detail because, well, it's fucking terrifying, given the blue monsters are still around in other parts of the world, and I'd rather not think about them unless I have to. Anyway, the androids, they look and act like people, but they're subservient. You don't make friends with them and gain their acceptance - you become their master. Now, I've claimed as many as I could since I've been out and I mostly just have them doing whatever they were doing before, keeping their society going as they always have, and just doing stuff for me to help me if I need them to. But I have by no means claimed every AI and android in the area, and an unclaimed one, well, any human can become their master and have them do whatever they like. Sophie, well, I can't see her doing anything all that dangerous with them - she doesn't have the imagination - but can you see how bad it would be if Janice got out here and had androids under her control? She'd try and take over the whole place and we'd be back to living by stupid, puritanical bullshit rules only with like, android enforcers. I know it's selfish, but I was the one who took the risk of coming out here first, before we knew if that'd mean instant death-by-alien, and I want... I think it should be..." he looked back at the door, his voice trailing off, but then he met Maddy's eyes with a new certainty on his face, "I want to live my fucking way."
Madeleine saw the complexity of the situation now, and though she had many, many questions about the whole 'subservient android society' thing, those would wait until they'd decided what to do here and now. She couldn't really fault Curtis for wanting what he did - if she was being honest she wanted a world like his too, and as long as the people inside Sanctuary weren't suffering anything worse than whatever break-up drama Sophie was having with Fliss, she didn't feel especially guilty about leaving them all down there while she and Curtis got their own dreams of a freer, more interesting life.
"Then, it sounds like we should leave like we were going to. The only thing Sophie having the gun really changes is that it's now probably only a matter of time before something happens in there that causes other people from Sanctuary to come outside - regardless of your warning to her. It was too vague and hard to imagine, I think - maybe if she knew about the androids or the lack of people or whatever she'd be more intimidated by you saying that, but then, if she knew that she'd also be more interested in leaving, too, no doubt. We can't know whether it will just be Sophie, or whether it'll be Sophie, followed by others, or whether the whole of Sanctuary will just open its doors for good. What happens in there is outside of our control and we have no way of knowing what is happening either, so there's no point worrying about it."
"Yeah, I guess... It just sucks so much to think that I'm probably going to have to deal with all that bullshit sometime soon, and once again, it's all because that dumb bitch managed to trick me..."
"Oh, I wasn't suggesting we just make the best of it for now and just wait for Janice or whoever to show up and spoil everything. Not at all. Just that we focus on what we can do to protect your version of the future out here... If I understand things correctly, then androids who you've claimed for yourself will not accept any other master?"
"Yes! They are loyal to whoever holds their license until they release them to someone else - I guess people used to be able to buy and sell them second hand, or hand them over in their wills or something - or the license expires. All the AIs and androids had no owner when I came out here, which was why I could claim them, but if I could somehow claim them all, then anyone coming out of Sanctuary wouldn't be able to claim any!"
"And someone out here with none of the androids on their side, what would life be like for them?" Madeleine asked, as if she was trying to confirm something.
"Well, if I leave the androids as they are, I guess a human out here could just live how they wanted. They'd still be able to get stuff and eat food made by the androids, and they'd still be protected by them if there was ever a threat to the region, but they wouldn't be able to hold any power over anything beyond themselves, really."
Maddy nodded, as if this was the answer she'd been hoping for - although there was an unspoken understanding of the condition 'if I leave the androids as they are'. Curtis didn't intend to make his subservient robots hostile towards another human, but he could if he wanted to.
In actual fact, Curtis himself wasn't sure how that would work. He knew that the robots had their tertiary protocols to defend humans in general, and so he doubted he could override that fundamental part of their design and have them kill humans, but the mere existence of android security and police, and the fact he'd been stunned no questions asked by Sarge, told him that non-lethal force was no problem, and there probably were conditions under which an android might shoot a human. This hadn't seemed important enough to ask his android friends about before, and he hoped it wouldn't become important in the future. Killing other humans would probably be a mile across the line of what Maddy the Believer would accept, too, and he had found that he was already extremely grateful to have her with him in this situation, to help him decide what to do. He didn't want to lose her alliance by starting to consider wholly unholy acts like murder.
"So the best course of action is for us to just figure out how best to claim as many androids as we possibly can, and to make sure there are no areas close to Sanctuary where there are free ones to be found. I... I assume I can claim androids too, in this vision of the future of yours?"
"You? Yeah, I mean, I had thought you'd be wanting some androids for your own... pleasure... I actually have a nice male droid buddy I'd been thinking you might like to meet... and then there are ones who you could have make you clothes and food and take care of your health and stuff, but I hadn't been thinking you'd have to amass a load of them like me. But it makes sense I guess, now. With two of us, we could get to twice as many of them in a shorter time. So far I'd just been claiming the ones who come to the supermarket I've been using as a house. The androids communicate between themselves as a society, and so as more of them find out there is a human in the area, they kinda make pilgrimages to have me claim them. I was thinking of making a move to the city at some point after I'd rescued you, just because it'd be probably a better place to start a life than an abandoned supermarket, and I'd figured I'd wait until a lot of the population there was already claimed by coming to me first, just because it seemed easier and I felt like we'd have all the time in the world, but perhaps with this turn of events it might be better if maybe I went there later today and you stayed at the Lucky Buy - you can talk to my live in androids and get acclimated to life out here, and also claim any android pilgrims who come by after I've left. What do you reckon?"
Madeleine smiled wryly.
"Sounds like I'll be in at the deep end. But still not as much as you were when you first came out here. Sure, let's do that."
A glance at his watch told him it was more than late enough now for the sun to have risen, and so, with the beginnings of a plan agreed upon, they tried to forget about the Sanctuary situation for a while so that Maddy could get the full impact of stepping out into the sun and feeling fresh air on her face for the very first time.




Chapter 8

It felt as though they had sufficiently exhausted the subject of how to claim robots, and what Madeleine would be able to expect at the Lucky Buy by the time they reached the foot of the mountain. Her enthusiasm and excitement about the everything out here was contagious, and Curtis wasn't feeling anywhere near as anxious about the Sanctuary problem now. If anything, he felt like he was seeing his situation in a refreshing new way. He hadn't really had a goal before. He had just been focusing on figuring things out here and then getting Madeleine out - after that, he had his vague suppositions that he would at some point move to take over the city, and he'd also go and snoop around the area where their ancestors had come from, but there was no concrete task he had to fill up his future. Now, they were together, and they were unified in the goal of simply claiming every android in the region, so that they'd have full control over the area, whoever of the non-robotic variety may show up in it later.
One thing that they weren't so sure about, was what 'the area' actually included, though. Curtis had knowledge of a few small towns nearby and the main city, which the androids all referred to colloquially as 'the city', so he hadn't actually found out what it had been called back in the old world times. It'd probably tell him on Ian's maps, if he took the time to play around with them - another thing he'd been meaning to do at some unspecified point in the future, but which now felt a bit more pressing.
Beyond those places, and a few farms he had claimed pilgrim robots from, he wasn't sure what else there was by way of android settlements nearby, and he was also unsure as to what would be a reasonable radius to limit themselves to. Exploration might be a long term goal, but for the medium term, he wanted to simply create a good home for himself, and he didn't really need more than one city for that. Now he had to consider keeping control so that Janice or Sophie or whomever else might slither out of the mountain cave couldn't get it, he had to consider that that may not be enough. If there was another big settlement the same distance away in a different direction, there would be nothing stopping an enemy taking control of that, and then trying to start a war with his city. He discussed all of this with Madeleine as they made their way down the trail, glad he had her to sound off of, even if what he mainly wanted from her was just confirmation that he didn't sound crazy and paranoid.
"No, we definitely need to come up with some kind of strategy that involves the whole region, and make sure we control every major settlement that lies close to Sanctuary in every direction. If we have all of those, we can contain anybody who comes out."
"I'm glad you think so, I was worried I sounded like some kind of megalomaniac... You know I don't want control really - personally I'm happy for the androids to just go about their business. Managing them all is a hassle, and it's not like we need anything in particular more than they already provide. I just don't want anyone else having a chance to cause me problems, and it seems like to assure that, I have to basically rule the entire fucking map..."
"Sure seems that way. But I don't mind myself. It'll just be like having a really big church congregation."
"Except they have no souls to save..."
"Well, there is that... I probably need to rebrand as something other than a preacher, then, don't I? I mean, if the only person out here God might give a shit about is you, and I rate my chances of getting you to see his grace as --"
"Slim to none. Sorry."
"Well, quite. And so if I can't be a spiritual leader, maybe I can just be a... non-spiritual leader."
"Like, a general? Or like a queen? Do you want to be queen of the sex bots?" he joked, taking her hand to help her down the last steep bit before they reached the dusty, yet mercifully flat path that would lead to the road, and to Ian the car. Maddy had already been informed about Ian the car, and she didn't think his name was anywhere near as silly as Curtis did. She thought Ian sounded cool.
"Sex bots? Seriously, those are a thing?"
Other people might have said this with at least the pretense of some kind of embarrassment or disapproval, but Madeleine just sounded impressed. This was one of the reasons Curtis had known the hentai loving minister would be a good fit for his new world order.
"Yes! I have two female ones back at the Lucky Buy. I mean, all the androids more or less are designed to be fuckable - they call it their 'secondary special protocols', just so you know what they mean if they offer you that - but there are also these special androids that used to be used as prostitutes in the old world, and they have some... enhanced features. I'm sure we can track you down a nice male one in all of ten seconds of trying, if you want a fun introduction to the world of android-human relations when we get there?"
"You... wouldn't be jealous?"
The question surprised him. He hadn't really considered the nature of their ongoing relationship. It didn't seem even worth questioning, given they were the only two humans there were. But whether he'd considered Madeleine in some way 'his' or not, he certainly wouldn't begrudge her fucking androids. It was one of the best parts of life out here.
"Of course not! Why would I be jealous of androids? They can probably fuck you better than I can anyway, I'm pretty much at home with that idea. And besides, I'll be away in the city for a while, there's no sense in you not taking care of whatever needs you have when there's literally unlimited hot, sexy pleasure machines you could be taking advantage of."
They walked on silently for a few beats, Madeleine thinking about the possibilities, Curtis thinking about how hot Madeleine would look getting drilled by some monstrously large robot cock in front of him. Perhaps while she sucked his dick again.
"And do you think it'd be wrong if I... used the female shaped ones, too?"
Curtis laughed; her embarrassment was cute.
"Why would I think it was wrong? Wait, is this some religious thing? Don't tell me you think lesbianism is immoral or something! I never had you down as believing that sort of thing!"
"I don't think it's immoral when lesbians do it! It's just, well, I'm not actually attracted to women. I only like men. But I can't help but be a bit curious, and, well, I always thought it would be wrong to get together with a girl in Sanctuary just because I was curious about the sex, or just because I couldn't have a man, like it wouldn't be fair on her somehow... Because I'd always be wishing there was a cock there to finish me off."
"We've probably got sex bot girls with cocks, too if you want. Look, seriously, they are built to love it. The robots I've claimed all want to do anything to please me, and until you've got your own, they'll happily indulge whatever fantasies you want if I tell them they're allowed to with you. You definitely don't have to worry about breaking any hearts. And... fuck, now I can't stop picturing you getting eaten out by my maid android, Pinky,.."
It was true, the conversation had gone from making him laugh to making him hard.
Madeleine thought for a moment, then literally just said ‘fuck it.’
It had been a fantasy she’d had for a long time, and she did need to relax, and the opportunity for a threeway didn’t exactly come up every day. Well, out here it probably did, but still, she wasn’t used to that yet. Her nerves and reservations were stupid, and that’s why Curtis had laughed at her. There was no good reason not to do it.
Now she'd put such a delicious idea in his head, Curtis was seriously reconsidering heading to the city today. It wouldn't make that much difference to go first thing tomorrow, and spend the rest of today celebrating Madeleine joining the group at the Lucky Buy with... well, some kind of hot human android threeway.
"I think I'd really like that," she smiled, when he told her his proposal.
Even the impressive form of Ian, who had been patiently waiting for Curtis all night, wasn't enough to fully pull their minds away from their plans for the rest of the day, Curtis could tell by the way Madeleine squirmed in the seat next to him, and Maddy could tell by the discernible bulge in his pants.
"Maybe go a little faster than usual, Ian. I'm in a hurry."




Chapter 9

A few rushed introductions later, and Curtis had sent all of the other androids (who were as curious about Maddy as she was about them, but Curtis wasn't going to let faffing around that could be just as easily done later get in the way of the experience they'd both been anticipating all the way here), away. In the small bedroom he used, there was now just himself, Pinky, and an adorably nervous looking Madeleine. He'd told Pinky there were to be special protocols for all.
“I’ve… Never been with a woman before,” Madeleine said, for some reason feeling the need to explain her possible lack of lesbian prowess to a robot, as Pinky shrieked happily and jumped up off of the couch, moving over to take Madeleine’s hands and kiss her sensually on the lips. Madeleine would later tell Curtis that she loved the way robots tasted to kiss - fresh and alive but somehow also enticingly different.
“Oh, you’ll love it - Curtis loves to watch me and Mercy together, and he’s my master so I’ll make sure I do a good job to please you so he will enjoy watching us together too, but then, if you still think you need a nice hard cock to finish you off, I’m sure he’ll be happy to provide. Or we can get Sarge to help!”
Maddy didn't know who Sarge was yet, as he hadn't been around when Curtis had rushed her up to the apartment, but in any case, she was happy with human cock for today. One new thing at a time.
Curtis gave her an encouraging half smile from where he and that impressive bulge stayed resting on the bed. His hand was already rubbing against his erection through his jeans, turned on by the idea of seeing one of his subservient robots give Maddy her first taste of the kind of erotic experiences that would soon be a daily part of her life, thanks to him.
Pinky gently took hold of Madeleine by the shoulders and pushed her down into an armchair, before sinking to the ground on her knees. She pushed Madeleine’s black dress up her thighs, and Madeleine found herself willingly opening her legs and showing the pink haired, giggly maid her cunt – not even caring that she hadn’t had a chance to clean herself since Curtis had blown his load inside her earlier. She was already breathing heavily, partly because she was nervous about letting a woman do things to her, but also because she was excited by the idea, especially with a sexy younger man, who was also her hero right now, watching so appreciatively.
Pinky traced her index finger down over Madeleine’s slit, the light pressure on her clitoris making her gasp, and the sensation that Pinky’s finger was trying to penetrate her, making her pussy ache to be filled. With her other hand, Pinky reached up and squeezed one of Madeleine’s firm, round breasts through her dress.
"Yeah, good girl, Pinky - get her tits out," Curtis urged, from the bed.
Pinky was happy to comply, helping Madeleine remove her tight dress over her head, her body pressed between her legs, eager to expose her nipples. She smiled up at Madeleine then began to suck at them hungrily, causing her to moan in excitement.
The feeling of the warm, hot mouth on one nipple, then the other, then both at once as Pinky pressed her breasts together firmly sent waves of pleasure and arousal straight to her pussy, and Madeleine found herself grinding against Pinky and trying to get some much needed pressure on her clit.
She looked over and saw that Curtis had unfastened his jeans and taken out his big, eager cock, and was pulling on it slowly as he focused on his android servant’s mouth on the older woman’s large, stiff nipples.
Still sucking on a nipple Pinky sensed that it was time to start really bringing Madeleine off, and ran her free hand down her body. She felt how slippery Madeleine’s neatly trimmed pussy was, and the heat coming from it, as she gently pressed her fingers against her clit, hearing a sharp intake of breath in response.
"Lick her, now," Curtis said urgently, his voice thick with lust.
Pinky complied. She moved down, leaving Madeleine’s wet, exposed tits to her own hands, as Madeleine, in her own arousal, began to sensuously rub her hands over her own nipples. She pushed her thighs apart as far as they would go, and Madeleine relished the feeling of being so exposed to another woman’s mouth. Any reluctance she had been feeling to be having a girl making her come was gone now, and she was as horny for Pinky as she had ever been for a man, in all of her frustrating years in Sanctuary rubbing her clit to porn.
Pinky was enthusiastically teasing Maddy with little flicks of her tongue, each of which made her gasp or shriek in pleasure and longing. Madeleine locked eyes with Curtis, who was watching the pleasure on her face intently as he continued to jerk himself off. It was such a turn on for her to have him there while she experienced this, this young guy, who was now used to fucking these crazily hot synthetic women like Pinky, watching her with such blatant desire.
Pinky moved down and began to run her tongue around the entrance to Madeleine’s tight ass, using her fingers on her clit now. The feeling of a tongue there was completely new to Madeleine, but she could barely register what was happening now, the building intensity of her arousal and the pleasure of everything Pinky was doing to her was moving her quickly to the point of no longer caring. She moved over hand down and grabbed at Pinky’s bright hair, while pinching her nipple with the other.
"Oh, you’re missing her mouth on those nice big tits now she’s eating your ass?" Curtis said, suddenly standing up.
He moved and stood beside the chair where Madeleine was laying back and enjoying the maid’s oral attentions, and reached down to grope at her breasts. Madeleine responded by using the hand she had been using to play with her nipple to grip hold of his fat, hard, glistening cock and begin to jerk it off for him. She wanted to suck him, to have that big, throbbing dick in her mouth while Pinky made her come with her tongue and fingers, but she didn’t have enough control right now, her breathing was shallow panting and she was moaning and crying out in pleasure every time Pinky quickened the pressure on her aching clit.
Madeleine’s hips were rocking and gyrating as Pinky worked her fingers faster and faster, still lapping her tongue against her ass. She felt her thighs tensing and convulsing around her and Madeleine’s hand pulling firmly on her hair as she came, her screams seeming to shake the shabby living room.
Pinky looked up, her face shining, a smile of satisfaction on her face as she looked at Madeleine’s sweaty, panting face and disheveled clothes, her hand still wrapped around Curtis’s raging erection.
"Do you want to fuck her now?" she asked.
"Hell yeah. Hey, Madeleine, why don’t you repay Pinky for that while I fuck that nice wet pussy?"
There may not really have been time to explain to Madeleine that Pinky actually really did feel pleasure in much the same way as a human, but she was so horny now that the instruction to go down on an android didn't seem weird anyway.
Madeleine would have been nervous about going down on a girl at any other time, but the intensity of that orgasm, plus the prospect of getting fucked hard by the big cock in her hand prevented her from feeling anything but into it. She stood up on shaky legs and urged Pinky to get into the chair where she had just been, helping her up and pulling her little maid dress off roughly over her head. Pinky decided to take off her bright pink bra and panties (which Maddy was fascinated by, desperate for some sexy lingerie of her own), and lay back completely naked in the armchair except for her white thigh high stockings, exposing her completely hairless pussy to Madeleine’s curious mouth.
Maddy sank down, nude, onto all fours between Pinky’s thighs, exposing her pussy. Curtis got behind her, before positioning the head of his glistening cock at the entrance of her, pressing it firmly against her and making her wriggle willingly against it, wanting to feel it stretching out her wet, ready hole.
Madeleine inhaled the artificially fragrant and enticing scent of Pinky’s pussy, which was also slick with anticipation – it seemed like the submissive little servant had really enjoyed having Curtis watch her bring Madeleine off, and now she couldn’t wait to get her own release from this human woman’s mouth while she watched him pound into her.
"Don’t be shy!" she giggled, as Madeleine used her hand to part her lips and tentatively slip her tongue between her sensitive folds.
Curtis gripped on to Madeleine’s hips and she felt the sharp pop of the big head of his cock entering her. She moaned as he forcefully drove himself into her to the hilt, hearing him grunt in pleasure as her tight pussy enveloped his shaft. As he began to thrust himself into her relentlessly, she felt her body forced right in to Pinky’s, and began to eat her instinctively. She had no experience of licking another woman, but she knew what felt good to her, and found that Pinky seemed to respond in the same way, catching her breath and letting out little cries for more when she sucked and tongued her clit. Madeleine pushed two of her fingers inside Pinky and tried to match the fast, hard speed Curtis was fucking her with, letting Pinky feel the same good, hard fucking she was getting as she worked on her clit with her tongue.
“Yes, yes, you’re doing great! Don’t stop, I’m going to come on your face!” Pinky squealed.
Curtis too was feeling ever closer to losing control. He had been trying to hold back, even while watching Pinky getting his hot older woman off while she had her hand on his dick, but now he was fucking a sexy, curvy human woman while his cute little maid watched and got her pussy licked thoroughly, it was difficult to restrain himself from just pulling out and spraying his hot load all over the round, firm ass in front of him. He grabbed her buttocks hard, feeling her firm flesh yield under his thumbs, and tried to go slower, teasing himself by fucking her as deeply and forcefully as he could, but at a pace that would keep them both on the edge of orgasm.
He felt Madeleine pushing back, trying to get him to pound her faster, and brought his hand down to spank her ass, feeling her body jolt in response and hearing her muffled groan of excitement. Yes, she liked that. He spanked her again, still fucking her slowly.
Pinky was grabbing both of her breasts with her hands and rocking her hips rhythmically against Madeleine’s mouth as she came first, letting out a long cry of satisfaction as her body shook and her chest and face flushed – somehow, despite her having once confessed to Curtis that she didn’t have any blood - from the intensity of her release. She pulled Madeleine’s head up from her convulsing, sensitive pussy and Madeleine, looked over her spent body as she focused on the feeling of Curtis’s dick stroking smoothly into her and his hand slapping her bouncing cheeks rapidly. Her eyes met Pinky’s as she too, came, for the second time, her pussy squeezing tight around Curtis’s cock.
She let Curtis pull out of her, and turned over, her arms and legs feeling like water, as she relaxed back on the floor, her head resting on Pinky’s thigh.
Curtis stood over them as he finally allowed himself to come all over the enticing sight of the two satisfied women – both now his, whenever he wanted them, he knew. The first spurt from his pulsating cock striped across Pinky’s breasts and began to dribble down over her nipples as he let the second shot blow over Madeleine’s face, further messing up her already sweaty face. He pushed his cock between her tired lips and let her mop up the rest of it with her tongue.
After a few moments catching their breath, lounging around in various states of undress, Madeleine suddenly began to seem like she felt a little bit shocked at what she had just done, and somewhat nervous. Just how does a good, god fearing woman look people in the eye after such an experience? She began hunting for her discarded dress, covering the red marks on her ass from the spanking Curtis had given her while he was fucking her hard.




Chapter 10

Curtis wondered how long it would take Maddy to stop feeling awkward after she got off. He found it kind of endearing, but he didn't like the idea of her holding back from asking for what she wanted from the robots while he wasn't around, so he did his best to put her at ease, getting up and squeezing her shoulder, telling her how great it had been for him.
"I'm pretty sure people in the old world had an easier time letting go of their inhibitions. After all, they had -- wait, that's it!"
As soon as the idea hit him, he was out the door of the room, in just his jeans, dashing past the lurking forms of Estelle and Dora, who it seemed had been waiting outside in case they were required to join the party, like the total professionals that they were.
I don't know why I didn't think of it before! This store must have sold liquor, and that shit is supposed to get better with age, if my memory serves me correctly. Man, how have I gone two weeks here without trying booze!
The supermarket floor - clean as always - was an area he hadn't really explored too much, especially now he had food coming in from the farms. Most of the stuff in here, in its cans and jars, was probably beyond the age that had really been expected for it when it was preserved, after all, and so he didn't trust any of it. He'd made use of plenty of the non-food items, and the clothes had been a boon, since it had seemed like a hassle to go ordering things from the android's clothing factories just for himself, but he'd largely ignored the consumables. It took him a while to find the right aisle, but yes, there was plenty of alcohol here.
Grinning, he went back and got one of the wire baskets from by the door, and began choosing from the various intriguing sounding bottles. A dark rum with a pirate ship on the label. A bright blue bottle of gin. A bottle of Scotch whiskey that claimed to be 18 years old (and if 18 is considered good, how good must it be now?), and some strange green stuff with a name he'd never heard of in the archives, which he selected just because it was a cool color.
He dropped off the basket by the stairs to the apartment, deciding to have a little moment to himself outside in the dusky evening air while he had his first ever drink, before taking it up to see what Maddy fancied trying. Selecting the rum, he wandered out through the glass doors to the battered parking lot.
Ugh, full of new androids to claim.
He looked at the throng of androids and machines of various kinds, and decided to leave them for Maddy - they could be her first claimed robots, and they wouldn't mind waiting for her. It'd be funny to get her to claim them drunk, actually.
He went straight back in and cut through the store, and then through the stock room to the back exit, figuring there probably wouldn't be any robots waiting out there to bother him, and he could have his little peaceful moment there, with his rum and his general sense of satisfaction with life.
The ambience out the back here was definitely closer to what he'd been looking for. The sky was hazy, there was nothing in front of him but a plain, dusty patch of ground, and there wasn't an android to be seen. He unscrewed the cap of the bottle of rum, which made a satisfying cracking sound as the metal seal broke, and without sniffing it first, lest he might lose his nerve, he took a deep swig of it. He let out and unceremonious 'gahhh' sound after swallowing, and feeling it burn down his throat, looking at the bottle as if to ask it 'are you supposed to taste this way or have you turned to poison over time?'
The second swig wasn't as bad, now he knew what to expect, and by the third he was actually becoming somewhat keen on the flavor. But from what little he knew about the practice of drinking, he thought it best not to have any more yet. It wasn't making him feel any different, but he knew it took a bit of time to enter the bloodstream, and also that inexperienced drinkers couldn't tolerate much of it. And there were none more inexperienced than he.
He screwed the lid back on, turning, ready to go up and show Maddy his discovery, when he became suddenly aware of someone beside him. Someone had rushed quickly and quietly around the corner of the Lucky Buy, and was now right there, close enough to touch him.
Damn androids.
"I guess you've come to have me claim you as your master, right? Well, it's actually your even luckier day, because now you have a choice of two humans you can serve! Be claimed by me, the guy who's trying to get drunk, or be claimed by the hot ass female one, who knows way too much about the bible but is a lot more fun than she sounds," he announced, with a slight chuckle. Perhaps the rum was starting to work, because he was pretty sure he was being very witty.
"I... I do want to be claimed by a human man. But... I'm not an android," said a shy female voice.
Curtis looked at the figure properly for the first time. They were covered in what had looked like a big hooded cloak at first, but he could see now was a ratty old gray blanket. He couldn't see her face.
He frowned in confusion.
"You'll have to be a bit less vague, I'm afraid I've been drinking!" he said, sniggering.
But his laughter stopped as a delicate hand and wrist appeared out from under the blanket-cloak and wrapped its finger around his wrist.
The hand was blue.
TO BE CONTINUED
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Chapter 1

"Who are you? You're not one of the androids, but... your skin..."
Curtis was naturally assuming by the fact that the woman hidden under the blanket (who'd just appeared from seemingly nowhere as he'd been moving to go back into the Lucky Buy and introduce Madeleine to very, very aged liquor), had a blue hand, that she was something to do with the aliens. The aliens who'd invaded Earth and forced his ancestors to move into Sanctuary to avoid the destruction that had been wreaked on just about everybody else - except the robots.
The androids had told him that some of the 'blue monsters', as they called them, were still around. Just not here. They'd supposedly settled in some regions on Earth, leaving behind areas like this one that were low on some resource or other that their species wanted,, and high on android resistance. He hadn't wanted to ask just how these beings were so dangerous to humans, but were unable to defeat man-made androids, because it had seemed like the answer would probably make him paranoid. It most likely involved the aliens doing something wholly unpleasant to parts that the humans had and the androids didn't, like the brain or the central nervous system. But now, in a mild rum-induced haze and possibly meeting an alien for the first time, he wished he had found out more about them. He really hadn't thought he'd have to worry about them at all unless he eventually wanted to leave the region, and that wasn't on the cards in his near future - he'd only been out in this world for a couple of weeks, and he already had plenty to do in the closest city. But none of his prior assumptions altered his current reality: normal people didn't have blue hands, and neither did any android he had seen.
"Who I am is... not easy to explain... but I don't mean you any harm. I have been following you - I sensed a human, stronger than normal, back at the mountain, and the first time I was too scared to approach you when I saw you, but then you left and I wasn't sure what to do. But, after wandering a lot, I caught the feel of you again, and then I found this place. But you left again. This time though, you came back, and with another human, too. I knew I had to be brave and approach you but... but away from the androids. I'm sorry if I scared you."
Her voice was light and ethereal, and sad. He squinted, as if trying to look through the mangy blanket she had covering herself like a hooded cloak.
"Well, if you won't tell me who you are, can you at least show me what you look like? I have heard... less than positive things about people with blue skin, so as you might imagine I'm a bit --"
She let go of his wrist and pulled the blanket back off of her face and hair. Yeah, she was blue alright. A kind of sky blue color, with royal blue hair, that was matted and looked in bad need of a wash. Her face was humanoid though, it was as if it was only the colors that were wrong. She actually looked like she'd be a very beautiful young woman if she was cleaned up a bit, and if it wasn't for the bright yellow eyes and... all the blue, she might just be a normal human girl like Sophie.
This was not what he'd been expecting an alien to look like. She wasn't very monstrous at all.
"So, you're... an alien?"
She shook her head fiercely, her tangled hair swinging around her face.
"No. I was created by them, but I'm not one of them. I have never left this planet, and I am just as much if not more human than I am one of those people."
"I'm sorry, I've never seen an alien, I don't honestly know what they're like, just that they aren't exactly safe to have around. I'm sorry if what I said was in some way offensive, but, you know, they tell me the aliens are blue and you're," he gestured broadly up and down at her.
"The aliens, as you call them, they call themselves the Aerquan. And well, they do a lot of experiments. I am the product of one of them. There are whole compounds of people like me in their cities, people with bits of their essence and bits of human essence or even animal essence all tangled together. But once they've made us and had a good look at us, they don't really know what else to do with us, you see."
She looked strangely calm as she described all of this, and Curtis couldn't help but follow her story along as if it was a much more normal tale than it was, nodding in the right places, but not properly taking in the strangeness of it all, instead trying to rationalize it.
Essense... maybe she means DNA or something. Is she saying the aliens are trying to create some new species by combining their DNA with that of humans and other creatures from Earth? I suppose that wouldn't be such a strange thing for them to experiment with, maybe to try to find cures for their diseases or something...
"We aren't accepted as proper people so we can't be part of their society, but they don't want to just kill us because they want to know things like how long we live and what illnesses affect us and stuff. So, they keep us in compounds like my old home. It's kind of like a big camp, where all of us experiments live and they just sort of oversee us, and occasionally they take one of us to do more experiments... But, see, I have a lot of human in me, and all I ever wanted to do was just... be among my people. I read old human books we found lying around, all the stories of the humans, and I just knew that they were out there somewhere and they'd accept me, because look, I'm just like a human, aren't I? No tentacles, no tail, two legs. I'm really, really human. And if I mate with a human man - the old way, like in the books, not the way I was made - then my children will be even more human still. And so I escaped, and I moved around the country a lot for a long time, hiding from the androids, surviving however I could, until I found a place where I could sense lots of humans. But I could never tell where they were. Their signatures were everywhere, but I could never see them. It wasn't until the day I saw you that I understood - you were all inside the mountain."
"Wait, so you knew there were humans in the area? How does that work? You know real humans can't sense human life, right?"
The girl looked crestfallen, suddenly, and Curtis realized what he'd just said.
"That's, uh, not to say you're not a real human because you can do that... It's more like, well, you're better than a human. Superhuman! There, that's not so bad, is it?"
She didn't look convinced, but she carried on.
"I don't know how or why I can do it, and I wasn't sure if humans could do it too because to be honest I have never spoken to one until now. There was another compound where the humans were kept in the city I lived in, but there was much more security on that than on the one with us experiments. Humans were rare and they wanted to make sure nothing happened to the ones they had carefully bred for their essence. But I knew exactly where they were and how many. Then, once I escaped the city, I didn't sense any humans at all for a really long time while I traveled. Your mountain, I could feel the humanity there, but not enough to tell apart individual humans or know properly where they were. But being near to the mountain made me feel calm, almost like I was with my people at last, even if they didn't know..."
Now the strangeness was hitting him.
"But, being able to sense other beings, is that a thing the Aerquan can do? You have some of their... essence, too, right? Maybe you have some of their skills but in a human form?"
He chose his words carefully so as not to offend her - it was already apparent how important it was to this girl to be regarded as human. But he wanted to know what kinds of powers the aliens had, because it seemed important now - if she'd found him, maybe other aliens would want to too.
If they really bred their own special human specimens to experiment on then, well, that sounded like something that would make them interested in him, and also something that would mean there was no reality in which he could ever envisage trying to live in peace with their kind. He'd been imagining a simple situation out here where the androids were doing their thing, waiting for any humans who were still hiding around the world to resurface, and the aliens had just claimed their own parts of the world. If the humans made any kind of comeback, they'd be small in number, and they could have just occupied the areas held by the robots, keeping them as protection. The aliens could have stayed wherever whatever it was they liked to mine or harvest was, and there wouldn't need to be any conflict. Now though, he realized how naive that was. They weren't just here mining or farming. They were trying to get more out of the Earth's resources by combining them with their own, those resources including our very evolution. And they were obviously using some fairly fucked up approaches. Suddenly his new world was a lot more complex, a lot less like a fun playground full of sexy women and cool machines that would do whatever he asked them. His head ached, as if he was already starting to get a hangover, even though he'd only just finished drinking his three mouthfuls of rum.
"Yes. They can do all kinds of telepathic stuff involving human minds, and I suppose that being able to just lock on to a human is the most simple, basic form of that. But that's all I can do. I couldn't kill a human that way. You have to tell the androids that, by the way. I had to stay away from the androids. They kill the Aerquan on sight so that they can't use their psychic attacks on any living creatures nearby - physically they are quite weak and they don't much consider non-psychic combat, so the androids kill them easily - and of course, that means I don't have time to explain to androids that I'm human... And here, there was you, but there were also more androids than I've ever seen in my life... That's why I've been hiding and waiting for you or the other human to come out the back of the building here."
Curtis rubbed his temples and slid down the wall until he was sitting on the dusty ground. He needed to think. The aliens had psychic attacks, then. Fatal ones, presumably. That would explain why the humans had been defeated so comprehensively by them on invasion day, and the androids had been able to fight. Perhaps the signs of some damage a long time ago, like the wrecked parking lot outside of the Lucky Buy, were made by some humans trying to use normal weapons defensively, or by the robots fighting the Aerquan, and not by the attacking space invaders. Or perhaps they were just from some unrelated earthquake. It was hard to know what he should be focusing on.
He was also aware that he'd dashed out of the room where he'd just been having fun with Madeleine and Pinky without really saying where he was going, and that someone might decide to look for him at any moment (probably Maddy, since the robots under his command all knew better than to nose into his movements and actions too much).
"I... I think I understand why you found me, and what your situation is, and I can make it safe for you with the androids here, as long as they're ones me and Maddy control, and we're planning to control 'em all in this region. I can give a batch order to be communicated across their whole network that you are not to be harmed. But... other than that, I don't really understand what it is you want from me? If you want to be somewhere safe where people will look after you, well, you can stick in the region we control and that'll be that, but I don't know, I get the impression that really, you want, or, I don't know, need maybe, something more than just somewhere to live?"
But she'd descended on him where he was slumped on the ground in exhausted, mind-aching thought, and she was hugging him around the neck, more of her blue arms emerging out from under her blanket-robe. Curtis noticed with mild amusement that she didn't smell anywhere near as bad as she looked like she would up close, and wondered if that was an alien power, too.
"OK, OK, calm down. Look, first I'll go and make sure all the androids in here know not to hurt you, and then you should come inside and get cleaned up. I'll have Pinky run you a bath and we can find some clothes for you. But, so I can tell the androids who they're not to harm, and just because, well, it's normal, can you tell me your name?"
"I... experiments don't have names. I have a number, but..."
"Oh, man, that's messed up, even Pinky has a nickname! What did your friends at the compound you lived in call you?"
"We just called each other by number... I'm Zero-Seventeen."
"I... that feels wrong. Can I give you a name? Just a nickname, you know, nothing formal, just something we can call you around here that is a bit more... human than Zero-Seventeen?"
She hugged him even tighter now, and he could feel her arms trembling. He guessed having a human name must have been something she'd always wanted, but hadn't felt proper giving to herself.
"Well, let's see. I'm not good at coming up with this stuff, but I think we should call you Sky. I know it's a bit unoriginal, since I'm just going by the color of your skin, but Pinky is named after the color of her hair and... Well, the sky is something that's actually quite important to me. I'd never seen the sky when I was inside the mountain, and when I came out here and I saw it for the first time, that was when I was free. Maybe, I don't know, it will bring you luck and freedom too or something... Don't listen to me, I'm drunk."
But he could tell by her happy little sobs that Sky was thrilled by her new name.




Chapter 2

"So, she was made out of alien and human DNA and then just... left in a compound?" Madeleine asked, her kind eyes showing her disbelief at the story she'd just been told.
Curtis had told Pinky to tell everybody else not to harm Sky, that she was to be treated with the same respect as a human (though, he did add that she wasn't a human and therefore couldn't be allowed to give them commands as he and Maddy could - he didn't know enough about Sky to want to give her any power like that yet). He'd then told her and Mercy to take care of getting Sky cleaned up, fed and clothed, while he talked to Maddy in private about the situation. He'd forgotten about the alcohol for now, but it was probably better that his only human companion was sober while they discussed what Sky's arrival could mean.
"Yeah. I don't know how she escaped, or how long ago. I want to ask her some questions once she's settled in here a bit. But she was lurking around somewhere near Sanctuary for a while."
"So, she just wants a home, somewhere where people will accept her, from the sounds of it? We can give her that. We're just a couple of strange people in this world amassing an army of robots, why not have an alien crossbreed with psychic powers in the group? You said she seems nice enough?"
"She does, she's quite sweet, really," Curtis said, "I don't think she means any harm, and I want to help her, but there are a few things I'm not sure about..."
"You'll have to enlighten me - I really can't see any problem with helping her after what she's probably been through."
"Well, first of all, there were a couple of things she said that I didn't think much of at the time, but which, in reality, probably meant something. She said she wanted a human male to claim her, and, well, then she said something about how since she's so close to human, if she had children with a human man they'd be more human still... I know it might sound crazy but, do you think she wants me to get her pregnant?"
Madeleine's eyebrows raised as though she was surprised this was even a question.
"Almost certainly, but... well, we'll get back to that, what else is the matter?"
"When she was close to Sanctuary she could tell that there were lots of humans there. She'll never believe it was just us. Her big motivator seems to be to be with humans, to side with humans. Well, if we end up in some kind of situation where it's us against Sophie or Janice or whoever else from Sanctuary, the one thing that person will have on their side compared with us is lots of humans. We don't really know what Sky can do, if anything, but if there's a chance she'll betray us later, or even if she might just try and help the other humans in Sanctuary by say, telling the androids about them, well, it'll cause problems for us."
Madeleine looked more serious now as she thought about this, but then she spoke.
"I think one thing could be the solution to the other, you know?"
"I don't follow."
"Well, if loyalty is the issue, and you think she would be more loyal to a larger group of humans because it feels more like the family she craves than us and a bunch of robots then... well, if you were the father of her children, she'd certainly feel more loyal to you, wouldn't she? She'd have her family then."
Curtis gaped. He was surprised to hear this coming from the minister, even more surprised than when she'd asked him to take her virginity, or to arrange a threeway with a female android. It seemed so... manipulative.
"I mean... I could, I'm not gonna lie, a man can't help but be curious about what it'd be like to fuck a hot blue half-alien girl... but intentionally giving her children? That seems like such a big deal..."
It had been a big deal in Sanctuary, of course. It had been the reason for his time there being such a frustrating, miserable one - the fact that he could, at least theoretically, get women pregnant. But what had he really been planning out here? Surely there would need to be another generation or what were they even doing here, aside from making a fun place for him and Maddy to live out their days? Had he thought maybe he'd have a couple of kids with her one day and that'd be it? Leave repopulating to, whom, exactly? Sophie and Fliss were among the only women young enough to have kids left in Sanctuary, and Fliss would never let a man near her. And a child with Sophie as their mother would probably be a dick. Repopulating the region with jerks didn't sound like a wise legacy.
As if she was following the exact same train of thought, Maddy said:
"You know I'm... not the youngest. If we're going to have children, well, then I probably only have time to have a couple, and even then, according to stuff I read in the archives about biology, it's not that easy to get pregnant in your late thirties and after. It could be that the androids can manufacture fertility drugs or something - I could ask Mercy about that, but still, we won't be creating many new humans with just me having them... But maybe Sky... Maybe there are more like her - human enough that their kids can be part of the new humanity we could start... Well, you could start, by impregnating them. Maybe we need to redefine what humanity even is."
But of course, there were other humans, and he knew it. He'd been feeling disturbed about it ever since Sky had told him.
"I know what you're thinking. That we should try and rescue all the other... experiments - man, it feels so gross calling them that - in the city Sky came from, and, well, whether I'm on board with fucking them all until there are hundreds of small blue mini versions of me running around the place or not, I have been thinking we should save them too. I mean, what's the point in having the massive army of robots we have to amass anyway just to make sure nobody from Sanctuary can have them, if we don't actually use them for anything important? But, if we're going to free the experiments, then there's something else you need to know..."
He told her what Sky had said about the Aerquan having a separate, more carefully protected compound with humans in it that they bred for use in their experiments. She looked like she was going to cry.
"We can't allow that to go on," she said, surprisingly fierce, "my God didn't create us for that. We'll take our androids to Sky's city and free every last human or part-human or part... any-kind-of-Earthling, even if it's part-fucking-slug. And then we'll go to the next city the Aerquan control, and the next after that, and we'll save everyone."
Curtis could only nod. He had no idea how the fuck they were going to do it, but he strongly agreed that it was what they needed to do. As for knocking up all of the fertile females, well, maybe the pressure would be off a little on that if they freed the other humans. Maybe - other than Sky, who he'd still need to have carry his child so she'd stay loyal to his faction - he could keep on just fucking whoever he wanted to, whether they were human, android or alien for fun, and if anyone else got pregnant, well, that'd just be an interesting new development. After all, the androids would probably do all the difficult parts of raising children for him, right?




Chapter 3

Curtis and Madeleine had decided that they needed to continue with their original plan for now of claiming all of the robots in the region, though now with a bigger goal in mind. They'd ultimately be taking the most suited androids with them in the form of an army to take on the Aerquan and free the experiments and the alien-bred humans from Sky's city. But of course, this meant that Curtis still had to go to the city in their own region straight away. He'd already put it off until tomorrow, so he could spend some time 'helping Maddy settle in', but Sky's appearance couldn't really cause further delay. This was because they didn't know what was going on in Sanctuary, and how soon somebody might come out of there and into their territory.
"You should take her with you," Maddy said, decisively.
"What? Why? Isn't it better if she stays here at the Lucky Buy while you claim the pilgrimage androids? She'll be safe here since all the robots under our command know not to harm her - as long as she doesn't go out into the parking lot and get seen by any you haven't claimed yet. Oh, and I forgot to tell you - there are loads of them out there already, I was going to leave them to you."
Maddy stood up from the comfy armchair and looked out of the window, confirming that there were indeed a whole load of androids and other robots outside.
"I also forgot to tell you that I went down there to get us some alcohol before I found Sky. I already tested some of the rum, it's safe. It's pretty good when you get used to it. I'll bring us some up if you want some before bed, it'll definitely help you sleep."
"Well, I'll go and talk to the robots and bring up the booze in just a moment, we need to figure this out first, and I still think it's better if Sky goes with you. You can use the time to find out more about her and... there's also the matter of impregnating her. Nobody here can do that, and the faster she's carrying your child, the less likely she is to switch sides if more humans come out of Sanctuary."
"Couldn't I just fuck her before I leave and hope for the best? I mean, I know people don't usually get pregnant the first time but if Mercy was to tell her she was, then we'd get the benefits of her loyalty and she could stay here where it's safest?"
"I don't think that'll work. Mercy is under your orders, but I bet the medic androids aren't allowed to do anything that acts against the interests of someone's health, like lying to them about that sort of thing. They probably have to adhere to certain rules, like I was supposed to as a minister, but with them, it can be in their fundamental programming, can't it? I bet she wouldn't be able to give incorrect health advice or do anything that might harm a living person."
"OK, that does sound like the kind of thing that'd be a thing. Seems like you've got the androids pretty well figured out, for someone who's so far only fucked the maid..."
Madeleine blushed, still clearly a little embarrassed that she'd come so hard from Pinky's attentions. This reminded Curtis why he'd gone to get alcohol in the first place.
"It just stands to reason, doesn't it? Humans lived alongside all these androids before, and used them to do all the stuff they didn't want to do or couldn't get other people to do. You wouldn't be able to live comfortably in a society like that if you thought the medic robot doing first aid on you if you were in an accident might have been ordered by their owner to, I don't know, give you breast implants at the same time... The manufacturers must have made sure the androids were generally comforting and not scary to have around."
Curtis shrugged.
"Yeah, you're right, it was a stupid plan. But, well, won't taking Sky to the city with me just make things really complicated? I mean, I don't know what I'm going to encounter there... well, I do, a shitload of robots... and they're no threat to me but if she's spotted before I've taken control of one, they might attack. And what if she does get pregnant while we're there? I don't know shit about that - it wasn't really worth researching when I was studying biology, given in Sanctuary, I was never likely to meet a pregnant woman. And sure, there are medic androids who could take care of her, but... well, who's to say she's even the same as a human in that respect, 100%? What if her alien DNA means her pregnancies will be different from what the medic androids know?"
"I know pregnancy is probably the scariest thing in the world to you, given how your mom died, and, well, the consequences of all of that, but I was a kid in Sanctuary before that happened and it was something they did teach us about back then, and it's really not that bad. For the first three months most people can't even tell a woman is pregnant, so you'll have plenty of time to get her back here. And yeah, her pregnancy might be different to a human one, but if we are going to need to breed with the experiments to repopulate the region then we - and our androids - need to learn about that anyway."
"You're way too logical for someone who believes the stuff in a book from 2500 years ago..."
Maddy smiled slyly in spite of his dig at her religion.
"So... if I do take her with me, I guess she's going to need a disguise, she was covering herself with an old blanket she found when I met her so I guess it is sight that the androids use to decide someone is a target, and they've all learned the aliens are blue, so it's her skin that's a problem and --"
He was cut off by Pinky entering the room, bowing demurely at them, before beckoning in an almost unrecognizable Sky.
He'd been able to hear the sounds of hairdriers and running water and various clanging around from the apartment's bathroom the whole time he and Maddy had been talking, but hadn't thought to much of it, but now, presented with the results of Pinky and Mercy's efforts to clean up the half-alien, his face was frozen in surprise. Maddy, who hadn't seen what Sky looked like before and had also been prepared for there being a blue-skinned woman around, also looked stunned - clearly this had not been what she'd been expecting either.
Sky's sky blue skin shone beautifully now that she was clean, and her long, royal blue hair had been carefully untangled and now fell in glossy waves down over her shoulders and back. Her eyes were an almost neon yellow, and big and bright now she was refreshed. But what had really caught Curtis' attention was her figure. Pinky had dressed her in a simple white tennis dress - presumably from the Lucky Buy's storeroom, but its short length and body skimming cut made Sky's long legs, curvy hips and full breasts look amazing. He hadn't seen what she looked like from the neck down at all when she'd been under her blanket, but he'd expected her to look skinny and malnourished after however long on the run. Instead she had an athletic tone to her arms and legs, and a healthy, feminine amount of soft flesh rounding out her hourglass body. His cock responded faster than his brain, stiffening in his pants as any worries about what would happen when she got pregnant were flung far from his mind, replaced by the desire to have her naked, to be inside her, and indeed, to fill her up with his seed.
"Well done, Pinky, you... you did a good job there," was what he eventually said, after gawping at Sky's breasts (did Pinky not think to give her a bra?) for an amount of time that would probably have been deemed inappropriate by anyone with normal social skills. But since nobody in the room had normal social skills, except maybe Maddy, who was also gawping, it didn't matter.




Chapter 4

"So, do I look more like a human, now?" Sky asked, her face a little confused. It seemed she couldn't tell whether the reaction from Curtis was positive or not.
He wasn't sure how to answer that, given she looked just as human, and just as much alien, as before - just a lot more appealing.
"You look great," he managed, "this is Madeleine, by the way, I guess you can tell she is the other human living here."
"Oh! A human female! Please, treat me as you would a sister! I am Sky, my human name, given to me by my human male!" Sky said, clasping her hands together and giving a beaming, enraptured smile to Maddy.
"Oh, well, I don't have any sisters so I'm not sure what that means, but... welcome to the group!" Madeleine mumbled, a little fazed by Sky's enthusiasm.
"Tell me, Madeleine, did Curtis claim you? Will our children be brothers and sisters?" Sky continued.
"Ummm, Sky, when you said earlier that you learned about humans and how they... reproduce from books, what kind of books were they?" Curtis cut in, rather confused by the way Sky seemed to think he was now her man and would be fathering her children, even though she hadn't been party to the conversation he and Maddy had only just had where he himself had realized that might be a good idea. As hot as she looked and as willing as he was starting to feel, he didn't want any bizarre misunderstandings.
"Oh, a mixture. The compound we lived in had once been a human hospital, and there were books of all kinds, magazines, too. There were stories about human princesses and their loves, articles about how to get a better job, oh, and small little books about how to stop your back hurting and how to know if someone is having a stroke. They were old, so some of them were not complete, but we pieced together what we could."
So, her ideas about humans are based on a random selection of fairy tales, magazine articles and healthcare pamphlets. With pages missing. No wonder she has strange ideas. She probably thinks human men are there to rescue women and then have babies with them, and babies come from some rather clinical process... I suppose it's not that much more fucked up than how I'd think things worked if I hadn't had the archives.
"OK, so, you say about me claiming you, and you and Madeleine having babies, but, from your research, how do you think that happens?"
"Well... I know it is a physical thing, and involves the genitalia of the male and female. My genitalia are just like the diagram of the woman's genitalia in the 'Your Changing Body and You' book, and my body did do all that changing the book had in it too, about seven years ago when I was 12 - the menstrual cycle and so on - so I think it will work on me..."
So she's 19. Wow, she's the only person I've ever met who's actually younger than me! But, yeah, doesn't sound like she knows all the ins and outs of sex, as it were. Ugh, I really don't want to have to teach her all this in some boring assed lecture, but I do need her to understand if I'm going to be taking her with me with the intention of fucking her as much as I can so she'll get pregnant...
"Maybe it is better if Sky sees a practical demonstration of how we humans ummmm... put the genitalia together," said Madeleine, once again seeming to know exactly what Curtis was thinking, adding "I mean, we learned what we like from videos ourselves, didn't we?"
Curtis' cock throbbed at the idea of having Sky sit in the armchair by the bed and watch him fuck Madeleine, which is what he took her suggestion to mean.
"Or, we could give her a tutorial. Maybe I could demonstrate with one of the male androids, and then she could try and do the same with you?" Madeleine's eyes were down now, her face a little flushed, and Curtis could tell she was getting embarrassed about her own fantasies again. But what she was suggesting now sounded even hotter to him - getting Sky all turned on watching Madeleine get pounded by an android and then sliding into her wet, virgin alien pussy...
"Shall I go and get Sarge?" Pinky, who'd been silently listening by the door asked helpfully.
"Yeah. Yeah, you do that. And tell everyone else we're not to be disturbed in here for a while. Especially the sexbots - they'd just make things confusing..."
"Sexbots?" asked Madeleine (who hadn't met Dora and Estelle yet), and Sky in unison.
"Don't worry about it."
Sarge, the buff, action-star looking security robot was the only male of his robots (unless you counted Ian the car, which Curtis didn't) that Curtis had gotten to know very well. The Lucky Buy had already been Sarge's home, and it had been useful to have an android who was designed for combat around just in case (though, in case of what, Curtis wasn't sure - his supermarket base was always thronging with androids who'd lay down their lives - or whatever it was they had - for him, so he wasn't that sure why having Sarge there all the time made him feel safer, but it did). He'd already been expecting that Maddy would probably find some uses for Sarge's 'special protocols' while he was away in the city - if she wasn't too busy experimenting sexually with the female androids - and he found that the idea of it didn't make him feel jealous or grossed out at all. Sarge was, when all was said and done, a very sophisticated tool, and a tool that belonged to Curtis. If he wanted to use him to get Maddy off, then it was practically the same as giving her one of those vibrating toy cocks he'd seen women using in the porn in the archives. Watching her getting fucked hard by him while his new sexy half-alien girl got more and more desperate to feel a cock inside her too was an idea that did nothing but get his already stirring dick rock hard, as he heard Sarge's distinctively heavy footsteps coming towards the bedroom door.
Sarge entered, closing the door firmly behind him. There was no need for a lock, when everyone outside had to obey Curtis' instruction to Pinky that they mustn't be disturbed. He gave a slow look up and down Sky's body, as if scanning her somehow, but then shrugged, as if to say, 'well, she looks pretty blue, but orders are orders so I won't stun her'.
"Pinky said that you want me to use my special protocols with your human companion," he said, smiling at Madeleine, whose eyes had gone wide with a girlish excitement. She'd never properly met Sarge before, and it looked, as Curtis had anticipated, like his big, muscular body and square-jawed good looks were to her taste.
"That would be me, and yes, Sarge, I'd like you to -- I mean, your master would like you to tease me, get me real wet, and then fuck me nice and hard, so that we can show Sky here how it's done, before he fills her little virgin pussy with his hot load."
Curtis was pretty sure Maddy was talking like this just to get him even harder, because there was really no need to describe to Sarge what she wanted in such lewd tones. It was working. There was something about Madeleine talking that way that was just extra filthy, when he remembered her in Sanctuary, where everyone thought their minister was so pure of thought.
"Fuck yeah - it's been a long time since I've been allowed to use my special protocols, and it gets kinda frustrating listening to everybody else in this place coming," said Sarge, to Curtis' amusement, as he took off his black stab jacket (surely androids were stab proof anyway?) and the tight black t-shirt underneath, revealing a bodybuilder-esque physique that was clearly appealing enough to Maddy to make her visibly squirm in her seat. She stood up and wrapped her arms around his neck, pressing herself against him in her tight black dress (she still wasn't wearing anything underneath, Curtis was sure).
"Come on Sky, sit on the bed with me, and you can see them do just what I'm going to do to you to get you pregnant, and how much you're going to enjoy it," he said, taking Sky's blue hand and guiding her to sit close beside him, her bare thigh pressed against his through his jeans, where they both had a very good view of Madeleine kissing Sarge deeply in the middle of the room.




Chapter 5

"Watch what they're doing closely, and when you feel like it, we can do whatever you want," he said, close in Sky's ear, though she didn't seem reticent at all - her hand was already on his thigh, and he could see that her nipples were hard through her dress. He couldn't wait to touch her there, see her react, but making her watch Maddy first, getting her really wet and ready for him, that was worth holding back for a little while for.
Sarge's hands had already slid Maddy's dress up over her bare ass, and he was squeezing at her soft flesh there as she kissed him, her own hands having found their way down his body, shamelessly stroking at the bulge of his cock through his pants. Curtis had never seen one of the male androids naked before, but he figured, from his experiences with the android women, that they too would have been designed with pleasure in mind. His dick certainly looked like it was unusually big through his pants, now he was hard. Like the female androids, he must have had his own means of getting turned on, with his synthetic body reacting in a close-to-human way - there was nothing fake about this, he was hard because the feel of Maddy's ass in his hands and the desire to fuck her while Curtis and Sky watched made him hard. Curtis remembered Pinky saying that their old master had sometimes made Sarge fuck human women while he watched, and so maybe he'd actually had him designed with a fondness for this exact scenario, just as he'd had Mercy and Pinky designed to like rough sex. He certainly seemed to be into it, as his strong hands pulled Maddy's dress all the way off over her head, and he turned her around so her back was against him, her ass against his cock, and her nude body fully on show to their audience as he moved one hand down to rub her clit and let the other squeeze at her breasts.
Sky's breathing was heavy now, and she was rubbing her own thighs together slowly beside him, squeezing harder at his inner leg. His erection was feeling constrained in his jeans, but he couldn't really be the first to take his pants off, given the point of this whole thing aside from it being fun for everyone involved, was for Sky to see what Sarge and Maddy were doing first. Maddy hadn't taken out Sarge's dick yet, as eagerly as she was groping it behind her back. Curtis shifted himself a little though, so if Sky decided she wanted to touch him there, even through his clothes, her pretty blue hands would be able to find what they were looking for. He moved her hair off of her neck and kissed her there gently, just as Sarge was doing to Maddy while his hands teased her body. He had one arm around her back where she was sitting beside him, and he was surprised to feel her hand on his own, moving it up to her breast. She knew she wanted to be touched the way Maddy was, clearly, and the little whimper she made as he lightly pinched her nipple through the tight white fabric of her dress told him that all of this was working, that soon the innocent little blue half-alien would be begging to be fucked.
"Get on the bed," they all heard Sarge say to Maddy in his deep voice, and panting slightly, she pulled away from him and lay down, her legs spread, beside where Curtis and Sky were sitting. With Curtis' guidance, they moved so they were no longer perching on the edge of the bed, but instead lying on it, Sky closest to Maddy, her back pressed against Curtis, in a spooning position. He continued playing with her nipples though her clothes and slowly rocked his hips against her, so his cock pressed against the flesh of her ass, feeling her begin to move her own hips, pressing back against him, as Sarge pushed Maddy's legs even wider apart and began to kiss her inner thighs, before moving his mouth to her wet, eager cunt.
Maddy's mouth was open and her eyes closed, her own hands on her breasts as she concentrated on enjoying Sarge's attentions, her hips jerking towards his face while she gasped, each time he was clearly doing something that felt especially good to her. Curtis's cock was throbbing almost uncomfortably now as Sky moved more insistently against him, the feel of her sexy, round ass grinding against him making him long to be inside her, fun as it was watching Maddy get eaten out again.
Sarge moved out from between Maddy's legs only briefly to take off his pants, and as Sky saw her rubbing her own clit slowly in his absence, missing the pressure of his tongue on her sensitive pussy, she too slid a hand between her thighs and began touching herself, moaning softly as she watched Sarge's cock - even bigger and thicker than it had seemed in his clothes, jutting out from his body. Curtis wondered if Sky had ever actually masturbated before, as she rubbed her clit, if she had even known this was something she could do. He squeezed her breast tighter, hearing her moan in response, sounding almost surprised by how good all of this felt.
And now Sarge was naked and on top of Maddy, between her spread legs, holding her wrists down above her head and pushing his huge, thick cock inside her, giving her her first taste of being fucked by an android cock, or indeed, by any cock that wasn't Curtis's. She groaned, excited as he began to thrust into her - slow but powerful, and it was at this point that Curtis knew Sky was ready. He kissed her nick more insistently now, pinching her light blue skin between his lips, grazing her with his teeth.
"I think you understand, now?" he said, growling in her ear before she moved away, ready to change position.




Chapter 6

From what Curtis and Sky could make out the android next to them was pushing deep inside Madeleine, and she was well on her way to coming from his languid but powerful thrusts. She was underneath him, he was rocking the bed with each movement into her, and Curtis felt an intense wave of deeper arousal as he listened to her ragged breathing and the wet sound of his cock slamming into her. Sky definitely didn’t seem like she was going to make him wait any longer - in fact, she looked almost possessed in her desire to feel what Maddy was feeling - and to be fucked by a human man at last.
She pulled Curtis down on top of her and helped him out of his shirt. He pulled up her tennis dress now, freeing her big, firm tits, finally. He wasted no time playing with them this time, licking and sucking on one while rubbing his thumb over the other. Sky gasped in pleasure, writhing against his body which was now between her spread legs. Her bare pussy with its neat, royal blue hair (had Pinky trimmed it for her?) ground against him as she moved, and Curtis moved his free hand down, first rubbing her clit in firm circles and then slipping two fingers inside her. She was unbelievably slick and wet and responded to his touch by moaning breathlessly. She was evidently enjoying what he was doing but he could tell by the urgency in her movements that what she really needed was for him to be inside her, she’d been held in anticipation for longer than he knew, and knowing that next to her, close enough to touch, another girl was having her own pussy fucked just made her need it even more. The foreplay and teasing had done the job and shown Sky what she wanted, but even if Curtis made her come with his hands and mouth, he knew she wouldn’t feel the satisfying release she needed until he was fucking her hard with the big, hard cock she’d felt through his clothes. And besides, he needed to blow his load deep inside her hot blue body if he was going to get her pregnant.
She reached out and rubbed him through his jeans again as he worked his fingers slowly inside her, still sucking on her nipple. She felt for the fly and unbuttoned him.
"Do what they're doing to me," she demanded simply, in a whisper.
As he quickly took off his jeans and underwear, Sky removed her dress fully over her head, leaving both of them naked.. Sarge and Maddy next to them still seemed to be fucking slowly, and Curtis noticed that Madeleine's head was turned to face the side of the bed he and Sky were on, her face wearing an expression of both pleasure and some kind of concentration. The idea that she was trying to look at Sky and Curtis while they fucked was extremely hot, and as Sky instinctively opened her legs wider to allow Curtis to get between them and fuck her, he noticed her leg press against Sarge's next to her. Just the fact she wanted that slight contact with two guys at once was extremely hot - she had never had sex before in her life, and yet she was acting like someone who'd had some very interesting fantasies. The idea that he was fucking someone so very different, with their own unique, strange ideas of what sex was, what it meant, made it feel especially intense when Curtis pushed the head of his throbbing cock between her sensitive, wet lips for the first time.
Curtis let out a gasp of pleasure as he thrust himself all the way into her, and Sky panted in ecstasy at finally feeling his thick, heavy cock stretching her tight pussy. They were both worked up and he knew they weren’t going to be fucking slowly like Sarge and Madeleine next to them, both of them were riding the rush and wanting to come without too much delay. With Curtis buried deep inside her, fucking her energetically, Sky reached her hand out and pressed it against whatever part of Sarge she could reach. It was as though she wasn’t even sure if Curtis had noticed, but she didn’t care, she wanted to touch the android man next to her as he fucked the human underneath him. She gently scratched against his muscular body with one hand, her other hand doing the same to Curtis. This seemed to make Sarge quicken his pace, clearly he was beginning to feel more urgency about getting off too.
Madeleine and Sarge shifted, changing position, with Sky grabbing at Sarge's body wherever she could as he moved around, Curtis’s cock inside her driving her into a frenzy of lust and excitement. Now, Sarge was fucking Madeleine from behind, with his legs at the end of the bed where Sky and Curtis’s heads were. From here, Sky could reach his ass, and she squeezed and slapped it as she felt him start to fuck Maddy harder and faster. She moaned in Curtis’s ear and urged him to go harder too, even though he was already pounding into her with a strength that shook her whole body. She slipped her hand around and caressed and stroked Sarge's balls, feeling the heat and wetness on her hand as Maddy’s pussy glanced against her fingers with each thrust he made into her. Madeleine was making a lot of noise now, moaning and shouting at Sarge to make her come. It sounded extremely erotic and made Curtis feel like he was in some incredibly good porn scene, even though it wasn't him making Madeleine cry out like this this time.
Driven by what was happening next to her, Sky decided she wanted to switch positions too, and urged Curtis in his ear to fuck her from behind. She got on all fours facing the opposite way to the other couple, and Curtis wasted no time repositioning himself and driving hard back into her. From here he squeezed and slapped her firm, round ass as he fucked her forcefully, bringing her closer and closer to the hard orgasm that he could feel from her trembling legs that she was edging closer to with every movement. She returned her hand back to stroking between the other couple, focusing on Sarge’s ass, which was much easier from this position. He in turn reached down and began squeezing at one of her tits, which was enough to make her cry out in pleasure, feeling someone else’s hand touching her sensitive nipple while she was taking a big, hard cock was a completely new experience for her and was driving her wild.
Seemingly no longer caring what Curtis might think in her arousal, or that Sarge was an android - normally to be feared, or that Madeleine might get jealous, or really about anything but her fierce need to come, she rose up from resting on her arms and, as Curtis jerked into her, grabbed Sarge’s head and pulled him in for a hot, messy, passionate kiss. Curtis could see both of Sarge's hands moving to squeeze her breasts as he felt her come harder than he believed, in that moment, he had ever felt a woman come before. The grip of her pulsating cunt around his dick and the muffled moans of Sky and Sarge who seemed to be coming simultaneously brought him there, and he let out a long groan of release as he pumped his load deep into Sky's body, for the first time actually thinking about how he was blasting his seed into a fertile young womb. He was so lost in the euphoria of the moment that he didn’t even register that Madeleine too, was screaming in pleasure.
It was Maddy who moved first, though, slipping off of the slick android cock she had been enjoying. Sky, almost frozen in place as the aftershocks of her intense orgasm made her shiver, with Curtis’s dick still twitching inside her and her hands still on Sarge’s chest, felt the bed move as Madeleine got off of it, seemingly in a hurry to dress. Madeleine's post-orgasm embarrassment was still high, then. Even in his blissful haze Curtis saw that Sky couldn’t resist slipping her hand down and feeling the size of Sarge’s glistening, soaking wet cock, and he liked to think she was just gathering up another detail to remember when she was replaying this experience in her head while she touched herself to this memory later, perhaps learning more about how she could get herself off.
He had a thought of curiosity about what actually happened when male androids came, and that he'd ask Maddy tomorrow, as he flopped down exhausted on a free spot on the bed and fell asleep.




Chapter 7

When morning came, it wasn't Dora or Estelle who woke him up. After the intense session the night before, he'd been too tired to give the androids the word that they were allowed back in the bedroom, so the sexbots weren't able to serve as his alarm today. This was fortunate really, as while the double bed in the apartment's bedroom was very big (the previous owner by all accounts being partial to getting up to all kinds of things in it with Mercy and Pinky), it was already crowded. Sarge had gone off to recharge himself, as the androids (who didn't sleep in the human sense but instead connected to power sources for a few hours every few days) tended to need to do after a good fucking, but Maddy and Sky, who very much did need human sleep, were on either side of him. Both were still sleeping soundly, which was more than reasonable given Maddy hadn't slept since he'd awoken her in Sanctuary, and he had no idea where or when Sky could last sleep properly, knowing she was somewhere safe. He'd been tired, too. Dog tired. But he woke up when the sun rose, because the three of them had been too quick to fall asleep to close the blinds, and Pinky, who normally did all that stuff for him, wasn't allowed in. Sunlight still just excited him too much for his body to let him sleep through it.
He slipped out from between the two women, trying not to disturb them, and headed off to take a shower, passing Pinky on the way to the bathroom and telling her the androids could go back in the bedroom now, but to let Sky and Maddy sleep as long as they wanted.
With the hot water beating down on his body, he lathered himself up and went through the plan for the day in his mind. It was today he, and now Sky, would be heading off to the city, for who knows how long. He had found out a bit about the place from various conversations with androids over the past couple of weeks, and it was only going to be two hours away by Ian, but to Curtis, who'd never traveled anywhere at all until a couple of weeks ago and had only seen the areas around the Lucky Buy and the road from here to the mountain, it seemed like a long trip into the unknown. He estimated that he'd already claimed hundreds of the androids from the city when they had traveled to the Lucky Buy, but he also knew that there were thousands of them there, including AIs and machines performing all kinds of different roles in what must have been a fairly complex android society. He had to claim all of them, in person probably - he hadn't been able to learn of another way - and that would take time. He also had to keep Sky safe from unclaimed androids, and to learn as much as he could of the robots he had under his control and the city itself. He'd need the robots to form an army to take on the Aerquan in Sky's city, and the city to form the first major settlement for the humans and experiments he freed. He hoped that as he met more of the city androids and saw their capabilities, a plan for how to actually do any of this would present itself.
Dressing after his shower, he decided to start stocking up Ian with some things he wanted to take with them, after claiming the throng of androids waiting in the parking lot (Maddy could take the next newcomers, he needed to get to his car without android obstruction). They wouldn't need much - after all, everything in the city would be theirs for the taking - but it made him feel more comfortable having a stock of clean clothes for both of them, some of the food from the farm that supplied them, and - though it was as an afterthought that he added them to the back seat of the car - a few bottles of different liquor. He'd leave the rest of the Lucky Buy's supplies for Maddy.
Now there was only one decision left to make before Sky woke up, and he'd need to tell her they would be leaving: Which, if any, of his Lucky Buy androids should join them on the mission?
He wanted to leave Pinky and Sarge behind for Madeleine. Both of them would have been useful, but not as useful as it would be for Maddy to have people she knew here, who already knew Curtis and their plans. And, well, she seemed to like fucking both of them, so there was that, too. He was tempted to leave Mercy with her as well, but he didn't know whether they'd be completely safe from injury until they could find another medic android in the city, and the Lucky Buy was much safer, so he decided to bring Mercy (she'd also be needed if it turned out that Sky was already pregnant, so they could learn about half-breed pregnancy with a medical android to help them understand things). He'd send another medic droid to Madeleine when he found one, if one didn't show up here by themselves. Mercy had the same tertiary protocols as the other androids and would be able to fight if they needed her to, but he decided they should also have some sort of security android as a bodyguard, since they weren't going to have Sarge. One that had some weapons. There could be dangerous wildlife to contend with, or he may need someone to physically protect Sky from unclaimed androids in certain situations.
He scanned around the parking lot, thinking that any kind of security or police android would do (and that he'd had lots of those show up in the past two weeks), when he spotted a group that all looked like they could be Sarge's brothers, standing beside dusty motorcycles. He had claimed them thoughtlessly on his way to the car, giving his usual 'go about your normal lives unless I need you' instruction, but now, he figured, he could probably find someone to be their bodyguard among them. He strolled over to them, unintimidated by their intimidating designs, though thinking he was glad they were on his side, not somebody like Janice's.
"You guys, now, I don't mind which one of you, but I need someone who can handle themselves and has some weapons skills to serve as a bodyguard while my companion and I go to the city. You look like the right sort of androids for that kind of mission."
One of them, built as big as Sarge but with bleached white hair and tattoos on his neck, stepped forward from the group.
"We worked as bodyguards for hire for people who needed to go to places they wouldn't normally, sir. We have advanced armed and unarmed martial arts skills and are equipped with guns and tasers. We will happily accompany you on your journey."
His voice was clipped and efficient, and he had a professional air about him, despite the brutish appearance.
"Oh, I just need one of you, really..."
"You told us to go about our normal lives, sir. We live in the city, and so we'll be riding back there anyway. We can escort your vehicle. On arrival, you can decide how many of us you want to stay in your party, but we will always be close by if you need extra protection."
Curtis nodded approvingly, unsure why he hadn't thought of just asking them to do that in the first place. He'd been envisaging trying to fit all these big guys into Ian with Mercy and Sky.
"Good plan. Wait here then, until we're ready to go. Just to fill you in, my companion will be the blue girl who I have ordered everybody not to harm, so as you can imagine, she may need to be defended against androids who are confused by her appearance. Please only subdue anybody like that, so I can claim them and give them the same order not to hurt her. I'm also kinda concerned that there may be wild animals and stuff that I can't cope with - I'm not exactly worldly, as I'm sure you've heard, and I wouldn't really know what to do about a pack of dogs trying to chew on my ass or whatever."
"Dogs, snakes, scorpions, bears, cougars... all kinds of things like that around. They don't bother us androids so the city does have some foraging beasts that might pose a physical threat to you. Some of us even feed them and keep them as pets - it reminds us of when the humans were around and had us take care of their domesticated animals, you see. Some of the medic androids even look after the sick and injured ones just for something to do with their programming. It's nice to have living things around," the white haired buff guy said, looking oddly misty eyed about these creatures that, to Curtis, who'd never been close to an animal bigger than a moth in the flesh, sounded extremely dangerous. He knew from the archives that people had kept some tame animals just for fun, but he didn't remember cougars and bears ever being mentioned among their number.
Maybe I'll get myself a cat, once we're there, though, if I can find one. There were lots of cats in the archives, and it would be cool to have my own animal...
"Good, well, just use your discretion when it comes to what to do to any animals that attack us then. If you don't like killing them or whatever, you don't have to, just keep any teeth and claws out of our delicate human bodies."
"Of course, sir. We will ensure your safety. And all of us fought against the blue monsters back then, too, so you don't have to worry about them, either, not that there are any of them where we're going."
"Not where we're going now, no, but, well, that experience may be helpful in the future, so I may ask you to tell me more about it later. What are your names, by the way?"
"Everyone calls me Duke, but it's short for my official name, Ducati. The rest of the group are Honda, Harley, Triumph and Suzuki. Our official designations are named after motorcycle manufacturers from the old days, we think the humans thought it was cool or something to name motorcycle riding bodyguards that way. It never really made sense because all of our bikes were always the same, and now all the bikes there are are made by the same android run factory anyway... But, you've gotta be named for something, I guess."
Those names do sound pretty cool though. I'm definitely going to order them to teach me to ride a motorcycle when we've got some free time, I bet it's way more fun than sitting inside Ian.
He left the biker androids waiting in the parking lot, with nothing left to do now but let Sky know the plan. But before he even reached the bedroom door, he could tell by the shrieking and giggling coming from inside that she was already awake.




Chapter 8

The sight that greeted him in the bedroom was a very odd one. Maddy, now wearing a vastly oversized t-shirt she'd got from somewhere and nothing else, was sitting cross legged on the bed, laughing heartily as Dora, today sporting a tiny gold bikini and her most usual platinum blonde hairstyle, slathered some glittery gold goo over a naked Sky's bare breasts.
"Am I... interrupting?" he asked, with a bemused smile.
"Oh! No, Maddy said I have to go to the city with you, and so, we were talking about disguises, so I'd look less blue, and Dora here said that she had some stuff you could paint on your skin, so we were just trying that... But, she doesn't seem to understand that it's my face I need to change the color of, because I can just wear clothes over my body..."
"I understand you unlucky people who can't just change your looks to suit the tastes of the people you fuck just fine, babe," said Dora, fixing Curtis in the eye as she rubbed more of the sparkly stuff over Sky's hard nipples, causing her to gasp slightly.
"But that's not what I need it for, and... wait, is this what you like, Curtis? If you like this I will wear it always."
"What even is it?" he asked skeptically, looking at the smears of glitter on Sky's body, which weren't making it look any less blue, and which also looked like they'd just rub off on him if he touched her.
"Body glitter!" Dora said, smearing some across her own chest for emphasis, moving as lasciviously as always, "I can change my skin color, but I can't make it sparkle, and some guys like the way this looks in the light when I dance..."
"Right... well, it's not really helping, is it? It doesn't cover up the blue at all."
It was a kind of clear gel, with shiny specks.
"With enough of it, maybe..." Dora said, but even she didn't look convinced.
Behind him in the doorway, he heard footsteps, and he turned around to see Pinky walking towards him with a bag, looking very pleased with herself.
"I found it!" Pinky announced, as Curtis stood aside to let her join the strange group in the bedroom.
Out of the bag, she produced something big, round, and shiny, black, with what looked like a mirrored glass bit in the front. Curtis had seen something like it in the archives but couldn't place what it was.
"So, you just have to put this on your head, and nobody will be able to see your face. It doesn't matter about your hair - plenty of us have blue hair, because when we were designed nobody was scared of blue people, but you can kind of pile it on top of your head inside this thing too if you want," Pinky said, giving the object to Sky with both hands, while Dora slunk back and sat in the armchair.
"Will I be able to see and breathe OK?" Sky asked, looking doubtfully at the thing.
"Humans used to wear them when they rode motorcycles, so I guess so. I knew I had some of them in the storeroom, from when we cleaned up the parking lot that day..." she said, trailing off like she wasn't going to elaborate on that.
That's what it is, a motorcycle helmet! I guess those biker androids don't use them, but I've seen them on people in old videos. This could actually work. If she wears gloves, long sleeves, pants and the helmet, then nobody will notice she's blue. Especially since we'll have actual motorcycles with us, it won't even look like an odd thing to be wearing - I bet some androids wear human stuff they don't need just because they were designed to want to fit in. Like Sarge with his Kevlar. I mean, do they really even need to wear clothes at all?
He nodded at Sky, who seemed to be looking to him for confirmation that this wasn't another mad idea like Dora's.
Now Sky was wearing the helmet, the reflective visor down, meaning her neon yellow eyes and blue face were completely hidden. It would definitely serve its purpose, but the sight of it on an otherwise naked, blue woman covered in glitter just looked ridiculous, and he couldn't help laughing. Maddy, who'd been watching from the bed, snorted too, his laughter setting her off, and soon Sky was taking off the helmet and wondering why everyone in the room was giggling like a bunch of idiots.
"I can't hear very well in there, but it's actually quite nice. In the silence I think my other senses work better, like, I could tell you were both laughing and moving and almost see your exact movements if I closed my eyes," she said, thoughtfully, once everyone had stopped laughing and assured her it wasn't meant cruelly, "like I can sense humans even better when my ears and eyes are restricted."
"Well, as long as you're comfortable in it, we'll use that as your disguise - and it's probably best if you wear it when we go out to Ian, in case any new androids show up in the parking lot. I claimed everyone who was out there earlier, and found us a bodyguard to escort us to the city, but there are androids arriving here all the time these days. Once we're out on the road you can take it off. Pinky, can you find Sky some jeans, a thin long sleeved shirt she won't be too hot in, and some gloves, too?"
Pinky nodded and went back to go and raid the Lucky Buy for the rest of Sky's modest outfit.
"When we go to the city, will we be going past the mountain?" Sky asked.
"No, it's in completely the opposite direction, why?"
"Oh," she said, sadly.
"Why?" he repeated.
"I just... I wanted to stop off there on the way. I had some things I left behind in the place I used as a house by the mountain, and I was hoping to get them. But it's probably not important. I can get them some other time."
"If it's important to you, it doesn't really matter if we go back there first - it only takes 20 minutes each way, and we already know that the journey from here to there is pretty safe," he said.
It wasn't just out of kindness to Sky that he made the offer. He'd just realized that Sky had been staying somewhere near the mountain for a time, and that, seeing as how she needed human things like shelter and water, she must have been staying in an old human settlement nearby. And it was almost certainly the place he'd seen on the map, the place he'd wondered about ever since he'd left Sanctuary. The place his ancestors must have lived or worked at. He knew he didn't have time today to investigate the place fully, but if they were there to grab Sky's belongings, then maybe he could find some books or papers or something he could take with him there, too, that could tell him about his own history.
"Can we really?" Sky asked, looking touched.
"Yes, but we should leave in even more of a hurry if we're making the extra trip, so go and wash off Dora's weird stuff and get dressed, OK? And Dora, do you mind leaving me alone with Maddy? It's nothing secret it's just... you're very distracting, you know that?"
"Of course I do!" Dora said, her huge breasts threatening to bounce straight out of her tiny bikini as she stood up, blew him a kiss, and sashayed out of the door.




Chapter 9

He'd said goodbye to Madeleine, after explaining the logistics of what all the androids would be doing while he was away, and how she could get Sarge or Pinky to get messages to him via Mercy, or through Ian's messaging system. He'd told the bikers to wait a while longer, and to get onto the road when they saw Ian the red car returning from their quick trip to the mountain. There was no need for them to have an escort for this, and Curtis didn't like drawing the androids' attention to the mountain anyway (given it was still full of humans that, should they know about them, they might take it upon themselves to try and let out)... Now Sky, in her motorcycle helmet, was in the passenger seat beside him, Mercy was in the back with the box of liquor, and they were all waving goodbye to Maddy, Pinky and Sarge who stood in the doorway of the Lucky Buy sending them off. He wondered how long it would be until he saw them again, feeling like he was heading off somewhere distant and unreachable, even though, to any normal person, he would barely be a stone's throw away.
"Ian, take us to the place where you first picked me up again, please, then bring up the map and I'll show you where we need to go from there."
Ian bleeped and set off down what used to be the highway.
"So, are you excited about seeing the city? I haven't been for ages, it'll be great to be able to get some new clothes," Mercy said, conversationally.
Curtis wondered if she ever wore anything except skimpy, porno versions of nurse's uniforms, and if the factory that made android outfits had a machine devoted to them.
"Excited? Yeah, I mean, it's going to be really weird for me, I've never been to a place with more than one building before... But I guess we'll be able to find a nice place to stay and from there, well, I'll be wanting to see everything, and meet everyone. And I mean everyone."
"What kind of place will we stay in?" Sky asked him, having taken off her helmet gladly as soon as they were out of sight of the Lucky Buy, cradling it on her lap. Her hands were still wearing the fleecy pink gloves Pinky had claimed were the only ones she could find in the store room. Well, it had been summer when the invasion occurred, so the shops probably weren't well stocked with gloves, but he suspected that Pinky just thought they were nice.
Knowing that Curtis wouldn't have a clue what his options even were, Mercy answered Sky's question instead.
"We can stay anywhere, really, but a good choice might be one of the hotels. They have no guests, obviously, but the androids who worked in them before still keep some of them running, and we use them as nice meeting places sometimes. There will be maids like Pinky to take care of you, and other staff who can run errands and cook and so on, so you wouldn't need to recruit androids from somewhere else when we first arrive."
"Excellent plan, Mercy. Yeah, we'll do that. Ian, you know where all the best hotels are, right?"
Ian bleeped and brought up a map of a city, the city they were headed to, presumably, which nobody seemed to ever use the pre-invasion name for, with several locations marked on it.
"OK, great, well, we'll choose later, but that really seems like the best idea for --"
He stopped, because Sky had let out a sudden shriek, and was pointing at something ahead on the road. Curtis squinted, but couldn't see anything - was it one of Sky's abilities triggering? Could she sense someone, or an animal or something? But as Ian got closer, he could see the silhouette of something in the middle of the road in the distance. It was large, larger than any man Curtis had seen, but it had the vague shape of a person, with arms outstretched.
"Ian, pull over now!" Curtis said tensely - he didn't like this.
The mountain containing Sanctuary was right up ahead, they were maybe half a mile from the place where Curtis had originally found Ian, and the strange figure there, whatever it was, well, it seemed likely it had something to do with Sanctuary. But there was nobody in Sanctuary who was that big. Curtis himself had been the tallest and most muscular person in there, and he was certain - unless his eyes were deceiving him and it was a trick of light or distance, that that figure was a head taller than Sarge. It was moving towards them, and he didn't want Ian to continue eating up the distance between them before he had time to figure out what was going on. But it was hard to think, what with the pain in his head... had his head been hurting already? Was this a hangover, starting to kick in? He wasn't sure, but there was a nauseating, low key thudding inside his skull that was making it hard to keep track of his thoughts. Was it getting worse? It was hard to see now, like there was a kind of aura obfuscating his vision. He turned in his seat to ask Mercy, sitting behind him, if she had anything for the pain, almost forgetting that the figure was coming, but as he turned Sky grabbed his shoulder firmly in her gloved hand, looking into his face. He could just about make out her terrified expression.
He opened his mouth to tell her he was fine, it was just a headache, but no words came out.
"Curtis, Curtis is he hurting you? Oh, Curtis, it's an Aerquan. He must be after me, must have tracked me to here. I can sense him but he can't hurt me. We need to get you away from here before he gets too close and the psychic attack gets stronger...."
"Ian, reverse!" Mercy cried from the back seat, and the car screeched backwards in a straight line. Curtis' head was starting to clear, his vision was returning, as the red electric car moved, seemingly responding to Mercy's urgent tone by going as fast as it could.
"It's no good - he's still coming!" Sky shrieked, "they're fast - if we keep going back we'll just lead him to the Lucky Buy!"
"Then, I'll have to fight him," Mercy said, "do you know what kind of blue monster it is, Sky? Can you tell if he has a weapon? I didn't see many of them on invasion day - I was trying to revive humans... I have never fought directly before, but I have the protocols for it, it's just, well, any information would be good," she added, her hand already on the door handle as if she was ready to jump out of the reversing vehicle at any second.
But Curtis was already talking to Ian, asking him to send a message to the bikers, Sarge, and anybody else who would be able to engage the alien to get out here as fast as they could.
"If we can just hold him off until they get here, you don't have to, Mercy I might need medical --" his words were cut off by his yelp of pain. Somehow even though they were still moving, the alien figure had gotten into range of them again. He was advancing faster than Ian could reverse, and through his blurring vision Curtis could see that he was hovering above the ground, flying, rather than running towards them...
"Put this on! I don't know if it'll help, but, it might shield your brain a little," Sky said, thrusting the helmet on her lap at him, then realizing that he was too dazed to take it, and helping him put it on his head.
"Ian, is there a lighter in here?" Mercy was yelling, and Curtis realized that, though sound was muffled now, the helmet did seem to be reducing the pain. His eyes started to function again, and through the visor, he finally got a good look at the alien gliding toward them.
It was vaguely human shaped, and wearing a long robe with shimmering black embellishments, but he could see now just how different Sky was to this thing - why she aligned so strongly with humans. It was nothing like her at all. Its face was smooth and flat, and the eyes, the same neon yellow as Sky's, were huge and set further apart, more like discs than the orb shape of human eyes. It had no visible hair, and its mouth, if that was its mouth, was surrounded by tentacles or feelers of some kind, all moving independently around the lower portion of its otherwise featureless head. No nose, no ears, no brows or lashes. Its body was covered by the robes, but he could see that its outstretched arms ended not with hands, but with more of those blue feelers, and there seemed to be more of them still, peeping from beneath the robe as he - Sky had said 'he' but how she knew this one was male was anyone's guess - moved smoothly through the air about a foot from the ground.
Sky was doing something next to him, passing back a thing she had pulled from Ian's central console to Mercy, who was wrangling bottles of rum out of the box he'd left on the back seat.
"What's going on? Mercy, what are you doing?" he asked, muffled by his helmet.
She didn't answer, maybe she didn't hear, and he didn't want to look away from the alien to see what she was doing. Suddenly he felt a whoosh of warm air against his arms, as Mercy opened Ian's door and jumped out, her arms full of bottles. Ian closed his own door behind her, and as the car moved onwards, back, he could see what she was doing now. Her already short dress was ripped off at the waist, and so she only had her red panties and stockings covering the lower part of her body, and she seemed to be stuffing strips of the white fabric from the removed parts of her dress into the bottles of alcohol. She had five of them, placed at her feet, and now she was using whatever it was Sky had given her to do something to another scrap of fabric (or was it paper? It was hard to tell, as she was getting more distant by the second).
"What's she doing?" he asked, as loud as he could.
"I don't know, she said she'd found a way to use the alcohol to fight him, but she didn't explain," Sky said, anxiously, "oh, oh, she's --"
There was the sound of an explosion and Curtis could see that Mercy had managed to make some kind of improvised bomb using a bottle of rum, some fabric and some fire. It had landed right in front of the alien, who swooshed almost instantly around the fire that would have otherwise caught his robes. She'd missed, but clearly the creature wasn't fireproof. And she had four more of those bottles.
"Ian, stop - I think the helmet is protecting me, and I don't want to get too far away from her, she might need to get back in fast. But she may just be able to keep him at bay until back up gets here."
Ian did stop, and he also brought up a map screen showing the location of Duke's motorcycle, which was now, it seemed, on its way from the Lucky Buy to their location.
"Sky, what do you think he wants?" Curtis asked, shouting every line now so he could be heard.
"I... I don't know. I thought maybe he had come for me, because I escaped, but the robes... This one is not a bounty hunter. This is an important person among the Aerquan. I don't know him, but, he's wearing the robes, and, he feels so strong..."
"But if he's not here for you, why would he be here at all, and why is he coming for us instead of going away now Mercy has started to fight him? I thought they didn't engage androids in regions like this?"
Another explosion went off, and this time the alien had shot up into the air, higher and higher, to avoid it as it went off directly in his path. Mercy's aim was good, though, and she still had three bottles left.
"They don't usually. But, well, it could be that I was being followed by a bounty hunter, and then when they felt the same big group of humans I did in the mountain, maybe they went back and brought a higher up to investigate it... Oh, I'm so sorry, Curtis, if I lead him here..."
"Don't worry. I'm safe for now with this on, and I am sure Duke will be bringing plenty of armed androids to help us fight him. We'll take him out, we just need to keep him away from my brain, I guess, and from you - I won't let him take you back there, don't worry."
The shock of the alien's weird appearance and the ominous way he flew, along with the pain it had caused just being close to him, was all wearing off now for Curtis, and he couldn't see how they could not have the upper hand here. It was just one alien, and Mercy was bothering him with her bombs enough to slow him down from getting too close to him and Sky, who were probably the only ones he could actually hurt. Guys with guns would arrive shortly, they just had to wait it out. It was kind of exciting really, and it was useful, if anything, to see this one lone Aerquan guy out by himself, to see how he moved, and what worked against him. If they were going to be trying to take on the creatures en masse and free the experiments and humans, he couldn't deny that this one showing up was practically a lucky chance to gather intel.
Mercy's third bottle actually hit the guy, too.
But that was when the situation changed quite dramatically for the worst.




Chapter 10

Somehow, the bottle that Mercy had just ignited with her flaming scrap of whatever-it-was had this time smashed against the body of the alien, whose pose hadn't changed - the arms were still spread like Maddy's crucifix necklace even as the glass shattered and burning rum doused his robes. But the feelers around his mouth were vibrating frantically, and a hideous sound was coming from him - a sound that seemed to be only partly made of frequencies a human could hear, and partly made of those that just made the teeth hurt and the chest feel like something untoward was happening to it. It was part sound, part experience, like it was not just affecting his ears, cushioned within the padding of his helmet, but every piece of sinew in his body. Mercy looked unaffected, reaching for the next bottle at her feet, clearly trying to press what she thought was an advantage, but Sky had her arms wrapped around her abdomen as if the sound was making her insides crawl.
But he's on fire, who cares if he screams, I have to endure it, Mercy is winning, and Duke's guys are only five minutes away. Five minutes is nothing. Come on, keep it together.
And he was managing to, too, despite the fact that he was sure that without the helmet, the sound and the power of the psychic attack the alien seemed to just naturally have going on all the time would have driven him to insanity or even killed him by now. That was, until his eye was caught by what was happening behind the flaming, smoking, shrieking alien. What was happening to the mountain.
The mountain was now surrounded by a kind of halo of slowly levitating figures. He wouldn't have been able to tell what they were from this distance normally, but there was now no mistaking them - they were creatures like the one in front of him, arms outstretched, forming an unbroken circle around the area about a third of the way up the mountain. There must have been hundreds of them.
"Curtis! They're - I think they're going to try and hurt the people inside your mountain! Your people! Oh, what are we going to do?" Sky wailed, pained and clearly terrified.
Curtis' stomach clenched. Sanctuary should be safe, though, shouldn't it? The people were inside a fucking mountain, with thick metal structures inside that were designed to protect them from a nuclear apocalypse. Surely if the aliens could attack through all that rock and metal, nobody inside would have survived invasion day, and he wouldn't have even been born? It had to be safe in there. It had to. He hadn't even rescued his dad yet, and as much as he hated most of the people in there, he had just wanted them to be safe inside their boring little world, leaving his new one alone. He hadn't wanted the aliens to fucking kill them...
"I... Sky, what can they do? Can their psychic attacks hurt people through rock?" he asked, spiked with adrenaline now, his hands suddenly clammy and his legs trembling as if his body had decided it needed to take some immediate action even if he had no possible idea what it was.
"When humans get near them it hurts their brains, sometimes enough to kill them - that's why they breed their own humans for experiments - ones that are immune to it. But that's not their full attack. I've never seen one do it but we all know what it is... they can focus directly on a target, and basically switch off a human's brain without touching them. There's no way to fight it, that's how they wiped out most humans in just a few days - they just instantly killed them like that. Having something in the way makes it harder for them to do it, that's why I thought the helmet might help you, but I don't know, when there's that many of them working together, if there is anything strong enough... But, but they haven't done it yet. When they do it, there is a big flash of energy that you can see... although I don't know what it looks like."
They can switch us off? Like we can switch off androids... Fuck, this isn't the time to be philosophical though.
"Ian! New plan. Communicate to Duke that their party needs to go straight past us when they get here and head for the mountain, fire ranged weapons at the aliens up there - fucking guns, we need guns to take them down."
The alien in front of them suddenly did something strange, just as Mercy threw her penultimate bottle. He dropped to the ground, managing to dodge the bottle which flew past him and exploded on the ground behind him, and started to roll, spinning rapidly, and oddly gracefully, as if to snuff out the flames.
If he wanted to put out the fire, why didn't he do that straight away, instead of the shrieking? Fuck, what's Mercy doing?
Mercy seemed to have decided this was her chance to engage the alien properly, and had run at him and leapt on his rolling body, straddling him and now pounding at his head with her fists.
"I've got to help her, Sky - these things are physically weak, right?" he asked, getting out of the car, not really expecting a response from her, but feeling like if he didn't do something he'd go crazy from the panic.
He ran, he ran towards the dark-skinned android in the red lingerie and half a dress, as she powerfully struck the unblinking, bizarre face of the alien again and again, the shrieking sound getting more and more unbearable the closer he drew. He felt in his pocket as he ran and pulled out his penknife - the only thing he had, but it might just be enough to kill this thing if he could stab him, or give it to Mercy and have her --
But he skidded to a halt and dropped to his knees right before he got there. As Mercy had thrust the fingers of both of her hands hard into the alien's yellow eyes, its sound had changed. A dying wail. And then the sky around the mountain had been filled with a sheet of bright white light.




Chapter 11

Sky was out of the car now, dashing to fall at his side, and put an arm around his shoulders. He could feel her body shuddering with sobs, and he knew what it meant - that flash was what he thought it was. She couldn't feel anything from the humans inside Sanctuary anymore. They'd been switched off. Everyone was dead.
He felt numb, the helmet separating him from reality as metaphorically as it was literally, shielding him from the sound of Sky crying, from the thumping sound of Mercy, still hitting the now motionless alien with the black, oily goo leaking from what had been his acid yellow eyes, as if to check that he was really dead. He tried to stand, but his legs were shaking too hard.
The ground beneath him was rumbling now, and in seconds there were motorcycles speeding past where they were in the middle of the road, followed by cars a moment later, all powering ahead to the mountain, following Curtis' orders, but too late. Perhaps he should try to get back to Ian to call them off. What was the point in risking fighting now? He moved his hands to his helmet, to remove it, to finally experience this horrible scene with all of his senses intact, but Sky grabbed his wrist hard, and now Mercy was upon him too, her hands smeared with the same tar-like substance oozing from the alien's horrible face. They were dragging him to his feet, shouting, panicking, something about getting him far away from here.
Oh, he thought listlessly as he flopped into the back seat of Ian, they're all coming to finish me off, now, are they?
He could see the aliens in the air around the mountain changing formation and heading this way, and volleys of what must have been gunfire. The androids were battling them. But Ian was turning now, leaving the alien corpse in the road, carrying Curtis off somewhere.
"Not the city, yet..." he said, with the last of his energy, before he passed out. It was an almost welcome oblivion.
***
The sound of quiet sniffing somewhere else in the room was the first thing that he noticed. It was the second time he'd come round from unconsciousness in this room, on this bed, and yet he felt just as bewildered as he had that first day out of Sanctuary, when Sarge had stunned him and he'd woken up here with the first androids he'd ever meet at his bedside.
"You're awake... Sky told me..." Maddy said, rubbing her red-rimmed eyes and moving softly from the armchair to sit on the bed beside him.
"They brought me here, then," he murmured, noticing that Sky, or Mercy, or somebody here had removed his helmet and most of his clothes, "do you know if..."
"They defeated them all - yes. Duke called for as much back-up as possible, so Sarge tells me, as soon as you gave the message to attack the aliens at the mountain, and - well, I've never seen this place so quiet before - there was just me and Dora and Estelle, even Pinky went to fight. There were some police or military guys, I'm not sure, they brought along more weapons from some base somewhere, I think, to help the androids who didn't have guns of their own. You'll have to ask them what went on, but they came back a couple of hours after you, Mercy and Sky, and Sarge said the aliens were all taken out. No android casualties..."
"I need to talk to Sky - we have to figure out what this means. Whether they'll try to hunt me down. And you..."
"Wait, Curtis," she said, as he tried to move to get out of bed, her hand on his arm, "shouldn't we talk about... Sanctuary?"
He looked out of the window. The sun wasn't even close to setting yet. The whole day hadn't even passed since he'd left, and now here we was with Maddy, fighting for some words to say about the fact that everyone they'd known their whole lives, people Maddy had been with just a couple of days ago, they didn't exist anymore.
"It was instant. Faster than instant. They won't have felt anything. They won't have... been afraid," his voice cracked and his throat felt too thick, suddenly, thinking about how this was the best way, for his dad, who was scared of everything.
Maddy let out a painful sounding gasp, thick tears spilling out of her eyes, her face contorted.
"I feel so wrong, being out here, alive, just because you rescued me... just a few days earlier and I'd be..."
"Madeleine... If either of us is going to feel guilty about this, it shouldn't be you. I could have gotten everybody out. I actively worked to make sure they couldn't get out, and that if they did, they wouldn't ruin my nice little fucking set-up. I pulled a fucking gun on Sophie rather than bring her out here. I got you out because I felt like I owed you, and because I knew you would add to my fun out here instead of stopping it. I did every single fucking thing for myself, and now they're dead, and I won't let you share the guilt, and the fucking blame for that, because it's all on me. Blame me, for fuck's sake, hate me!"
He pulled his arm away from her, looking fixatedly out of the window, his jaw tense, not daring to look at her now.
"But, Curtis, if they followed Sky and that's how they found the people, and she, she was living outside Sanctuary before you came out... they might have killed everyone in Sanctuary even if you hadn't left. Then you'd be dead too, and none of us would ever have known there was a world outside Sanctuary. You didn't kill anyone, you just didn't save them from something you couldn't have known was coming... and you still saved me," she said, almost whispering.
"It's not Sky's fault, I told you, it's mine."
"I didn't mean it was her fault, but if you can believe that she wouldn't have gone anywhere near a hidden bunch of humans if she knew this would happen, and that there was no way she could be held responsible for it, why can't you believe the same about yourself?"
A part of him would eventually agree that Maddy's rational thinking was right, but not today. Today his anger would be at himself. But as the days passed, as the androids were sent to clear out Sanctuary and give the humans inside a proper burial at the foot of the mountain (which on Sky's orders, he and Maddy reluctantly agreed they wouldn't visit while there was still the threat of another attack), his anger started to put out some feelers, and find what would be its sole direction for the years that followed.
"We aren't just going to free all of those humans and half-breeds and bring humanity back from the brink of extinction, Madeleine. We've seen what androids can do against these assholes. We're going to wipe every last one of these fucking psychic monsters off of this planet. And if I don't feel better after we've done that, then we'll build a fucking spaceship, and we'll go and hunt the fuckers wherever else they fucking go, too..."
END OF ARC ONE - THE SANCTUARY ARC
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Chapter 1
Jack gazed vacantly into the darkened window of the closed shop, as he made his way home from the office on a dreary, nondescript evening in late October. Halloween decorations almost made it hard to tell what the store actually sold, unless it was cornering the market in shabby looking fake cobwebs and unconvincing, hard plastic spiders. It always amused him when he saw these kinds of pieces of plastic tat to think that somewhere in the world there was a machine that made these things, and a person whose job it was to design them. Someone had put some work in, somewhere along the line, to conceive of that plastic cockroach nestling in the bright orange crepe paper at the bottom of the display, the shape of its legs, the dingy brown color it would be. Who were they? What was their life like? Did they enjoy their job?
So, I guess it's Halloween, soon, he thought to himself, with only mild interest. Some people thought of Halloween as a proper holiday that one should decorate for and celebrate, but Jack was fairly sure that something should only count as a real holiday if he got the day off from work for it, and he most certainly didn't have the 31st of October off. He'd given this year's Halloween no thought whatsoever until he'd noticed the crappy decorations. Maybe he'd go out for a drink after work that night though. Maybe he'd be lucky and some of the girls from the office might decide to dress up as slutty nurses or cops. He was just trying to imagine Sarah from reception in a skimpy witch costume as he kept on walking, past the Palladium Cinema (which was of course, showing classic horror movies), when it hit him.
Quite literally.
The huge, nail-polish red letter D that had formed part of the Palladium's old timey sign (for it was one of those retro movie theaters for hipsters) had decided upon that exact moment to come loose and fall from on high, smashing into Jack's poor, unwitting skull, and killing him instantly.
***
The spotlight that shone down on Jack, the desk, and the woman across from him was almost painfully bright, but everything else around him was in total darkness. The scene would have been reminiscent of a surreal job interview, were it not for the fact that the woman, whoever she was, was wiping her eyes, and shuddering with fits of unsuppressed laughter as she looked at the contents of a faintly glowing folder. That, and the fact that the golden nameplate on the desk in front of her read, simply, 'Angel'.
Jack put his hand up awkwardly, trying to get her attention.
"Um, excuse me? I... I'm a bit... confused?"
She snorted, unbecomingly (though he could see that were she not all red and streaky from the fits, she would be an incredibly beautiful young woman), took a couple of deep breaths, and then tried to speak to him, though it was clear that she was really struggling to keep it together.
"I'm sorry, I'm sorry, it's just, you're the best one I've seen in a while! Oh! I have so many good lines for this, I want to pick the best one to say to you, come on now, ask me how you died!"
"I died?" he said, uncertainly, but well, why else would he have blacked out for a moment and then suddenly found himself in a weird place with an immature angel? Had there been a drive-by shooting or something? He'd felt nothing.
"Yes! Oh, but it was such a good death! I promise, you'll get a fantastic afterlife for that one, it's made my week!"
"It was an... interesting thing that killed me then? Was I killed by a famous murderer or something?" he asked, not thinking too much about how bizarre the words he was saying were.
"Oh, don't ask it like that, it ruins the punchline! Ask just, like, 'how did I die?'"
"How did I die?"
She held her sides, looking like she was in pain for a moment, then squeaked out her line, holding her breath.
"You couldn't take the D!"
"I what, now?"
"The D! You couldn't take it smashing into you, it was too big, and hard!"
"I was killed by... a penis? That doesn't sound funny at all! That sounds like an appalling crime! Would you be laughing if I was a woman? You should be ashamed of yourself... there's no way you're a real angel!" Jack exclaimed, envisaging some horrible death as the result of a violent sexual conquest, that perhaps the shock had wiped from his memory.
"No! No! The D! The letter D! It fell down from a sign and hit you on the head, you died of head trauma. But it's funny because sometimes people call it 'the D', don't they, when they're talking about taking a cock!" she whispered the last word, a gleeful grin on her pretty face, her big, blue eyes still wet with tears of amusement.
"Oh... right... I suppose that is sort of funny..." he said, though dick jokes aside, he didn't really think it was. In fact it just seemed depressing, that something so mundane had been the end of the story of his life. It wasn't even like he felt that he'd properly started the first act, and he'd expected a bit more excitement, maybe some romance, maybe some achievements of some kind. But nope, a mediocre degree, a mediocre entry level job, and then an unceremonious bashing to death by a stupid hipster looking sign. That was his lot.
But wait, she'd said something about an afterlife, hadn't she? If this was an angel, then he must be in heaven. That was a good start, though he wasn't really sure he'd ever done anything especially good. He'd never done anything especially bad, either though, so maybe just being kind of meh was enough. Maybe heaven's standards weren't as high as the ladies his mom went to church with had made out when he was a teenager and they'd thought he and his friends were trying to perform a satanic ritual with their Magic: The Gathering cards.
I've never done good things. I've never done bad things. I never did anything out of the -- wait, this is a terrible time to get a song stuck in my head. Although, maybe David Bowie's in there somewhere, maybe he'll sing the rest of it for me, Jack thought, his internal monologue somewhat erratic. He would later learn that people who died from head injuries remained a bit concussed in spirit for a while, which made them much better at accepting the bewilderment of being dead, but much, much worse at making the choices Jack would soon be asked to make.
"So, since your death was such a good one - and really, it absolutely was, I was so bored before, it was all malaria and stuff for my whole shift until you came in - I'm going to make you one of my special cases for the year! I know, I know, you have no idea what that means - honestly, we really need to get to work on letting people down in your old world know about the new afterlife so they don't keep expecting normal reincarnation. But we haven't had a chance, what with all the changes in protocols and... oh, but you don't want to hear about our bureaucracy, do you?"
"Reincarnation? So, this isn't heaven?"
"Oh! Well, I suppose it is, and it isn't. But that doesn't matter, since only we angels stay here. Anyway, reincarnation has always been the thing - I know only some Earth religions figured that out, but what can you do? - but recently, at least, recently for us, we kind of... lost a bet. And now people from your world also get the option to be reincarnated into a different world, designed by the guy who won the bet. Most people choose that, now."
"Really? The future of our souls... a bet?"
"Yeah, well, our ruler was really bored that day, and this guy who came in after he'd been hit by a truck was adamant that he could design a better world than the Earth, said he'd been designing simulations of worlds his whole life, and they were all much better than the real one. So, there was a whole new world created based on his designs - as I said, the boss was bored, in need of a project - and then there were some trials, blah blah blah, and, well, it came out that actually that guy could design a better world, so it got to stay. We thought about just destroying the Earth and migrating all the souls over to the new one to avoid too much faffing about, but we realized we couldn't process all those souls in one day, so we just keep them both running now and let people decide themselves where to get reborn."
"A guy who made simulations of different worlds... what was he, like, a video game designer?" Jack asked incredulously, trying to imagine the swagger on a guy who'd challenge an actual god and have an entire reality built based on his ideas.
"Oh! You know about his type of work, then? Well that will make it all much easier - usually for the special cases we have to explain quite a bit and the ones who know about video games grasp the ideas so much better."
Is she honestly saying that now, people get a choice to be reborn in the normal world, or inside a video game? Of course people choose the game!
"So... I'm going to go ahead and say I choose the new world, if that helps move things along. I don't care what it's like, game developers make things balanced and fair, and you get some control."
"Oh, you don't actually have to make that choice - I told you, I'm making you a special case. I get a few a year, all of us angels do. But the special cases all go in the new world - we can't offer the same on Earth because, well, the rule set of Earth kinda... well..." she trailed off.
She cleared her throat.
"So, anyway, you'll be going to the new world, but you see, normally we just make people choose what class they want to be, eventually, and then we reincarnate them as newborn babies. They forget everything, of course. They don't remember their old life on Earth, or coming here, or even choosing some parts of their own destiny, and they don't know any world but the one they grow up in. As their talents begin to show, they never realize that their past selves actually chose them - but of course, they are usually very happy with their lot. At first, we set it so time would move fast there, to us, here, so even though it has only been a few years here and on Earth since we created that world, there have been generations and generations of people there, some being reincarnated back loads of times - although, they have resurrection sometimes too if they work hard to get the right stuff, it saves us a job and lets them keep a life they are really enjoying. Now we've set time there to pass in sync with the Earth, since there's history and culture now. Real stuff too, not the stuff the guy who designed the place made up to give it - what was it he said? - flavor, but things the people there have created themselves. So yeah, most people there don't know any different. But then there are the special cases. We angels get to choose a few rare people a year who seem like they'll be interesting. Then, instead of reincarnating them as babies, we send them there as adults, with all of their knowledge and memories intact. It helps the place evolve, see, to have the odd person knocking around who has different knowledge and ideas. You still get to choose your class, abilities and so on, but you'll be moderately leveled up already."
He ran the idea through his foggy brain, looking for some kind of catch, but there didn't seem to be one.
"I mean, you can say no if you want - one or two people have before, said they'd rather forget, or they really wanted to have a childhood again or something - but most people see how much of an advantage being a special case can give you in life there. Most of the people who have lead their parties to legendary levels of glory were special cases. And it's practically a given that you'll have no problems when it comes to finding partners. In this world, ladies love a hero. So do gentlemen, actually, if you prefer --"
"Don't say it..."
"THE D!"
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