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"Beth!" I pleaded.

"Just a little more!" Beth said as she ran her hands through her hair.

"Goddamn!" I reached up and held onto Beth's hips as she rode me.

'Fuck!' I thought, taking my hands off her hips and squeezing her tits as they bounced in front of me.

I pushed up and came inside her as Beth smiled and kissed me. "Told you," she smiled.

"That was cheating!" I smiled as she lay on top of me.

We had evaded the Clickers and the Bloats for weeks now. It was Beth's idea to make a place to stay in a mechanic shop. The doors were metal inside and out, and it had a basement that they had used to repair the larger cars or vehicles.

It was perfect. The Clickers, as we called them, were walking toothpick-looking creatures with large scimitars for ligaments. We had seen one of them cleave a man in half with one swing.

We learned the Clickers had perfect sight and hearing. They could see any type of movement, even the smallest mouse, and they could hear even better.

The Clickers were part of the Bloats, as Beth had called the big fat ones. 

Bloats moved slowly, more rolling than actually walking, but they were strong; when they stopped eating or rolling, they stood tall with large arms and legs that could tear a building down.

We guessed the Clickers got the Bloat's food, and in return, the Bloats made more Clickers.

Like my brother said, 'Information, seek it, learn it, use it!'

Beth and I had gotten used to running quietly and hiding just as well. 

While the Clickers could see and hear very well, they sucked at seeing things that didn't move. One time, we hid a few feet from one of them, and it didn't see us, but another time, we were hiding, and one saw us. Then, with a few clicks, it told the rest exactly where we were.
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