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The roar across the desert was unmistakable. It started small, about twenty miles away, kicking a cloud of dust up into the sky fifty feet or so. 

Then it got closer, if you were unfortunate enough to be in its path.

Around ten miles away the decibel level was around a hundred or the sound of a motorcycle. Five miles, one hundred and fifty decibels or louder than a jet engine at takeoff. 

One mile, one hundred eighty decibels or the sound of a rocket launch.

Five hundred meters and the sound waves turned into shock waves.

Up close and personal, your body would explode.

In the post-apocalyptic wasteland, people wanted to stay anonymous. If you draw attention to yourself, it would mean the end of your life. The planet was sparsely populated after the Great Pandemic and War. Those that were left quietly wandered the wasteland in search of survival or some way to die and escape this living hell.

Except for one person. The Bitch. 

There were a lot of rumors who started the Great Pandemic and War. They were all wrong. What happened was some idiot male who could not keep his dick in his pants gave a lot of women a creampie because the idiot was dumb enough to never use a condom.

Why was this particular male an idiot? Because his sperm could rewrite a person’s DNA to give them a random superpower within an hour.

Pre-everything, The Bitch was a super scientist who worked at the super-secret lab in a rough area of town with her gang of other super scientists. She survived by using her wits, working alone deep within the sub-basement of the super-secret lab on an experiment which she had long forgotten.

How did everything start? Well, this idiot male who could not keep his dick in his pants gave some crazy blonde the power to hack any computer in the world. 

Said crazy blonde hated roaches and one day at the Superheroine Hideout, she saw a roach scurry out of Animal Woman’s room. Actually, five roaches that Animal Woman was sending on a reconnaissance mission.

The crazy blonde freaked out and hacked multiple nuclear middle silos causing a global thermonuclear war following a pandemic devastating life as we once knew it. No pre-war map was accurate now. The seas were a tiny bit of what they once were. The icecaps were huge. Most of what land remained was a massive desert as radiation continued to blast around the world via the wind along with mutated viruses.

All this to kill some bugs.

Crazy blonde. Guess what? Her name was Karen.

Days and years were lost. All that remained was a fight for survival. 

The vehicle created such a racket as to tell everyone at least ten miles in any direction The Bitch drove this vehicle. A transgender woman and super scientist.

She pieced together a vehicle in the aftermath, once the radiation level lowered to a safe rate. Over time, she added pieces to the vehicle until it resembled nothing like the car it used to be.

The tires were a good six feet high, sticking out from the sides. Solar panels on the roof collected sunlight which powered the vehicle. On the hood sat various weapons to fire projectiles at anyone stupid enough to get close. Other mods sat on the exterior like a radiation counter, speakers to play music loud enough to drown out the sound of the engine powering the gigantic wheels. The interior was reinforced with sound proofing panels and bottles of treated water collected from funnels on the exterior.

The front seat was pleather pieced together from scraps found on her travels across the desert. The passenger seat was unused. The backseat was used for sleeping and sex. Usually, the former. On rare occasions, the latter.

The Bitch liked when pretty boys wandered too close to her vehicle. She would pull them inside and treat them to a nice night, loosening up their tight holes and sending them on their way the next day walking bow legged across the desert.

Now those boys were men and if she ever passed by, they would either run and hide or drop to their knees and beg for another round. A second round meant being bent over the back of her vehicle and used until The Bitch got bored.
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