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Lust Fever

 

Subscribe  to  the  Nadia  Nightside  New  Release  Newsletter  for  a  private  link  to  THREE  completely  free stories—including  one  NOVELLA-LENGTH  erotic  tale—available  ONLY  for  subscribers!  Not  only  that, but  you'll  also  receive  exclusive  access  to  regular  special  offers  and  discounts!  It's  free,  it's  instant,  and you get hot, free tales!

And if you want to get in touch, guess what? Me too! You can:

See the hottest new erotica releases from tons of erotica authors via my Facebook Author Page!

See what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside.

And finally, enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!

 

Recent Releases

 

Gang Lust Virgins

There's too many alpha male studs needing to breed...and not enough hot women for them all to have one for themselves. The solution? They start to share, all at once, whether the women ask them to or not. It's gang loving like you've never seen before, done only the way Nadia Nightside can.

 

Heir Salon 2

Betty's  descent  into  the  life  of  a  giggly  bimbo  sexpot  continues  as  her  new  friend  Jasmine  becomes completely  intertwined  in  the  world  of  Passion  Heights.  She's  desperate  to  find  out  the  secret  of  the mysterious town, but she's also desperate for loads of her Man's impregnating cock.

 

Heir Salon 3

Feminist  stalwart  Betty  finds  new  meaning  in  life  when  her  Husband  is  found  to  be  infertile,  and  the most alpha of all alphas offers her a premiere place in his spectacular harem.

 

Lust Fever III

Spring Break gets raunchy when a car full of barely legal co-eds are infected with Lust Fever. One do-gooder babe tries to hold out, but when cocks are bigger than ever and her lust is off the charts, how long can she resist?

 

Owned: The Secretary

Haughty,  vain  Maria  is  turned  on  by  nothing  but  power.  She  uses  men  like  toys,  but  never  lets  them touch  her  heavenly  body.  Then  she  meets  Robert—a  shy,  essentially  normal  fellow  who  can  change  the
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thoughts and bodies of others with a touch. He wants to hide his power, but Maria wants to worship him for it...with everything she has.

 

The Quarterback Forced Me

Hipster  beauty  Joseline  is  cornered  and  trapped  by  billionaire  alpha  quarterback  stud,  Pace.  He's brutal, he's ruthless, and he takes what he wants from her no matter what she says.

 

If  you  enjoy  this  hot  bundle,  please  leave  a  review!  They're  the  best  way  to  make  sure  I  can  write  more stories and help spread the word of my sexy worlds to other readers just like you.

* * * * *

Hour 20

 

The  two  had  forgotten  their  names  long  before.  Such  knowledge  was  extinguished  before  the  all-consuming heat of the virus throbbing through their blood, fueling their lust.

They  were  in  a  car  somehow.  Where  they  drove  to  was  anyone's  guess.  They  themselves  no  longer really had the ability to guess. All their brainpower had been rededicated to mindless, endless rutting.

The woman sucked at the man's cock in fervent bobs as he gripped the wheel and kept them safe on the road. In all truth, she had forgotten more than just her name. She had forgotten that there was ever a time in existence when she hadn't had her mouth mindlessly attached to his cock. She had forgotten that other men existed. She had forgotten there was anything to living other than blindly moaning on a thick, ripped shaft of a masculine being, sucking him down and praying for another glorious spurt of his load down her eager, needy throat.

And  he,  in  turn,  had  forgotten  that  women  were  ever  used  for  anything  else.  He  had  forgotten everything but the need to protect, to provide, and to breed. That's all he was anymore. That's all life was for  him—the  human  brain,  once  the  co-model  of  life's  evolution,  had  been  downgraded  to  those  three simple tasks.

And  for  his  complete  embrace  of  his  true  role,  nature  had  rewarded  him  with  a  pretty  young cocksucking female, whose other half of that model brain in turn only knew two roles of her own: to please and to breed.

* * * * *

“Is it the same as before?” asked Pruitt. “I haven't ducked in here in a couple of months.”

“Of course not.” Martinez shook his head. “We’ve already got the control case. We’re experimenting now.”

“Is it still transferable by contact? Kissing, licking, fucking...?”

“Transferable,  totally.  They’ll  be  in  a  clean  room.  No  contact  from  the  professionals  unless  there’s trouble. Or until they die from overheating.”

“Overheating?”
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Pruitt shrugged. “They fuck too often and they overheat. It’s happened with all of them so far. Within about twenty-four hours of initial contact.”

“And we’re trying to stop that?”

“Well,  it’s  no  use  as  a  weapon  if  they  die  too  soon  to  spread  it.  Ideally,  they’d  be  alive  for  about  a week or so. Even a month.”

“A month is too long. It would get way out of control if it was a month.”

“Well, three weeks, then. I don’t know. I’m not the tactical guy. I’m just a chemist. They want people to last longer, so it’s going to be longer. Or, that's the idea, anyway.”

“So what else is different? From last time I was here?”

“Smell.”

“Smell?”

“Of emissions. Pheromones. It was in the last batch, but it’ll be more potent this time around. To help with the transfer.”

“How long do you think before they start fucking?”

Martinez shrugged. “Maybe three hours? It was five last time.”

“With a twenty-four hour life expectancy?”

“I’m hoping to bump it up to thirty. But more or less.”

“Twenty-seven hours of fucking.” Pruitt whistled. “What a way to go.”

“Wait till you see the chick. We got a beauty this time.”

* * * * *

Hour -2

 

Frank  entered  the  small  room  with  some  trepidation.  There  was  a  table  in  the  middle,  and  a  heavyset middle-aged man sitting down on one side of it. He had his arms crossed, a pleasant smile on his face.

“Please, take a seat.” The man spread his hands.

The  chair  was  metal  and  hard.  Frank  disliked  interviews.  One  of  the  perks  of  running  his  own handyman business was that he never had to sit through any sort of job interview. Another perk, though, was  that  he  made  his  own  schedule,  and  this  institute  was  offering  five  thousand  dollars  to  qualified applicants for three days of their time.

Frank, a larger man, didn’t fit all the way on the chair beneath him, and shifted uncomfortably, trying to find his seat. He’d had problems with his back for nearly a year now—common in his line of work—but the pain it caused combined with his relatively young age gave him worry.

The man spoke into a small recorder on the table. “Frank Tasset. Thirty-two years old.”

“That’s me.”

“We’ve just got a few questions here, Frank. We want to make sure you’re who we’re looking for.”
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“I figured.”

“You’re uncomfortable.”

It wasn’t a question.

“I’m all right. It’s a little cold in here, is all. And you got us wearing these jumpsuits.”

He tugged at the paper-thin fabric that they had put him in. The outfit was a light teal. Easy to see in the bright  lights  of  the  large  complex  where  they  had  brought  him  and  several  others.  It  was  like  the  sort  of scrubs a doctor might wear, except the material thinner, like what a hospital gown was made from.

“They’re necessary. Sorry.”

“You’re not wearing one.”

The man wore a lab coat over a collared shirt and slacks. He shrugged. “We have different roles. May we approach the questions at hand?”

“Sure.”

“What do you do, Mister Tasset?”

That was all on the forms Frank had filled out. He figured the question was just to get him talking. That was fine. After four hours of waiting around in a cell, he was happy to gab a little.

“I run a small handyman business in my hometown. There’s a few other people in town that do it, but I’m the honest one. Of course,” he laughed, “they say that too. So who knows.”

“Are you honest?”

“My word is my bond, I’ll tell you that. That’s why I couldn’t ever get married.”

“How do you mean?”

“I’d cheat on her. I like to fuck around. There’s no getting around it. I don’t believe in sticking with just one person. Doesn’t make any goddamn sense.”

The man shuffled his papers for a few moments, ticking off marks on the paper with his pen.

“What’s your sex life like?”

Frank laughed again. It was a harsh, rough sound that reverberated against the walls of the small room. “Wow. Right into it, huh?”

The man didn’t answer, waiting.

“All  right.  It’s  pretty  good.  I  haven’t  been  laid  in,  I  don’t  know,  three  days.  Today’s  Wednesday?  So three days. Late Saturday. Or early Sunday. It was okay. She went down...do you want to know all this?”

“Any detail you provide will be helpful.”

“She  went  down  on  me  and  then  after  a  couple  of  hours  we  screwed  in  the  back  of  her  car  when  I drove her home. I’d had too much to drink before then, was why we waited.”

“And before that? Was your sex life regular?”

“Sure.  I’d  say  every  other  weekend  or  so.  I  got  money  and  I  spend  it,  so  girls  come  around.  I’m  not particular in who I go out with. Sometimes it’s the same lady as some other night. There’s sort of a crowd, if you catch my meaning.”
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“What’s your ideal woman?”

“Ideal woman?” he snorted. “I don’t really think there is one.”

“You’re straight, aren’t you? Heterosexual?”

“Of course I am. But you’re talking about ideal woman like I’m supposed to fall in love some day. Get shacked up.” He shook his head. “Not gonna happen. I’ve got a vasectomy. I only ever shoot blanks.”

“The vasectomy,” said the man. “That was your idea?”

“Oh yeah. I don’t like kids. Don’t want any. Never have. It’s just easier this way.”

“I see. But all of that means you don’t have an ideal woman? Don’t you like sex?”

“Hell, I love to screw. But if that’s what you’re looking for, fine. My ideal woman is, I don’t know. Big-breasted.  Red  hair.  Thick  red  lips.  Like  that  girl  from  that  business  show?  The  one  where  they're  in  the fifties or whatever and they sell stuff. That one. I fuck her, I leave her, she doesn’t whine or complain the entire time. She’s got a nice smile on her face for me when I arrive, while we’re together, and when I leave. That’s all.”

“You’d never stay with a woman?”

“I stayed with a girl for a few years once. We got on each other’s nerves after just a couple of months. I don’t see why it would be any different with anyone else.”

The  man  shuffled  his  papers  again  and  then  stood  up.  Behind  Frank,  the  door  opened.  The  man  held out a hand.

“Thank you very much for your time, Mr. Tasset. I think you’ll be of great use to us here.”

“Yeah, what’s that about? Is it some kind of sex drug? Like the little blue pills? I don’t need that shit. I get hard on my own.” He considered for a moment. “But I’d try it.”

“All will be revealed in time.”

Another  man  in  a  lab  coat  stood  at  the  door,  gesturing  for  Frank  to  follow  him  out.  Frank,  sighing, exited the room and returned back to the holding area.

* * * * *

Hour -1

 

Rebecca  entered  the  room  with  a  smile  on  her  face.  Presenting.  Always  presenting.  They  would  be interviewing her and she could really use the money, as her new independent law firm wasn’t quite where she wanted it yet. It was tough, gathering clients, and tougher still since those bastards at Locke & Powers had dragged her name through the mud for months now. And for what? Because she’d spoken her mind, because she’d told them that she was quitting because of the way they wouldn’t stop telling her to smile and dress nicer.

Pigs. She was better without them.

There was a woman at the table—older than Rebecca by about ten years, into her forties. Her hair was tied in a bun, and she wore a lab coat over a pair of faded slacks.
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She  spoke  into  a  recorder  on  the  table.  “Rebecca  Heberson.  Age  twenty-nine.”  With  a  small  smile,  he looked up to Rebecca. “Have a seat.”

Rebecca  sat.  The  chair  was  hard  and  uncomfortable.  She  shifted  for  a  moment,  finding  her  posture. Posture was important. Her shoulder blades flexed together, spreading her shoulders wide. The natural veer of  her  hands  was  to  come  together  and  cross  against  her  modestly  sized  chest.  She  had  spent  many  years convincing  herself  not  to  do  just  that—and  instead  to  sit  openly,  relaxed  but  attentive,  her  body  language ready for any discussion.

“I’m ready,” Rebecca said, smiling. “What is it you would like to know?”

The woman raised an eyebrow slightly and then read from the page in front of her. “What do you do, Miss Heberson?”

“I’m a lawyer. I practice law.”

“Civil? Criminal?”

“Real estate, mostly. It’s a growing business. We have a small clientele at the moment, but we’re gaining steam.”

“I see.” The woman ticked a mark or two. “And do you have any romantic involvements?”

“The application said that we had to consider ourselves single.”

She nodded. “Yes, but people lie. We’re offering a lot of money for very little time invested.”

That made sense enough. Rebecca shook her head. “No. I’m not romantically involved.”

“And your sex life? What’s that like?”

“Well, as I said, I’m not romantically involved, so...”

The woman gestured for her to go on. “So...?”

“I’m not the sort to just sleep around.” She laughed, as if the accusation—and that’s what it was, wasn’t it?—was  ridiculous.  Which  it  was.  “I  don’t  go  to  bars  and  look  around  for  men,  if  that’s  what  you’re implying.”

“I  didn’t  mean  to  imply  anything.”  The  woman  smiled.  She  set  her  papers  down.  “I  apologize  if  I offended.  We’re  merely  trying  to  get  the  full  shape  of  you,  that’s  all.  Many  people  are  not  romantically involved and still have sex with high frequency, and—”

“And many don’t, thank you very much.”

“Yes. And many don’t.” The woman nodded. “It’s all kosher here. We’re just trying to see what’s what before we move forward.”

They  were  quiet  for  a  moment.  Rebecca  felt  as  if  the  woman  was  allowing  her  to  cool  down,  which immediately she resented. She wasn’t upset. And anyway even if she was it was this horrible woman’s fault, asking her all those classless questions.

“I  couldn’t  sleep  with  someone  who  I  didn’t  know  intimately  already,”  she  explicated.  If  she  said enough, surely the woman would concede the point and realize Rebecca was right. “I couldn’t possibly. It’s too...I just couldn’t.”

“That’s fine, Miss Heberson. That’s all very fine.”
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“Thank you.”

She  had  won  that  little  battle.  She  straightened  in  her  chair,  wiggling  upward  and  pressing  her  butt outward so that she could push her chest forward more. Authoritative. In control. This little outfit was so uncomfortable. Why were they dressed in paper, anyway?

“Another question, if that’s all right?”

“Of course.”

“What’s your ideal mate like?”

This was an easy one. She had thought this through many times.

“He  is  tall.  Taller  than  me.  Wiry,  though.  Not  too  muscular.  Like,  not  bulky  or  anything.  Thin.  Looks good in a suit. Wears a lot of suits. Rich. Funny. Loves commitment. Responsibilities. Wants a family some day—but not too soon! God, I’ve got my own career to worry about. And he should respect that. And love that, in fact. He should be something of a crusader for rights.”

“Whose rights?”

“Who  have  you  got?  There’s  not  enough  going  around.  Anyone  in  the  LGBT  community.  Minorities. Women. Everyone.”

“So, an outspoken man?”

“Very  much  so.  Except,  articulate  too.  A  way  with  words.  No  crass  language.”  Her  nose  drew  up.  “I despise men who swear. Women too. It’s so classless.”

“I see. And sexually? Any preferences there?”

“How do you mean? He would be straight, of course.”

“No,”  the  woman  shook  her  head.  “I  mean  in  bed.  Is  there  any  particular  manner  you  are  fond  of there?”

“I’m not sure I understand the question.” She raised an eyebrow. “I mean, you just get in there and do it, and that’s all. To be honest, that’s not all that important to me.”

“I see.”

The  woman  ticked  a  few  more  marks  on  her  sheet  and  then  stood  up.  The  door  behind  Rebecca opened.

“That’s all?” asked Rebecca.

She  had  much  more  to  say.  She  was  a  mine  of  valuable  information  about  every  sort  of  topic.  Didn’t they want to know about her cats or her knitting? Wouldn’t they like to hear what she thought of that idiot senator in her home state? What if she had valuable ways of framing her pet peeves?

“Oh  yes,”  said  the  woman.  “You’ve  been  very  helpful.  I  think  you’re  going  to  be  a  perfect  fit,  Miss Heberson.”

Rebecca smiled at that. A little bounce joined her steps as she headed back to her holding area.

* * * * *

“These two? Really?” Pruitt shook his head.
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“They’re perfect for each other.”

“What? Didn’t you hear the interviews? They’d hate one another.”

“Oh, they’ll definitely hate one another. That’s why they’re perfect for one another.”

“What do you mean? I thought—”

“How  do  you  suppose,  Pruitt,  that  we  test  this  fuck  drug  without  making  sure  it  really,  truly  works? That’s  what  the  personality  test  is  for.  We  put  opposites  in  the  same  room  together.  If  they  truly  hate another, and they fuck, then the drug is working. It’s that simple.”

“Is  that  why  the  boys  bet?  Because  if  that’s  why  they  bet,  I  want  to  put  money  down  saying  they’ll never fuck.”

Martinez snorted. “Man, you got it all wrong. Nobody makes that bet. Well, one guy did, but he lost all his damn money. They bet on how long it takes for them to start screwing. Smart money is around the three hour mark, like I told you. My bet is on minute one-sixty.”

* * * * *

Hour 1

 

A few hours after the interview a nurse arrived at his door and escorted Frank down through the hallways of the complex. They follow a bright teal line, the same color as his jumpsuit.

“What’s this about, now? Can you tell me?”

“Of course,” said the nurse. “You’ve been selected. You’re going to earn your money, Mister Tasset.”

“Oh.” He straightened slightly. “Well, that’s great.”

The  nurse  was  pretty  good  looking,  he  thought.  Nice  red  hair.  Did  they  give  him  a  red-haired  nurse because he had said how he liked red hair?

“You know a good place to spend five thousand dollars on?”

She smiled. “I can think of a few.”

“How about I take you there?”

Her  laugh  was  mild—the  sort  that  meant  she  didn’t  really  mean  it.  They  stopped  in  the  middle  of  the hallway. The line had run out. She pressed a panel on the wall, and the wall opened.

“What’s this?” he asked.

It looked like a cell. As he looked in, the nurse poked him, hard, with some kind of syringe.

“Ah, jeezus, what’s the—”

Unceremoniously,  she  shoved  him  into  the  cell.  He  stumbled  forward,  off-balance.  Moments  later,  the door shut behind him.

“Hey!”

He banged against the wall panel to no avail.
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What had she stuck him with? He felt...he felt fine. Was that the experiment? They said it wouldn’t be anything  dangerous,  but  how  would  they  know?  That’s  why  they  were  experimenting,  right,  to  find  out everything it did? God, what if he had a condition? What if it wasn’t okay?

He took a moment, breathing. Calming. Probably the nurse would have told him more if he hadn’t hit on her. Ah, well. Can’t say nothing to a broad these days.

It took him a few moments more, but he calmed down. They had guaranteed his safety. Everybody here was a professional. He wouldn’t be any good to them if nothing happened. And so, fear assuaged for the moment, he took a look around.

In  every  corner  of  the  room  was  a  camera.  Two  of  them  slowly  whirred,  following  his  movements. Overhead  was  a  distant  skylight,  except  it  wasn’t  natural  light  coming  in.  There  was  a  difference  in  the frequency  of  the  light  waves,  somehow.  Frank  had  worked  with  enough  lights  to  know  the  difference between almost sunlight and real sunlight.

At one side of the room, there was a small bed, featureless. It was just a plain white mattress on a plain white slab. It didn’t even have any sheets or pillows. He sat uneasily, waiting.

“Is this it?”

There was a small washbasin in the corner, two bottles, and an extra tap to fill up the bottles of water. At least  he  wouldn’t  be  thirsty.  He  was  a  little  hungry,  but  not  really.  There  had  been  a  big  steak  lunch  they brought to him. He had finished just before the nurse showed up.

The  wall  opened  up  again.  A  woman  stepped  inside  to  the  room—the  cell,  really.  She  was  on  the  tall side,  a  little  gangly,  with  breasts  that  Frank  measured  at  around  a  handful  or  so.  Maybe  a  little  less.  Her body in shape. Not great, but nothing to ignore, neither. She had blond hair—the prettiest thing about her— and blue eyes that quickly scanned the room.

“Thank you,” she said, turning to the door panel—but it was already closed.

She wore the same outfit as him, only hers had shorts instead of the pants he had. Why was that? Did they want him to look at her legs? They were nice enough. Shaved. A nice natural color.

“Hey there,” said Frank. “Who are you?”

“I’m Rebecca,” she said, holding her arms against herself.

“Frank.”

It seemed like she felt overexposed in the small cell.

She  approached  him  with  a  hand  out.  “I  suppose  we  should  tell  each  other  it’s  nice  to  meet  one another?”

“Sure.”

Her handshake was firm—really firm. Trying-to-prove-something firm.

“I don’t know what we’re doing in here,” she said, stepping away and wiping her hand on her shorts. “It all seems so mysterious. Do you know?”

Frank was still considering her looks. She was pretty enough, though she looked like a total bitch. Her hair all bunned up like that. Her nose was large—not gross or anything, but prominent. Her skin all freckled
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and pale. He wanted a tanned woman. A woman who spent real time on herself. Why didn’t this broad get a nose job or something. Didn’t she know what men liked?

Ah, whatever. No reason to be unpleasant.

“Couldn’t tell you, lady.” He shrugged. “I think it’s sex stuff, though.”

“Sex stuff?”

“They asked me all these questions. Didn’t they ask you questions about sex?”

“They did, yes. But I made it very clear that I only enter into that sort of entanglement with someone I feel very strongly about.”

He shrugged again. “I don’t know what to tell you. They injected you with something, right?”

She rubbed her arm. “Yes. A little roughly, too.”

Tinges of pity pushed onto his heart. “Me too.”

“That doesn’t  make  us  alike,  or  anything.”  She  held  her  nose  up.  “That  doesn’t  mean  we’re  going  to sleep together.”

“The hell are you talking about?”

“You may think everything is about sex. Being a man. But I’m a serious woman, all right? Just because we both are here, and there’s a bed, and we’re just stuck  together  doesn’t  mean  anything  outside  of  those facts, got it?”

She was in his face now, waving her finger up toward his nose.

“Sure, lady. Whatever. You asked what I thought this about. I told you.”

“Well.”  She  crossed  her  arms  and  walked  to  the  other  side  of  the  room,  huffing.  “I  didn’t  know  you would be so crude, that’s all. ”

Frank rolled his eyes and sat down, leaning slightly on the sink.

A few minutes passed.

“I'm sorry,” she said after a moment. “I was terse there. I can see that. I'm not used to this. Any of this. And it's...I don't talk about sex, often.”

Frank shrugged. “'S'okay.”

Another few moments passed, both of them idly kicking the floor.

“I’m cold,” she complained.

“You women,” he laughed. “Always cold. You should dress warmer.”

“How can you—that doesn’t even—you’re an idiot!”

“Already? Already, I’m an idiot?”

“I’m dressed in what you’re dressed in!”

“And I’m fine with it. I guess that means I’m winning, huh?”

She glared at him. She looked kinda hot when she was angry, Frank thought. Too bad she didn’t know how to act like a real woman.
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“Listen,”  she  said  finally,  straightening  up.  “I  don’t  like  you  very  much.  I  could  tell  straightaway  I didn’t,  and  that  comment  just  seals  it.  I  tried  to  be  civil  to  you,  and  now  you've  just  continued  being  a dunce. So, for however long this goes on, you just stand over there and I’ll stand over here, and that’s that! We each get our half.”

She had given Frank the side with the bed. Fine by him. He walked over to it and kicked it slightly, as if it were the tire of a car.

“Do we have to stand? Is sitting allowed, your highness?”

“You know what I mean!” She let out a strangled cry. “You’re impossible.”

Frank didn’t know how much longer he would last in this tiny room with this lady. But it seemed they didn’t have any choice.

* * * * *

“Now they’re not even talking,” said Pruitt.

“They don’t need to talk out loud. Their bodies are doing all the talking now.”

“Did you see how they acted? They hate each other. Just like I said.”

“Just wait.”

“They hated each other right away, too. I don’t think I’ve seen people react like that.”

“It’s  chemical.”  Martinez  tapped  the  monitor.  “Those  two?  They’ll  be  fucking  in  no  time.  It’s  just chemicals  acting  up  right  now.  Out  there  in  the  real  world,  their  own  chemical  dislike  for  one  another would have kept them from ever being around each other. The injection accelerated that process. It has to burn them out, you see? So it gets them all out there and then starts its own stuff.”

“That’s the scientific term? ‘Starts its own stuff?’”

Martinez ruffled slightly.“Shut up.”

* * * * *

Hour 2

 

They continued to pass the time on opposite sides of the room. Rebecca had a hard time not pacing. What were they supposed to do here? Was this some kind of psychological experiment? To figure out how long two people could last in a room without killing each other? She wasn't sure it would go on much longer in that case.

The cold of the room had left her, which surprised her. She felt like they had turned the temperature up quite a bit—maybe she shouldn't have complained. Maybe she should stop pacing? She was sweating. Her entire body felt hot. It was getting hard to think with all the heat sweltering up in the room.

Taking a break, she slid against the wall. The wall was cold, somehow, even with the heat of the room.

Wait, though—if the room felt hot but the walls felt cold, didn't that mean that she was...oh god.

“What. The fuck. Is that?” she pointed to Frank's pants.

He snorted. “What are you, a dyke?”
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“A dyke?”

“You don’t know what a boner is, you must be a dyke.”

“How is that...” she shuddered and stamped her foot. “That is not how the world works!”

“Whatever. It’s a boner, all right? Grade A. I’ve had it for like, I don’t know. An hour now.”

He gripped it for a second and shuddered. Then, as if slightly afraid, he let it go.

“From what?”

“What?”

“What did you get a boner from?”

“I don’t know. Where did you get tits from?”

“You were born with a boner, is that what you’re telling me?”

He started laughing, as if he thought it was funny that she kept saying “boner” over and over again. She herself didn't know why the semi-swear came so easily. Normally, she never would have used such a filthy term.

“Yeah,” he said, chuckling. “Sure. Born with it.”

“You weren’t born with a boner, Frank. Come on. Why are you laughing? Stop laughing.”

What an ignoramus. When he had himself back under control, he still had the boner sticking hard out from his pants. What was that all about? Where had it come from?

She couldn’t remember the last time she had seen a boner up close. Maybe back in school, when men still  had  a  lot  of  trouble  controlling  their  hormones.  The  businessmen  she  saw  all  week  long  never  really seemed to be all that aroused.

Which  was  sort  of  insulting,  wasn’t  it?  Why  weren’t  they  aroused?  Wasn’t  she  a  perfectly  attractive young  woman?  Wasn’t  she  perfectly  sexual?  She  kept  herself  in  good  shape.  She  was  no  model,  but  she was lovely enough. And fertile. Why wouldn’t she inspire a big hard cock now and again?

She shook her head. Her thoughts felt...strange. Fuzzy.

“Come on,” she said, trying to stay on task. “Do you have porn or something?”

“Porn?”

“Your cock. Dick.” She shook her head. “Your penis. Hard penis. Why is it hard?”

“I don’t know. It feels good though. And it’s not going away.”

His  hand  wrapped  again  around  the  shaft,  thumbing  it  slowly  through  his  jumpsuit.  A  stain  started  to form at the front end of the paper trousers.

“Can’t you make it go away?”

“Make a boner go away?” he laughed. “Sure. But I’m guessing you would want to turn around if I did.”

“Why would I want to turn—oh.” Her nose wrinkled. “That’s gross.”

“That’s not gross. That’s the most natural thing in the world.”
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“Masturbating is the most natural thing in the world for you?” she scoffed. “That explains a lot about...” she waved a hand up and down.

“About what?”

“Well, you’re clearly single.” She gestured. “Look at you.”

“I’m clearly single? Why is that?”

“You obviously don’t take care of yourself.”

“Let me ask you this. Do you take care of yourself, princess?”

She scoffed. “Obviously.”

“And are you single?”

“Well, currently, I am, but—”

“And when’s the last time you were laid?”

“Not that long ago.”

“What does that mean? A week? A couple days? I got laid three days ago. I’m itching for another. Can’t wait to be out of here and rid of you.”

“It was...”

“What? Was it a month? That long? Jesus. You’re not that bitchy. You could get laid more than once a month if you smiled every so often.”

She  wanted  to  protest—that  it  wasn’t  just  about  sex.  That  she knew  she  could  get  laid  whenever  she wanted.  That  she  shouldn’t  have  to  smile  and  look  pretty  just  to  fulfill  some  idiotic  standard  that  this primitive neanderthal laid down.

But instead what she said was, “...three years.”

“Three years what?”

The admission startled her. Her voice was soft, even deferential as she said it.

“That’s...that’s how long it’s been since I’ve been laid.”

“Three years?”

She gulped and nodded, feeling weirdly ashamed. A hot flush spread across her body, fueling the heat already attending her sweating body. There was real compassion in his eyes.

“I’m sorry. I had no idea.”

“It’s okay.”

“You’re not like, diseased or nothing, are you?”

“No!”  she  shook  her  head.  She  felt  it  important  to  reassure  him,  for  some  reason,  that  her  body  was clean. “Nothing like that. I’m just—I’ve—you know how it is.”

“I really don’t.”

“I’ve prioritized other things.”
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God, it was hot in here. She tugged at the tiny paper shirt. Her sweat had started to make the outfit stick to her breasts. They felt heavy. Itchy. She rubbed them, not aware of how erotic the action was for Frank.

“What could be a priority over sex?” asked Frank.

“Living well? Having a career?”

“God, all that’s going away, lady. You’re gonna die. Don’t you know that?”

“Sure I do.”

“You’re  gonna  die.  We  all  are.  You  gotta  get  all  the  fucking  you  can  jammed  in  there.”  He  laughed. “Poor choice of words. Sorry.”

That  he  apologized  for  the  double  entendre  surprised  her.  He  was,  even  in  his  own  stupid,  idiot-man way, trying to be sensitive.

After  a  moment  of  watching  her  rub  her  tits  together  in  her  tight,  sweaty  top,  he  licked  his  lips.  “You want to see it?”

She knew right away what he meant.

“Do I want to see your cock?” She shuddered. “Your penis, I mean?”

“You can mean whatever you like if it means you want to see it.”

Saliva wet her mouth. She didn’t know it right away, but her nipples began to tent in her jumpsuit. She touched one with her forearm, and the sensation was...electrifying.

“I...I mean...”

“Have you seen a cock, a real cock, out in the light ever? I don’t think you have. I think all your sex has been in the dark. I bet it’s only lasted five minutes at a time.”

Her  tongue  darted  out  across  her  lips.  The  top  row  of  her  teeth  raked  across  her  bottom  lip  and  she suppressed a low, galvanizing shudder.

“Show me.”

Within a moment, he dropped his pants. His cock was completely hard, standing horizontally in front of him. It was so lovely. There was a slight bend to it. His hair around it was thick and bushy and dark.

A  bead  of  precum  sat  on  the  tip.  Waiting,  it  looked  like.  Patient  like  a  pearl.  Crafted  by  eons  of evolution. Designed entirely for the tongue of a young, pretty woman to lick it up and ask for more, please, Sir? More?

Suddenly she wished there was some kind of partition in the room. She wasn’t skilled with playing with herself but she very much thought she could learn. Maybe once she was out of here...yes. That would be wonderful. Once she was out of here, then she would spend the entire day or week or month, maybe, in her apartment and just sliding her thumb against her clit the entire time.

The entire time...thinking about that cock.

“Thank you.” She gulped. “You can put it away now.”

And he did, a knowing smile on his face.

* * * * *
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“You said they’d be fucking by now.”

“I know what I said.”

“They’re not fucking.”

Martinez sighed. “I know what they’re doing.”

“This is like foreplay, sort of. But it’s not fucking.”

“I know. Okay? Do you hear me? I’m watching with you. Jesus Christ. Shut up already.”

“Is that guy still going around with the hat? I want to change my bet.”

“Every hour passes, he takes new bets. Just wait a while. He’ll come around.”

* * * * *

Hour 4

 

He didn’t really put his cock away, the scoundrel.

While  Rebecca,  sweating  and  heated,  had  pushed  herself  into  the  corner  for  the  last  couple  of  hours, desperate to ignore the barrage of arousal on her senses, Frank had been in the opposite corner, jerking off.

She caught him just in time to see it happen. The big it. The cumming, the orgasm, the huge load. She giggled slightly at all the filth filling her mind.

The spray pasted against the lower edge of the wall where it met the floor. It looked like an entire cup of masculine product spilled out like a jet from a hose.

“Shit, Frank!” she shook her head. “What the fuck?”

He stood over the new puddle for several moments, breathing and stroking out any last squirts of cum. Rebecca  licked  her  lips  as  she  watched.  Her  pussy  burned  with  need,  though  she  didn't  know  what  that meant.

“I was...I had to.” He shrugged. “I had to.”

“You were jerking off? This whole time?”

“Yeah.”

“Were you...were you doing it to me?”

There was a strange tint of hope to her voice. Even she was surprised she said it so openly.

“I didn’t think—” he coughed. “I thought you’d be mad if I looked at you while I did it.”

“Oh.”

He seemed to sense her disappointment. “I was thinking about you, though. Yeah, I was. Thinking about your legs. I didn’t know I liked legs so much. But you got ‘em. Damn.”

“I see.” She struggled, trying to find her resolve. Her legs were sweaty and long. Wet. Shiny. Why was her sweat so shiny? It was like it was trying to show off her body. “Well. You’re...um, a pig. Then. Yes. A pig.”
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Even  she  thought  her  words  were  hollow.  She  left  them  behind  her  in  the  corner,  standing  up  and rapidly approaching the mess he’d made against the wall and floor. There was nothing to clean it with that she could see. The smell was intoxicating.

“It’s...god. There’s so much of it.”

“I know.”

“No, but I mean, look at it.” She shook her head, kneeling down. “There’s...god. There’s so much of it.”

“You said that.”

“But it’s like a centimeter thick. And it’s just...it’s like thick. Like dense. It’s just sitting there. Standing up. God.”

Her mouth hung open as she breathed between words. Her eyes were wide, her lips wet. Almost glossy.

She seemed pained—and strangely, Frank took pity on her.

“Here,” he said, stripping off his shirt.

In a moment he had cleaned up the entire puddle. It stuck easily to his shirt, completely clingy. It was hard not to think of how his cum could stick so easily to her insides. It would slide up right into her canal, easily going all the way. Filling her fertile womb with a perfect concoction of potency and warmth. Look at how it stuck, how it weighed his shirt down! She would be pregnant in minutes. On the first try, without a doubt.

Pregnant on the first time inside me.

A  wave  of  heat  attacked  her  brain.  That  would  be  so  perfect.  That  would  be so  perfect.  That  would mean  they  were meant  together,  and  weren’t  they  already?  Locked  here  in  this  room  and  feeling  this tangible fucking fuck-heat between them. It would be so right, so right, so so right...

Then, for the first time, she looked at his shirtless body. He was...

Well.  He  was  in  rather  good  shape,  wasn’t  he?  Not  just  a  smoking  big  pole  to  boast  about.  He  had  a body  to  match.  Sure,  he  wasn’t  like, carved  from  marble,  or  anything,  but  he  had  plenty  of  muscles.  His shoulders  nice  and  broad,  his  stomach  flat.  Bulky.  Burly,  even.  The  kind  of  build  you  might  imagine  a caveman had. Lots of dense musculature and hair around his chest. A dark happy trail leading to his cock, which still bulged in his pants.

He was strong. He could protect her.

He tossed the shirt off to one side, and wordlessly, Rebecca followed it and crouched over it.

“What are you doing?” Frank asked.

“Nothing. I’m just...it...smells.”

“So you’re getting closer to it?”

She couldn’t explain it. But yes, it smelled, and yes,  she  was  getting  closer  to  it.  It  was  an  intoxicating smell. Her head felt dizzy, but she didn’t care. It was as if all her life, she had been living behind a window, and  now  all  of  sudden  she  was  in  front  it.  Sounds  were  more  real.  Sights  more  vivid.  Every  smell  like someone  had  dumped  a  load  of  pheromones  into  her  brain.  All  sensations  were  magnified,  complexified, sexified. They all led directly to her pussy, dripping hopelessly down her legs, needing a firm cock to show
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her which way was right. She held the shirt up to her nose, taking in the deep, woodsy, campfire-musk of her man. Of...of the man, rather. Of Frank.

“You’ve got...” he gulped, gaping a bit. “You’ve got a little, there. On your nose.”

“Oh,”  she  said,  distant.  Without  thinking  to  do  it,  she  slid  her  tongue  upward,  gently  licking  it  off  the tip. The taste was still warm, even though it had been a few minutes since he had cum.

Suddenly,  she  was  on  the  floor.  Her  legs  not  working  quite  right.  Everything  spun.  Her  body  felt  wet from head to toe, and warmth spilled over her entire being. Was this an orgasm? Was this how they were supposed to feel?

“Are you all right?”

His hands were on her. Big, strong, man hands. God, she loved his man hands. His man arms. His man shoulders. Everything about him was so brilliantly manly. How had she ignored that before? That thick cut of his jaw. The thickness of his hair. Those big, sexy muscles that could just hold her down and fuck her until she was brimming over with his cum.

Until she was pregnant.

She moaned at the thought. As the little droplet of cum slid further down her esophagus, leaving a hot wet trail all the way down, her skin absorbing more and more of the precious manly material, her thoughts became a train track along which every stop was that: he would get her pregnant.

She couldn’t get rid of it. It was all she could think of.

They would escape, distract the guard, run away from this place, and then he’d get her pregnant.

Or they would be stuck there forever, rutting like maniacs, and then he’d get her pregnant.

Or the authorities would let them out, and she’d follow him home and beg to be filled with his cum, and he’d get her pregnant.

Or there would be some emergency, a fire maybe, and everyone would have to be evacuated, and he’d pin her against a table and shove his cock into her sloppy wet slit and then he’d get her pregnant.

Yes, he’d get her pregnant. He’d fuck her against the wall, hold her down, not let her get away (not that she would want to), claim his territory and mark her as hers.

And what would that leave her with?

“Babies,” she said softly. “Lots of babies.”

“What was that?”

Slowly, the haze lifted. Frank was holding her, sitting her against the wall under the sink. She ignored, violently, how much that turned her on, pushing away from him and scrambling to the other side of the cell.

“You stay over there, you fucking maniac,” she warned him. “You’re not going to get me pregnant. No fucking way!”

For  his  part,  Frank  looked  rather  confused,  especially  as  she  had  her  fingers  buried  in  her  dripping snatch the entire time she made her speech.

* * * * *

Hour 6
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Sleep gave him respite for a time. It was not good rest, nor consistent, but at least it was there. He had vivid dreams of fucking—fucking everyone he’d ever fucked in the past and everyone he’d ever wanted to fuck.

Frank fucked his two ex-wives—including the girl he’d married only for a few weeks in Vegas. He fucked her until drool spilled out of her mouth, until she was unable to say anything but “cock” and “more.” He fucked every celebrity he’d ever jerked off to, every woman in the streets that he’d ever lusted after. Other images faded away—how to fix a pipe, or how to close a live wire’s circuit, or how to jimmy a stubborn lugnut off of its base.

These thoughts and memories were replaced instead with magnified visions of every hot, lusty thought his mind could manage, until he saw all those women—an army of them, an army of sluts that existed in every horny man’s mind—as vividly in his troubled sleep as if they were standing in front of him.

Waking approached slow. The first thing he felt was his hard-on, undeterred by his sleep and more active than any other part of his body. The thick meat of his cock pressed hard against the thin material of his outfit. It pushed against the floor. The floor itself was warm—it should have been cold. So much tile. But it was warm instead, and growing warmer still.

In fact, it was wet and warm. Something wet and warm surrounded him. Groggily, he pushed upward, and found his hand covered newly in the same warm wet substance.

It was his cum. He lay next to a puddle of his own cum. It was everywhere in front of him, spurted outward from the constant wet dreams from the night.

Across from him, Rebecca was on the floor, fingering her pussy madly.

“It’s s-so much,” she moaned. “So much. S-so m-much. And you wouldn’t stop. You wouldn’t. You wouldn’t stop. Oh god.”

Her fingers rubbed intently over her pussy. She seemed to be cumming every few seconds, but he couldn't tell for sure—her pleasure looked constant. Her top was plastered against her tits—the material totally see-through now. See-through and wet. All of her body so very wet. Her tiny shorts were captured under her knees, and her feet splayed wildly across the floor. As such, he could see all of her pussy.

Her pussy was hot. He could tell it was hot just from looking at it. Not just “hot,” like attractive, but actually warm, actually having an oven-like temperature that wouldn’t cool anytime soon.

“God, you know. Rebecca. I could...uh...I could really help you out.”

Despite all his cumming, his cock was hard as a rock. He let his pants fall down into the puddle of cum. They were sticky and wet anyway.

“N-no. No.” She shook her head. “Stay back. We have to...we have to resist. We can’t fuck.”

She might as well have been reciting a calculus equation. “We can’t?”

“No. If we fuck, then...then they win. We have to resist,” she huffed again. “We have to resist.”

Resist? She didn’t understand. That was idiot talk. Stupid dumb slut words. She really needed to figure out what the world was about. Frank would teach her.

“But your pussy.” He had a hand on his cock now, stroking slow. Her eyes lit up at the sight, and he watched as another orgasm rollicked through her body. “Your pussy needs me.”
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“No!” She put up a hand, the other still firmly in her cunt. “No. Stay back, okay? I don’t want that. I don’t want you. I just need to—nnngh.” She bit her lip, cumming once more. Her voice became quiet, but she kept fingering herself. “I just need to keep cumming. Cumming and resisting.”

She had said no. There was a part of him that wanted to ignore that, to take her anyway, no matter what she said—but he pushed it away. That was foolish. This here was a mate. You didn’t just ignore what a mate said. You respected her, and you showed her what she needed to have until her silly little female mind finally came around and recognized that she needed to be brimming with his young.

And she would. He was certain of that. His head lolled backward and he stroked harder. God, his arms weren’t even getting tired. His muscles felt hard as rocks. He’d been jerking off for what felt like hours now —even in his sleep, his hand had been attached to his cock.

“You can...” she gulped. “You can stroke it closer to me, if you want.”

He did want to. And so, standing over her, feeling something like a lord in a manor, he stroked his huge cock over her prone, self-fingering body.

* * * * *

“Here we go.”

“Here we go?” Pruitt snorted. “Come on.”

“They’re about to get into it, man. I don’t know who won the bet, but it wasn’t me.”

“She’s still pushing him away.”

“Yeah, and that’s weird. Their chemical readings are off the chart. They should be on the seventh or eighth session, according to their chemistry. I don’t know why the grip is so slow on their brain. It’s like it’s...I don’t know. The effect is more symbiotic than parasitic.”

“The fuck does that mean?”

“It means,” said Martinez, “that maybe this little virus is smarter than we gave it credit for. But they're going to start soon, now. You watch. They're going to start and they won't be able to stop.

* * * * *

Hour 8

 

It was hard exactly to tell where the foreplay stopped and the actual sex began. After ten minutes of stroking his cock directly next to Rebecca, she had told him rather imperiously that he was doing it wrong. Directly, she began to stroke for him.

Immediately, at their touching, all their sensations magnified once again. He came instantly, spraying all over her naked thighs. Her shorts, soiled completely, had to be totally removed. It didn’t matter. They were just in the way. All their clothes were gone now.

Wherever it started, however it would be measured as beginning, they rutted now like mad meth-laden rabbits. His cock felt like an extension of Rebecca's body, an extension of her very soul.

Somewhere in her distant past, Rebecca had lost her virginity in a college dorm room. It had been a sad little affair like so many losses of virginity tend to be. There were posters of bad bands on the walls, and one of them played on the computer sitting only a few feet away through paltry laptop speakers that had
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about as much business blaring music as Rebecca did playing in the NHL. Pot smoke filled the air. The boy’s face—not a boy, really, an eighteen year-old, but next to what an ungodly perfect specimen of stud Frank was, all men had started to be referred to as boys in her recollection—was pimply and awkward. Too much hair in all the wrong places. He came almost right away, and the feeling had been disappointing, covered over by a thin rubber sheet that didn’t give her any of the primal warmth that she and every heterosexual woman had been born needing to have inside of her.

He fell asleep afterward, right on top of her, and she had to suffer the indignity of feeling his cock shrink inside her barely-penetrated pussy. When he woke, he removed the sloppy condom from her, and some spilled out.

She spent the next three weeks terrified that she might have gotten accidentally pregnant. When she was sure she wasn’t, she broke up with the young disappointment, and swore off the distraction of boys until she had finished school. Then, after a similarly disappointing experience soon after her graduation, she had sworn off men until she finished her law degree. Then, after that graduation and another disappointment, she had sworn off men until she  got her career on track.

Her love life could wait. Everything could wait. Sex wasn’t important. Life was important. Money was important. Owning her house—that was important.

She hadn’t ever had an orgasm until eight months ago. It was an unpleasant experience for her. Losing all that control. Not knowing where her limbs would go, how her legs would shake, how her mind would drift afterward and make it impossible to do anything else for the rest of the day. Afterward, she had written in her diary a simple note:

“Orgasmed today after playing with myself for one hundred and fifty-five minutes. One hundred fifty-five minutes! For ten seconds of pleasure that I barely even felt. Not worth it. 0/5 stars. Would not do again.”

Now, underneath Frank, her upper torso pinned in the corner of two walls and her ass jammed in between his thighs, that enormous fuckrod of his plowing into her cunt so forcefully, she came again and again. And again. And again. The pleasure was ceaseless. It replaced her thoughts, replaced her memories, replaced her morals and her ethics and everything else that wasn’t the primordial biological knowledge of how best to please a man’s cock, of how to get pregnant, of how to do anything in her power to feel cum inside of her again.

Tears dripped down her cheeks—tears of purest joy. She stared up at Frank with love in her eyes as he unleashed his strength on her comparatively tiny body.

Her tits bounced and jiggled as he drove into her body again and again. A distant part of her brain wished they were bigger for him. And then she remembered—soon, she would be pregnant. All those new curves for her man. A thick hot belly to please his view. Bigger tits filled with lifegiving milk, all just for him. She would have her entire body dedicated to his sperm. Her every cell, her every atom devoted to cultivating what his amazing manly seed had given to her. It was so perfect.

It only made sense that she served him, that she did as he said. That she submitted totally to his will. Her body was made to submit to his will—to change on a chemical basis to become the perfect vessel for the physical incarnation of his amazing masculinity. Why would her brain be any different? Why would her will?

Women were born to serve. It made total sense.
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“Women are born to serve,” she moaned, testing it out.

She didn’t even know if she meant to say it to him—if she meant for him to hear. She just wanted to hear the words. But, it excited him. She could tell by how he increased the rapidity of his thrusts inside her.

“Is that right, slut? You’re born to serve?”

Rebecca nodded eagerly, a hot happy breath parting her lips. He wanted her to speak. He wanted to know what was on her mind! God, he was so magnanimous.

“Oh yes, Sir. Born for it. Born for your cock. I was made to be—oh fuck—”

She had to stop speaking because she started cumming. Her mind turned off.

When it turned back on, her mouth was moving, and words spilled from her lips, though strangely she didn’t feel like she was in control of any of them.

“Born to serve you. To suck your cock. Just your whore. Your dumb slut. Your three holes. Have to fuck you. Need to be fucked. By you. By you. By you. B-b-by y-you-oh god!”

And she came again, consciousness blinking out once more.

Her mind became a sort of strobe light of consciousness, flashing this way and that. She saw Frank on top of her, grunting loud in orgasm. She saw her thighs dripping with his cum and her pussy juices all mixed together.

Cum.

She heard herself shout, “Give me your fucking babies, Daddy! Please, Sir! I need them so bad!”

Cum.

And the next thought was that she was bent over onto her knees, Frank’s enormous cock fucking hard into her pussy from behind.

Cum.

Tugging at her short hair. She should have longer hair, she realized, so Frank would have more to play with. So she would have more to show off for him. Yes. That was a perfectly natural, perfectly good thing. A woman should have hot long hair so she can show off what a good little fucktoy decoration she is for her man. Why hadn’t she realized before?

Cum.

“Never done this before,” she giggled. And then she lazily slid her mouth over the top of his cock, slurping him down.

“Oh, that’s perfect, love.”

Cum.

Her head was automatically moving up and down Frank’s cock, slurping slow, but not quite fast enough. He wrapped his hair in her hand and began pumping her up and down.

He’s using me to masturbate his cock, she thought. My head, my mouth and tongue, are his lube. I’m just a fucktoy. I’m just—

Cum.
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There was cum everywhere. All over her tits. All over her neck and her mouth. It tasted so good. It tasted like—

Cum.

His seed was everywhere again. All over her tits. More of it this time. Double the amount. It made her breasts stick together on her chest, like she wore some tight hot dress. He climbed on top of her and pushed his cockhead through the cleavage. Slowly, the sticky cum pushed apart like buttery spread, and his cock spurted out layers of precum onto her skin and—

Cum.

Rebecca snoozed happily, snuggling tight up against her man. God, he was such a good man. He was going to fill her with so many perfect babies. Her cunt was still on overload. Just the slightest touch would set her off. God, her thighs were covered in his cum. They just soaked in a puddle of it. What if she shifted so that—

Cum.

* * * * *

“What’d I tell you?”

“Shut up.”

“No, what did I tell you? I forget.”

“You didn’t forget. You’re just being an ass.”

“Yeah.” Martinez laughed. “Your report done yet?”

“Well, we gotta watch until they expire, right?”

“If they expire. I mean, we might have to terminate them eventually. I’m not sure when they’re going to let up.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, the virus is changing, isn’t it? It wants to keep its host body alive. And so it’s...I don’t know. This strain is mutated somehow. Beyond just what we did to it. And so it’s lasting longer. I don’t know how soon it will kill them.”

“Will it kill them?”

“I don’t know.”

“So what do we do?”

“We wait.”

* * * * *

Hour 16

 

The nurse entered the room, gingerly stepping through the piles of fluids that had gathered on the floor. Frank saw her the way that man was intended to see women—noticing only the thick width of her hips, the steadiness of her stance, the heat emanating from her pussy. It was the same hot redheaded nurse from
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before, though Frank didn't remember that all that well. She wore a suit of some kind, her head in a bubble. Protected.

He could fuck her full and pregnant on the first try, he knew. He could do it in less than five minutes if she would let him.

He stood up—or tried. But his hands were bound to the railing on the side of the bed. She must have tied him up before he woke.

The nurse leaned over Rebecca, speaking into a microphone on her shoulder.

“Subject appears unconscious. Possibly comatose. I suggest—”

Beneath her, Rebecca suddenly began to shake violently.

“She’s having a seizure!” Frank said. His voice was low and gravelly, little more than guttural cavemen-like grunting. “Help her! You’re a nurse! You have to help her!”

The nurse knelt down. Thick fluids surrounded her knees. Cum, precum, pussy juice. The combination created a potent chemical mix. Frank continued to panic, tearing at his bindings. He'd gnaw through his wrists if it meant protecting his mate.

Rebecca's eyes suddenly snapped open. She wrapped her legs around the nurse, and tore into the suit with her fingernails, detaching the bubble around her head. The nurse let out a frightened moan as her skin, her nostrils, her mouth was exposed to the heavy lust-layered air. Rebecca pulled her down and kissed her madly, pushing herself on top of the nurse's busty body. Soon, the nurse was sliding in the collected juices on the floor, apparently forgetting how to resist—forgetting perhaps that Rebecca carried a monumentally dangerous virus transferred by any physical contact.

Finally, though, she pushed Rebecca off with a terrified cry, and stumbled out of the room, wailing. Alarms began to sound.

Rebecca, smiling, rushed to Frank and untied him, using a scalpel taken from the nurse's belt. He took her by the hand and they rushed out of the room, blindly searching for a way to survive. The place was a maze. They rounded one corner, and there were men with guns and bio-suits on. He rushed at them, punching and elbowing, until they had scattered or were left on the floor, unconscious. Rebecca clapped her hands with glee, watching her man fight for her. His cum was everywhere.

They continued to run, paying no attention to the intercom blaring overhead, entreating them to stop. Doors began to shut all around, locking and slamming.

With no other recourse, they simply followed the lines in the hallway—a green one. Frank's stamina felt endless. His body completely reformatted for physical activity for hours at a time. He slammed through one half-open door, and inside was a garage.

Lucky.

There was a car waiting there, a man trying to start it.

“Oh, shit. Martinez!” the man ran to the other side of the garage, banging on the door. “Martinez, you gotta let me back in there, man!”

Frank shoved him to the ground, his fingers clasping deep on his neck. Somehow, he knew the man was infected right away—even though he barely had a concept of being infected himself. He simply knew he felt correct.
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“Get in, baby.”

He slapped Rebecca on the ass and pushed her inside the military car. The keys were inside—and there was enough of his brain left behind to know how to operate it. With a roar, the engine came alive, and he powered out of the garage and up into the waiting world. Bullets sang against the car, trying to stop it, but somehow they missed, or deflected off the car's surface, or both.

Rebecca kissed him madly as he steered them to safety—protecting her—and then sank her mouth down to his waiting, spurting cock.

He came just as they powered through the closing gates. And they were out, out in the world, free.

And the virus was free with them.

# # #
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Lust Fever 2

 

Hour 1

 

Matthew’s latest target was pimply, gangly, barely out of high school. A clerk at the gas station where they both stood. All the same, he had a kid and a wife, and so he was ripe for the picking.

“Look,”  said  the  clerk,  frowning  slightly.  “I  don’t  even  make  barely  enough  money  to  cover  rent.  We gotta  put  in  Shannon’s  income  for  it  and  even  then  we  just  only  kinda  make  enough  for  groceries. Insurance just don’t make no sense.”

“Don’t  you  think,”  said  Matthew,  leaning  over  the  counter,  “that  that’s  exactly  why  you  should  buy some?”

“I don’t know that I follow.”

Matthew was a tall man. It helped him make sales. People bought stuff—any sort of stuff: cars, boats, insurance—from  people  they  put  into  positions  of  authority.  Height  was  an  easy  way  to  get  there.  He  had short red hair and a gut kept squarely in place by exercising late at night on the treadmill in his basement three times a week.

“This  is  a  dangerous  job,  right?”  Matthew  held  up  a  hand.  “I  know.  You’re  young.  You  think  you’re gonna  live  forever.  But  say  some  crazy  man  walks  in  here  with  a  gun?  Or  say  some  idiot  drunk—and  I know you’ve seen them, I can see your face—some idiot drunk swerves through one of those pumps out there  and  sets  this  whole  place  ablaze?  Man,  it  happened  in  Bolta  just  two  towns  away  not  three  months ago. Poor sucker held on as best he could, the one caught in the explosion, but they had to let him go in the hospital. His brain couldn’t cope with the burns.”

“You’re trying to scare me.” The kid shook his head. His hair was greasy and dark. “But I shut the pump off if something like that happens.”

“Suppose  you’re  in  the  bathroom,  though?  Or  stocking  something?  Busy  with  a  customer?  I  mean, life...”  Matthew  shrugged,  smiling.  “...it’s  just  madness.  Nonstop  madness.  There’s  no  telling  what  could happen. Do you think you’re above getting caught in a tornado out here? Or suppose you drive home late at night—you work late, don’t you?”

The clerk nodded. “On Tuesdays and Wednesdays, yeah.”

“You drive home late, you fall asleep at the wheel. Or again, some idiot drunk hits you. Or the bridge back to town is out, or falls apart. That thing needs repair, don’t it? I bet it wobbles for you every time you go over.”

“It does.” He put his hands on his hips now.

“You see? It’s dangerous, living. The more you do, the more you got to lose. But you, see, you’re lucky. ‘Cause you’re young, and you got me talking to you.”

“I’m lucky, huh?”

“Sure you are. You know how many policies I sell to young people like you?”

“No.”
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Matthew smiled. “Not very many. You know why not?”

“We don’t need it?”

“Because you think you don’t need it. And then you’re dead—and you won’t need it then, you’re right. But your family will. Your wife, she’d have debts up to her nose trying to bury you. You know how much it costs to bury a person proper?”

The kid leaned back now—and even so, he was being reeled in. “I don’t.”

“It costs too. Goddamn. Much. I tell you what. It’s a favor, what we do. You want to protect your family from life, you get life insurance. It’s the only thing that makes any sense, kid. And we can start you in at twenty bucks a month.”

“Twenty bucks?” he laughed. “Is that it?”

“That’s  our  lowest  premium,  and  you  qualify,  on  account  of  your  age.  And  moving  forward—” Matthew stopped to pull out the literature from his suitcase and spread it out on the table. “Moving forward, okay?  That  price  stays  where  it’s  at  for  five  years.  Now,  it’ll  go  up  eventually—eventually—but  you’re  a young  man,  moving  up  in  the  world.  You’re  not  gonna  have  this  job  forever,  are  you?  I  mean,  probably you’re thinking—”

Outside, tires squealed. They both turned to look—a battered white sedan with military plates careened toward the station. It all happened in less than five seconds. The car’s tires tumbled over the curb, spinning in  a  fierce  three-sixty  maneuver,  and  knocked  over  the  trash  cans  next  to  the  pump.  But  it  stopped,  just short, of the pump itself. There wasn’t even enough room for the passenger side door to open.

The  kid  was  on  it,  though.  Knocking  the  big  switch  right  outside  the  door  down  in  what  would  have been just in time—if it was needed. But it wasn’t. The car stopped safely, if too close, and it was all right.

“What I tell you?” said Matthew, voice soft. “People are crazy. What if...”

But the kid was gone, going after the people in the car.

“Hey!”  shouted  the  kid.  “Are  you  fucking  insane?  Are  you  out  of  your  minds?  You  could  have  hurt somebody! You could have...”

The kid trailed off, and Matthew could see why. A tall, lovely woman stepped out from the car on the driver’s side. A man followed her. They were both dripping wet and totally naked.

It  wasn’t  so  much  that  she  was  beautiful.  Sure,  she  was  attractive  enough,  physically.  But  not  jaw-dropping, not sensational, not so beautiful that a man might stop anything that he’s doing just to look at her.

So, it was hard to describe exactly why she had the effect that she did.

To  begin,  sweat  was  plastered  to  her  body.  Every  bit  of  her  was  wet  from  perspiration,  and  the  shine from  her  sweat  showed  the  heavy,  full  shape  of  her  tits  like  nobody’s  business.  The  kid  kept  trying  to stammer  out  some  protest,  some  accusation.  Instead,  the  woman  drew  him  in  her  arms  and  kissed  him deeply. He fell to the ground, her saliva sliding from his lips, and she strutted past him, looking instead now at Matthew.

There was a crazy look in her eyes. In her eyes, and in the eyes of the man watching from the car.

She pushed Matthew back through the door and against the counter inside.

“Now, listen here, miss, you can’t just...”
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It  wasn’t  anger  in  her  eyes,  or  even  mischief.  It  was  lust.  Pure,  unbridled  lust—with  no  notion  of morality, propriety, or maybe even humanity. It looked animalistic, basic, primal.

She  pulled  his  pants  down  and  her  mouth  slipped  over  his  cock.  He  was  hard  right  away—barely  an instant of softness as her lips scorched across his skin, setting his entire being on fire. He felt hot—not just the heat of arousal, but like he had been baking on a beach sun for hours.

Outside, he watched the man slowly jerk and milk his cock as he filled up the car with gas. When had he turned the pump back on? It didn't matter.

God, that man was jerking himself hard. It was like he couldn’t stop himself. His arm and chest muscles were incredibly developed, custom-built, it seemed, for that very purpose. He kept cumming, was the thing. Like cups of it, all thick and dense and hot, steaming, all over the ground at his feet.

Whoever the babe on the ground was, she was damn good at giving head. Matthew didn't last very long. When finally the warmth took him over, bucking his hips into her needy, waiting mouth and emptying out into her throat, she swallowed every last dropped. She even took a few extra seconds and licked him clean before smiling, standing up, and leaving Matthew half-standing against the counter with his cock out.

The babe took several packages of food into her arms, then dropped those onto a crate of water bottles, picking  that  up.  A  few  bags  dropped  to  the  ground  as  she  walked  back  to  the  car,  but  she  didn’t  seem  to care. She stuffed them into the backseat and mechanically started eating bags of chips and downing water. When the man got back into the car, right away she slurped downward onto his cock and they drove away.

The entire encounter had taken maybe five minutes. Matthew walked after them, zipping up his pants, his mind full of questions. What the fuck had just happened?

“That was...intense,” said Matthew. “What do you think?”

The teenager was still out on the ground, trembling and looking like he was cumming.

Matthew  walked  back  to  his  car,  a  bit  in  a  daze.  There  was  something...in  the  air.  Some  scent,  some haze.

A  woman  pulled  up  to  where  the  car  had  been.  Sniffing  the  air,  she  bent  over  and  saw  the  puddle  of cum on the concrete. Matthew saw her salivate—actual drool dripping from her mouth—and then slide the thick, sticky substance on one finger and lick it dry.

Gulping, he drove away.

* * * * *

Hour 2

 

The  feel  of  the  madwoman’s  lips  were  still  on  his  mind—and  on  his  cock,  as  he  could  feel  the  residual saliva and heat from the imprint of her mouth—as he drove into a diner closer in-town about thirty minutes later.

Matthew’s job took him all over Dancer County. It was a large area containing a smattering of towns— seven in all, each with a population of less than ten thousand. He lived just outside of a town called Bolta, which was on the other side of the county to Kitowa, where he was now. He knew every town well, driving through each of them at least twice a month and often more. As an insurance salesman, he was expected to
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make a lot of cold calls, and a lot of warm calls, and had to do a lot of legwork when clients got cold feet or if—god forbid—someone actually had to cash in on a policy.

It was a tough racket, these days, insurance. It was like people didn’t care anymore if they lived or died. Matthew  blamed  the  culture—all  those  zombie  shows.  Dystopia  movies.  Everyone  waiting  for  the  end  of the  world  like  it  was  already  writ  out.  Like  history  had  just  played  all  the  cards  it  ever  could.  It  was madness.

The diner was Dave’s Diner, run by the eponymous Dave, who supervised the night shift. The day shift was run by Corine, Dave's daughter. She was a knock-out, true enough, in a town that had maybe just the one.

She was a blonde, with legs as long as the day was long and breasts that made Matthew rather jealous of her tight uniform, able to hug their ample size so easily. The uniform was the classical sort of waitressing uniform—Dave insisted on it—and was colored pink with the little mini-white apron in front of it.

Matthew sat down at his usual spot, watching the door. Always on the lookout for customers.

“Good  morning,  Mister  Coffey.”  Corine  greeted  him  with  a  lovely  smile.  She  was  twenty-three  years-old. “You all right today?”

Always, when he came by—three to four times a week—she was the one who waited on him. “Doing fine, Corine. I had a bit of a weird morning, but I’m fine.”

There was something lingering in his thoughts. Something he couldn’t get rid of. Usually, when he saw Corine,  it  sparked  some  fantasies—taking  her  out,  seeing  her  smile  underneath  him,  kissing  her  madly  in the corner of a room. But now as he watched her stand over him, he couldn’t help but think of ripping her clothes off, bending her over the counter, and filling her up.

Fill her with a baby. Knock her pretty body up. Make her beg for more. Never let her know anything but your cum.

What he said to her was probably the last thing he should have said—given his recent circumstances— but he couldn’t help himself.

“You wanna go out with me, Corine?”

He  saw  her  struggling  not  to  roll  her  eyes.  Ultimately,  she  failed.  He  asked  her  that  every  time  he  saw her.

“You know, you ask me every time you see me, Mister Coffey.”

“Yes, I do. And I’m serious every time. I’d love to take you out on a date.”

Fill  you  up.  Fill  you  full  of  my  fucking  cum.  Bend  you  over  that  counter  and  fuck  you  until  you're begging for more.

His thoughts were getting rather carried away from him, but for some reason, he couldn't stop. He could feel his cock getting excited.

“I don’t believe you, Mister Coffey.”

“Call me Matthew.”

“I’m  going  to  call  you  Mister  Coffey,  because  that’s  how  I  talk  to  people  who  are  just  customers,  all right?”
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“I tell you what.” He took her hand in his. He watched as she began to roll her eyes once more, but then something shifted in her face. There was a slight heat there. A little shudder. “You go grab me my breakfast. And when you come back, I’ll ask you out. For real. How’s that?”

She moved her hand up to her nose, inhaling deep. “Is that...lotion?” Her voice was distant.

“Lotion?”

Oh  god.  Oh,  fuck.  After  the  blowjob,  he  had  wiped  his  cock  with  his  hand.  Everything  there—the saliva, the precum, the cum—all that residue had dried by now. But clearly it was still there.

He gulped. “Yes. Lotion. A house call, earlier this morning. A woman offered me some.”

His  cock  pulsed  suddenly,  bulging  against  his  pants.  A  woman  smelling  his  cum.  A  beautiful  woman like Corine. That was right—that was perfect. That was how it was supposed to be.

“It  smells  really  good.”  Her  smile  was  broad  and  easy.  Relaxed.  “I’m  going  to  make  your  breakfast. Don’t forget to ask me out.”

Ten minutes later, his breakfast was ready, and they made a date for eight o’clock that night.

That was when Matthew noticed that his cock was hard, and that it was not going down at all. Corine’s position above him would have made it easy to see his bulge—impossible to miss, really. Her eyes had been darting at it the entire time she’d agreed to the date.

* * * * *

“So what's the situation?” The General asked.

They stood in a small command room deep underground.

Ryan shifted, looking at his clipboard. “Chemical attack, Sir. Top secret. Need-to-know stuff. That's all they would say over the phone. They're sending someone in who knows more. Martinez.”

“Okay, well. Get some troops on the ground in that case. Tell them to come equipped. All right?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Anything needs doing, it's going to need troops there first. That's Army 101, Ryan. And you can take that to the bank.”

“Yes, Sir.”

The General straightened. He liked a little excitement in his day.

* * * * *

Hour 3

 

For lodging in Kitowa, Matthew had an arrangement with a friend in town, an older man named Fitzgerald. All of Dancer County was full of hunters, Fitzgerald foremost among them, and often pulling extra cash in the thick of hunting season by taking tourists out on the game trails for a good thrill and kill.

What this meant, though, was that Fitzgerald was often not home, and did not mind if Matthew used his small house off the highway for lodging. It was a good two hour drive from one end of Dancer County to the other, and so Matthew appreciated the opportunity to stay in a safe, clean place for free.
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Today, he decided he needed a cold shower. Since exiting the diner, his cock had remained hard. There did not seem to be anything that would make it softer. He’d been cut off in traffic, and listened to some sad news about the Middle East on the radio, and thought very hard about baseball, and it was nothing doing. His cock was hard, hard, hard.

Thoughts  of  thick,  furious  rutting  filled  his  mind.  Rutting  with  Corine.  Rutting  with  all  the  young teenage,  barely  legal  beauties  he  smiled  and  waved  to  as  they  crossed  the  street  in  their  tiny  short-shorts. Rutting  with  older,  mature  women  who  had  been  married  for  years—his  cock  somehow  the  secret ingredient to powering through their menopause and making them fertile again.

Fuck, but his cock was hard.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

That  was  all  he  could  imagine.  It  wasn’t  even  a  swear  word  anymore.  It  was  just  a  command,  some internal notion of need. He had to fuck.

Trying  to  get  rid  of  the  problem—Matthew  had  sales  to  make,  after  all,  and  he  couldn’t  spend  all  day fucking or even with a hard-on—he decided a cold shower would do the trick.

In  Fitzgerald’s  house,  he  stripped  down  and  turned  the  shower  to  cold.  After  five  minutes  of  this,  his body still felt warm, and his cock was still raging with a long, thick boner. He had to admire himself, in a way. He couldn’t remember when he’d seen his cock so hard. Honestly, it might even have been...bigger? Was that possible?

No. No, probably not. Probably just his imagination, combined with the resultant lack of blood flow to his brain. His thoughts had been fuzzy all day. Ever since that weird encounter with that lady. Had she given him something? Would it act this quick?

The shower wasn’t even all that cold. How was that possible? Was he just that warm? In fact...was he sweating?

The  top  of  his  head  had  only  been  lightly  sprayed  by  the  shower  so  far.  And  yet  it  was  covered  in wetness—his perspiration, he decided.

How very odd.

He decided with a small laugh that the shower seemed like a wash and stepped out. As soon as he did, however, there came a knocking at the door. Swearing a bit, he struggled to put himself back into his pants and  collared  shirt,  taking  the  time  to  button  it  all  the  way  back  up  and  shift  his  cock  around  so  that  the bulge was not quite as noticeable. It wasn’t completely possible—his cock was big, and anyone looking for more than two seconds would easily see it wasn’t just a strange fold in his pants. But, Matthew was never one to turn down a caller, not even in his current state, and not even at Fitzgerald’s house.

“Hi!”  It  was  a  bright-looking  young  woman  with  short,  dark  hair  drawn  up  in  a  bun.  “I’m  Josephine Rotundo. Would you mind spending a few moments talking about the environment?”

Ah.  A  salesperson,  then.  Even  if  she  was  just  selling  good-personship,  she  was  a  salesperson  all  the same. Matthew always had time for salespeople. He considered it a professional courtesy.

Especially when you want to slam her against the brick of the porch, rip her clothes off, and slather her body in your cum.

Fuck, yes he did. She wasn’t even his type, but somehow he knew how fertile she was just by smelling her.
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“I...” Matthew struggled. “I’d love to, but...”

There  was  something  terrible  wrong  with  him.  The  heat  of  his  body.  The  lust  that  wouldn’t  go  away. The thick, hard cock that demanded release. Deep, blue eyes looked at him with some measure of concern —why wasn't he saying anything? She had a wedding ring sparkling on her finger. Her fingers twisted over it. She sniffed the air, waiting for the rest of his response. Then she sniffed again, raising an eyebrow. Then she stepped forward into him and inhaled deeply.

A small blush suddenly attended her cheeks. Her gaze dropped down

“You have...” her eyes looked like they had been glazed over with sugar. “You have quite the situation there, sir.”

That was good. That was nice. Calling him “sir” like that. He liked that. That was correct.

“Yes,” Matthew nodded after a moment, remembering how society worked. “Sorry.”

He  didn’t  mean  the  apology,  of  course.  Women  should  notice  a  cock  like  his.  It  was  hard.  Ready  to fuck. What else did they need to know?

No—no! Fuck.

What was happening?

“I’m  sorry—Josephine,  was  it?”  He  shook  his  head.  “Normally,  I’d  love  to  talk  to.  But  I’m  feeling strange at the moment. Perhaps if you came back later, we could chat. But as things stand now...”

“No, but,” her hands spread out wildly, keep the door open. “I-I just...look at it. Let me look at it. I...can you take it out?”

She was licking her lips wildly. Her fingers crawled over his on the door, and the blush on her cheeks increased.

“Josephine.  Come  now.”  He  cleared  his  throat.  “You’re  clearly  married,  and  I  don’t  know  if  this  is appropriate behavior. I think that...that...”

She  dropped  to  her  knees  in  the  open  space  in  the  doorway.  There  was  a  clear  line  of  view  from  the porch to the road outside. Cars were passing by. One or two slowed down.

“You’ll have to let me suck it now,” she said.

Matthew gulped. This had escalated fast.

“I do?”

She nodded intently, pawing at his pants. Precum spurted forth, and a low, hot pleasure spread through Matthew's  body.  He  was  already  ready  to  erupt  with  more.  The  stain  spread,  and  Josephine  giggled.  Her bright, blue eyes sparkled with glee.

“I won’t leave until you let me suck it. You have to let me.” A low, furtive moan exited her mouth. “You need it. Can’t you see that it needs me? My lips?” she licked them, as if proving her point. “I can make it all better. You’ve got a problem. And I’m not leaving this doorway until you let me...let me...just suck it...”

Matthew’s cock strained against his pants. The pleasure of that tight, constricting feeling was almost too much for him. He felt like it was going to burst through them. There was no telling how much or for how long he would fuck Josephine, if given half the chance. Whatever was happening to him certainly seemed to be affecting her too, and deeply. And god, she was tempting...
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He took her by the hand, barely noticing her delighted glee as he tugged her inside. Quickly, he stuffed her into the bedroom, tossing her on the bed. And then just as quickly, he ran out from the room and shut the door behind him, locking it up with a chair.

Fitzgerald would be home later. He could figure out what to do with the poor woman. Matthew had to get out of there.

He was many things, but a ruiner of homes, he was not. He wasn’t going to wreck someone’s marriage just because his cock was...was...going insane, somehow.

“Sir!” she banged against the door. “Please, Sir! I want to suck you, please! Fuck you! Either! Just...j-just put it in me, please!”

His  car  was  parked  out  back.  As  she  still  slammed  against  the  door,  calling  out  his  name  in  a  lusty baritone, he fled once more.

* * * * *

Hour 4

 

“Just gotta do some business. That’s all. Just have to...take care of some business.”

This was the mantra that Matthew had adopted. He drove, calmly stroking his cock through his pants, paying  no  mind  to  the  heavy  excess  of  precum  that  had  stained  his  pants  completely.  They  were  dripping wet with his substance now, but somehow this was invisible to him. He rationalized it by saying that they were dark pants, and that if everything was wet, then it was impossible to tell if any of it was wet.

They might not even be wet at all, he thought, slowly stroking harder.

His  brain  was  starting  to  shut  down  portions  of  his  analytic  ability.  He  was  distantly  aware  of  this.  He was fully aware that he didn’t care. His cock was hard. He needed to...

“Need to do some business. That’s all.”

He knocked on the door of his first actual client for the day, Miriam Williams. She and her family had a nice, small two-story white-boarded home with blue shingles in the middle of Kitowa. Their neighborhood was heavily wooded, like all of Kitowa, and designed for people who were happy to speak regularly with their neighbors.

“Hello,  Mr.  Coffey.”  Miriam  opened  the  door  with  a  smile.  “Nice  to  see  you.  I’m  glad  you  could  take time of your day to discuss our policy.”

Miriam was an awfully nice lady. Motherhood had treated her well, giving her naturally slender frame a little extra meat that only made her appear more fertile and more absolutely fuckable. She probably thought she  was  overweight,  but  she  wasn’t.  What  she  was,  really,  was  fucking  fertile  and  hot,  and  he  wanted  to trap her in a corner and ravish her body until it was brimming with their young.

God, why was he thinking like that? This was a customer. A ravishingly sexy, redheaded customer who probably needed his cock like a dog needed water after a long run. She wore a pair of tight khakis and a blue polo shirt with her teenage son's sports team logo on it. The logo was distorted against the rather large shape of her substantial chest.

“Of  course,”  he  nodded  slow.  His  eyes  focused  heavily  on  her  shirt-filling  tits,  even  despite  all  his blinking and trying to focus.
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She walked him into the dining room, gesturing for him to sit at the table there. “Now, like I was saying on the phone, we’ve just got a few questions about...is something wrong? You look...well, heated. You’re sweating.” She placed a palm to his forehead. “My goodness, Mr. Coffey. You’re burning up.”

Her fingers drifted away slowly. She brushed deep into his hair, and then, as if realizing it, withdrew and let  her  hands  mingle  with  one  another  on  her  lap.  Then,  the  second  hand  drifted  up  to  her  neck,  sliding around the newly blushed skin. There was no mistaking it—something had happened. He had an effect. A control, even.

And his cock demanded to have its opinion on this matter heard. It strained mightily against his pants, aching to fill this beautiful mature woman.

He gulped, shifting in his moistened pants. “Do you have a bathroom? I need to use it. Suddenly. I’m sorry.”

Her gaze had became distant, empty. She pointed to a door between a pair of matching vases. Matthew hurried there, pushing over a chair in his way.

Once inside, he immediately took out his cock and began stroking it. It was already well-lubricated. The thick, hard surface felt perfect and good in his hands. The cockhead was as thick around as his two meaty middle fingers. The sound was heavy and loud. Schlick schlick schlick. Like someone rubbing a mop over a tile floor at a fevered pace. God, he was so close, so close...

Miriam knocked at the door after a moment.

“Are you all right, Mr. Williams?”

It had only been moments since he’d entered. She couldn’t actually be worried about him.

“Y-yes,” he managed, breathing hard.

He’d be fine once he came. Then all this crazy lust would leave him.

“You’re...you’re jerking off in there, aren’t you?”

He couldn’t stop at this point. And being this aroused, there was no way for him to do anything but tell the truth.

“Y-yes. I’m sorry. I don’t know what’s come over me.”

She  opened  the  door.  Had  he  forgotten  to  lock  it?  He  must  have.  A  low,  needy  moan  filled  the  house suddenly—the two of them matching sounds. His virile cock, needing release. Her fuckably fertile body, so desperate for his cock. All of these feelings all of a sudden. Moments ago they hadn’t been there. Now the chemicals of their instant attraction filled the house, unstoppable and undeniable.

Precum  continued  to  gush  forward  on  the  bathroom  floor.  It  covered  his  shoes  and  ankles.  It  was edging closer to her. The musky scent filled the small space.

“I can’t fuck you. I’m sorry.” Her eyes went wide as his cock spurted out onto her feet. “I’m so sorry. But I have...my husband...children...” She licked her lips, staring at his cock. A long trail of saliva dripped down to her heavy breasts. “...I’m so sorry.”

“Do it. Stroke it.”

Groaning, rushing, her hands wrapped around his thick shaft. She needed both of them to get the work done. But she moved fast, expertly. Her years of marriage had perfected her ability to give a nice, steady, hot
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handjob. His head lolled backwards and he simply allowed the experience to happen.

God, this is what he had been missing. A woman doing her duty for him. A woman fucking his cock. How the fuck had he not given this to Josephine when he had the chance?

It didn't matter. Her strokes were expertly timed, inspiring streams and streams of heavy precum.

“I  wish  I  could  fuck  you,”  she  moaned,  stroking  his  cock  harder.  “I  wish  I  could.  Oh  god,  I  wish  I could fuck you...fuck your cock...”

Matthew's body started to buck wildly. He was going to spill everywhere. Her lovely face was positioned right  over  his  cock  fountain,  and  the  soft  ball  of  heat  that  had  been  building  in  his  balls  suddenly  spread everywhere at once. With a groan, he unleashed, and his cum spurted all over her chest and face. There was so  much  of  it—more  than  he  had  ever  cum  before.  More  than  he  had  cum  in  the  past  week,  just  in  one load. Strand after pearly strand of cum landed on her face, her neck, her chest, everywhere.

“Oh,” she said dumbly, cum streaming off of her skin. “Oh dear. I have to clean it now.”

Her hand scooped it up. It glistened like melted butter in the bathroom light. Thick and gooey. Slowly, she rose her hand to her face and licked it. At first, the licks were tentative. Curious, even. But after that, her eyes closed, and she shoved as much of her hand as she could into her mouth. A rapturous, slow sound emanated from her mouth.

“Oh...god,” she moaned. Her eyes were absolutely empty of anything but lust. “Fuck me. You can do it. I don’t care. About anything. I just need you to fuck me. Please, do it?”

Some calm, some measure of sanity had returned to Matthew’s mind as his cock softened once again. This was wrong. All of this was wrong. How had this gotten so wrong? What could he do?

“Fuck me, Mister Coffey, please!”

He would not.

Backing up, he ran out from the house and away from the screaming, mad woman, begging for his cock inside her body.

* * * * *

“They’re mobilized now, right?” asked O'Reilly.

O'Reilly was Martinez's new assistant. Today was his third day on the job. They were on a helicopter, on their way to Rogers Army Base to handle the situation in Dancer County.

“Yeah.” Martinez sighed. “The idiots. They should have gone straight to the last resort.”

“You don't think they can contain it?”

“I don’t know. I have no idea.”

“How long did the Zero Subjects make it?”

“That’s the thing,” said Martinez. “They were alive when we found them. Comatose. Dehydrated. But alive.”

“Dehydrated?”

“They had water with them, but they forgot to drink it.”

“But they were alive.”
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He nodded. “And contagious.”

“Jesus Christ. Were they the only ones to leave the town?”

“It’s  a  Midwestern  town  adjacent  to  a  major  highway.  They  get  at  least  a  thousand  people  driving through it every day. Sometimes those people stop, sometimes they don’t.”

“And the virus is airborne. So...” O'Reilly gulped.

“Sure.  Maybe  they  have  their  windows  down.  Maybe  they  stop  for  gas  at  place  that’s near  someone infected.” Martinez shrugged. “Maybe they’re totally fine.”

“What’s the radius we’re looking at?”

“I’ve put in orders to close down the quad-state area. They think I’m joking.”

“But you’re not.”

“No.”

* * * * *

Hour 7

 

Matthew couldn’t even explain why he picked up the hitchhiker. Probably, thinking back, it was because he knew  exactly  this  would  happen.  Her  mouth  was  wrapped  furiously  around  his  cock,  working  up  and down. He was pacing himself, trying not to cum. Last time he had cum—with Miriam, in the house—she had gone sort of insane. He didn’t want that to happen again. At least, not until he could drop the hitchhiker off.

Her  moans  filled  the  small  cab  of  the  car.  In  the  thirty  seconds  that  they  spoke  before  she  insisted  on going down on him to thank him, she told him that her name was Natalie.

She told him she had never sucked off anyone before. That she was a virgin. He believed it; she was a thick girl, and people were so stupidly petty and superficial. Her heavy tits hung down loose and smashed around his thighs as she worked his huge shaft.

He loved her girth. She would be able to keep up with his rutting, if they got to that. She’d be able to carry all kinds of his babies.

So many.

Filled into her thick body.

Fuck yeah.

Hot  precum  shot  up  into  her  throat  as  he  imagined  making  her  pregnant.  He  could  feel  the  orgasm tremble through her body.

Since Miriam’s house, all he had been doing was driving and trying to calm down. It wasn’t working. Several times, he almost ran into a few houses, knowing pretty women lived there. He knew so many pretty women  as  an  insurance  salesman.  A  lot  of  his  knowledge  had  disappeared.  Where  the  women  were  had stayed. He knew that if he busted in and showed them his cock, his giant hot cock dripping with precum, they would go crazy about him just like Miriam did.
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As he drove through one street, he saw Josephine on the lawn—the same Josephine that had knocked the  door  at  Fitzgerald’s  place.  She  was  on  her  back,  getting  drilled  by  an  eighteen  year-old  with  a  varsity jacket on his back. Next to him, another girl—presumably the young man's girlfriend—was finger-fucking her cunt.

Driving past the grocery store, he saw a pair of woman openly slurping down a man’s cock, taking turns to  worship  his  shaft.  They  seemed  like  they  were  in  competition,  but  they  were  willing  to  play  with  one another.

At a few locations, he saw military vehicles parked. But there were no soldiers around that he could see. Perhaps they were hiding. Waiting. The thought made him nervous. Whatever was happening was the kind of thing that the military didn't like.

A hot, swimming sensation broke him from his thoughts. He was going to cum soon. Cum right down this lovely Natalie's tight, hot throat.

“Get ready,” he said to her. “I think it’s going to be...be a lot.”

There was no reason it wouldn’t be. Everything about his cock was more and more lately. It felt like it had grown another inch since meeting Miriam.

“A  lot”  turned  out  to  be  an  incredible  understatement.  He  came  for  thirty  seconds  straight.  Thirty seconds of hot, unbridled, white goo shoving its way up into and then down the throat of Natalie. After the first  five  seconds,  he  pulled  over  into  the  nearest  drive,  his  vision  blinding  with  the  heated  pleasure  her young mouth gave him as she swallowed everything she could.

Gasping  for  air,  Natalie  popped  off  of  his  thick  rod.  More  spray  hit  her  in  the  face.  She  slurped  and gobbled it, her chest heaving, like she was some starving woman.

Then  she  took  the  remainder  and  wiped  it  into  her  skin,  like  it  was  tanning  oil  or  moisturizer.  It absorbed neatly, leaving her skin healthy and flushed.

And sweating. Both of them were sweating so much. His entire car was drenched.

After  a  moment  of  perhaps  partial  sanity,  she  noticed  the  big,  waving  erection  still  in  her  face. Tentatively, she stuck out a tongue and licked it.

“You’re...” she gulped. “You’re still hard.”

“I know.”

For some reason, he knew that if he wanted to, he could just tell her to suck it again. In fact, he knew he could go further. It was a woman’s place to suck the cock of a man like him, after all. But her place was more than that. She was fertile; he could smell it. Her womb was ready for him, ovulating even. It would be ovulating for the rest of her life; he understood that intimately. She would be such an easy picking, so easy to fill with his babies...

Really, he was being nice by just settling for another blow job.

“Suck it again,” he said.

“W-what? But I...” she gulped, eyeing the dripping cock. More jets of streamy, white goo flooded down the shaft. Her hands frantically cupped around the shaft, licked even as she shook her head. “I can’t suck it again.  I  just  did.  I—”  lick,  lick,  “I  really  can’t.  I’m  sorry.  It’s  delicious,  but,”  lick,  lick,  lick,  “we  really,  I mean, I have a boyfriend, sort of. But he’s,” lick, moan, glaze, “I...is sucking it all you want me to do?”
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“Get on my cock,” he said, “now.”

She gulped. “Yes, Sir.”

There, thought Matthew, that was better. All that whining. Nothing like a properly good cock to shut up a  woman’s  prattling  mouth.  Why  was  she  talking,  anyway,  when  clearly  her  lips  were  so  well-suited  for sucking.

Very  dimly,  Matthew  was  aware  that  he  was  changing.  He  never  used  to  be  able  to  get  so  hard  so quickly.  An  erection  was  a  thing  that  took  time  and  cultivation,  barring  a  few  pieces  of  morning  wood maybe twice a week.

It took slow, careful effort and continual, regular stimulation to get a properly hard cock. Oh sure, he could cum  without  being  this  hard;  any  man  could.  You  could  even  fuck  a  woman  with  a  cock  that  was seven-eighths of the way there.

But there was another type of boner, the kind that felt like it was bursting, the kind that made you want to have two cocks just so could use all over your possible power to stroke yourself at once. That was the sort of hard-on he had now, all the time.

And as soon as he came, his cock had softened to half-mast for only fifteen or twenty seconds before immediately returning itself to that full, unstoppable hardness again, the kind of engorged cock that made him feel like he could fuck through concrete.

With  this  hitchhiker  Natalie  adoring  his  rod,  he  felt  like  was  fucking at  her  mouth, past  her  throat, rather than truly fucking anything that was her. She was an object, a means to an end. And that end was the most important possible end of all—for him to cum.

There  had  been  other  things  he  had  been  concerned  about  at  one  point.  Making  sales.  Collecting premiums.  Paying  down  his  credit  card  debts  and  putting  money  into  a  retirement  account.  All  of  that seemed  distant  and  unimportant  now,  the  way  that  he  remembered  also  getting  worried  about  what  tie  he would  wear  at  his  high  school  graduation.  Such  things  never  mattered  except  in  the  moment,  and  he  had somehow managed to make those unimportant aspects his entire life.

There was only one thing that mattered. Cumming inside of women. That was it. And minute by minute, second by second, he felt his brain narrowing down on that singular, perfect purpose.

Looking outside, he realized slowly he had pulled over in the parking lot of a motel. The lights above flickered  on  as  the  evening's  incumbent  dark  descended  upon  them.  Matthew  came,  again,  and  Natalie obediently licked it all up, again.

After she did, she seemed to notice where they were. The motel light overhead flickered, like a beacon. Like maybe one of those lamps you used to burn out flies.

“You can...you can let me off here,” Natalie said suddenly.

“You sure? You don’t want a ride home or anything?”

She shook her head. “No. That's...that's a motel.” Her voice was as glazed and heavy as her eyes. “And probably some men with cocks. I think I’ll fuck all of them until I pass out.”

From her expression and her posture, she didn’t seem to understand what she was saying. She stepped outside, steps wavering this way and that.

“You’re welcome for the ride,” he offered.
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“Cocks belong in my body!” she said, with the same cadence someone else might say “Thank you very much!”

Matthew  shrugged.  She  was  certainly  right  about  that.  She  was  a  woman,  after  all,  and  all  a  woman really ever needed was a good thorough fuck.

 

Hour 9

 

At eight in the evening, he arrived at Mansetti’s, the one decent Italian restaurant in Kitowa.

Corine  had  dressed  hot  for  the  date—though  it  was  Corine,  so  really  it  was  more  her  than  the  clothes that  looked  hot.  She  wore  a  tight  blue  dress  and  tall,  tall  heels  that  made  her  almost  as  tall  as  Matthew himself. Though he was, of course, still just slightly taller. That was right. That was good. A man ought to be bigger than a woman. That was just how things worked.

Her dress was tight on her slender form, pressing the ample size of her bosom forward. He couldn’t see her cleavage, but the tight pull of the fabric on her body made every last one of her curves easily evident. He  took  her  hand  and  together  they  walked  inside  the  restaurant,  not  saying  anything  to  one  another.  Her body wrapped into his, one arm draping across his waist and pushing into his bulge. Her hand gripped him there and did not let go. She did this in full view of everyone.

Whatever  was  affecting  everyone  else  clearly  had  already  affected  her.  They  were  both  dripping  from head to toe in shiny, slick sweat.

The  host,  a  pretty  young  redhead,  greeted  them  with  a  confused  look  on  her  face.  “Welcome  to Mansetti’s,” she stammered. “Do you have...um...”

“Reservation,” said Matthew. “No. Give us that table.”

She gulped, inhaled deeply, and nodded, a happy glazed smile on her face. Good girl. Doing what a man said. That was right. She didn’t have a choice in the matter anymore. A man had spoken, and so the female obeyed. That was how it was supposed to work.

He  and  Corine  sat  down  across  from  one  another.  Languidly,  perhaps  not  even  consciously,  Corine’s calf slid onto Matthew’s. Ever so slowly, it slid upwards, until her foot pressed firmly into his bulge.

“Corine,” he said, smiling a bit. “What are you doing?”

He was going to fuck her rotten. Why were they even here at this place? Why hadn’t he just put her in his  car  and  fucked  the  mind  from  her?  Perhaps  it  was  the  agreement  they  made—to  have  a  date.  It  was important for a man to keep his word. That was very important. A man was known by his word.

Matthew was a man. He was a man. His cock was probably never going to be soft again. He had never felt so masculine in his life, looking across at this gorgeous young beauty and knowing without a doubt that she would end the night under his body and filled with his cum.

Her  voice  was  distant.  Her  entire  manner  was  distant.  Glazed.  “I  don’t...know.”  She  shook  her  head. “My mind has been...I’m...I had to leave work earlier today because I couldn’t stop cumming. I had to shut the  diner  down.  Dad  was  really  mad.  The  first  time  in  twenty  years  it’s  been  closed.  I  didn’t  even  know where the keys were to do such a thing. I just parked my car in front of the front door and walked home. I almost fucked my neighbor when he asked me how I was doing. He’s just eighteen. I...”
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Her gaze locked onto Matthew now. “I know we’re supposed to eat or something before we fuck, but I really don’t care. I want it.” Her heel pressed harder on his cock. His cock bulged beneath the heat of her weight. “Now. Please? Give it to me?”

Matthew suspected this would happen. She was just a woman, after all, and his cock was really made for fucking women.

In just a few moments, he had her outside the restaurant, in the back. He pushed her behind a dumpster and bent her over.

Her slit was ready. Wet. Sopping, really. Waiting for him. Of course, he was already perfectly hard, and bigger  than  he  had  ever  been  before.  Her  cunt  turned  out  to  be  a  perfect  fit  for  his  gigantic  cock.  With relish,  he  thrust  in  and  out  of  her  young,  beautiful  body,  holding  nothing  back.  Treating  her  rough, squeezing  her  ass  and  pulling  her  hips  tight  against  his  pelvis.  Jackhammering  with  abandon  into  her perfectly tight canal. His body sang, feeling her light form tremble underneath him. Every thrust inside of her pushed her pretty, smooth face against the side of the building.

“Yes!” she moaned. “Oh god, yes! Thank you! Oh fuck! It feels so good, oh my fuck! Yes!”

The door of the restaurant slammed open.

“Corine!”  It  was  a  man’s  voice.  “Corine!  Darla  told  me  you  were  looking  drunk  or  drugged  or something. Sweating. A man took you outside...”

It was Samuel, the owner of the restaurant. A paunchy fellow wearing an apron with a bad slick-backed haircut.  He  crossed  past  the  dumpster  and  saw  the  two  fucking  furiously.  Some  instinct  kicked  on  in Matthew—protective of his new fuck. He had to mark her. Fill her. Right away, he started to cum inside her. No one else could have her.

“Yes! Yes! Oh fuck, Matthew! Matthew, yes!”

Her orgasming body shook around the thick, giant shaft of his cock. He looked on at the intruder with a wicked half-grin.

Try and take her now. Belongs to me. Marked. Mine.

“C-Corine...?” Samuel asked.

She slid off from Matthew. Hot seed dropped down from her entrance. She scooped some of it up and licked it down.

“You  have  a  cock,”  Corine  said  to  Samuel.  “You  have  a  cock  I  could  suck  right  now.”  She  turned  to Matthew. “Would you fuck me again while I suck him off, Sir?”

Without any hesitation, Matthew nodded. He definitely would. The poor girl needed lots of cock. It was only right to help her out.

Samuel, for his part, looked scared as well as turned on. He backed away.

“Corine...I’m...we can’t do this. I’m your neighbor. I’ve known you my whole life...”

“I don’t care. You have a big dick.” Corine closed the distance between them and squeezed his crotch. “Oh god, you really, really do.”

There was a car parked just beyond the dumpster. Quickly, Corine pressed Samuel against one side of it, and bent over at the waist. Slowly, her mouth enveloped Samuel's rod. He seemed powerless to stop her—
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or  even  to  want  to.  His  hands  came  down  on  her  head,  guiding  her  further  in.  A  long  flush  crept  up  his neck.

Matthew pushed Corine's dress back up, readying his cock to slide back inside. His trembling, lubricated cockhead pulsed against her folds when the back door of the restaurant opened again.

“Samuel?”

Matthew recognized the woman. It was Samuel’s wife, Darla. She was a gorgeous young thing with long dark  hair.  Pencil  skirt,  white  blouse  with  the  top  few  buttons  undone,  showing  deep  lovely  cleavage.  Her skin  was  the  color  of  olives,  her  eyes  bright  and  green.  Matthew  wanted  his  seed  inside  her.  He  stepped away from Corine. Her mouth was full of Samuel—she didn't seem to mind.

“Samuel, what are you doing?”

Matthew, grinning, took Darla by one arm. “Come here for a moment.”

“Come with you? But my husband,” she pointed madly. “He’s...what’s that smell?”

“That’s me. Come here.” He gripped his cock for a moment, and then slathered Darla’s face with cum from his cockhead. Right away, all her protests stopped. Her thoughts did too, though Matthew didn’t know that.  She  became  a  lust-infected,  feverish  fuckdoll  the  second  she  tasted  his  seed.  From  now  until  the moment she expired, the only thing that would change about her willingness to fuck would be the intensity of the feeling.

Dazed, Darla followed him over to the car. He pushed her body up against the hood. This way, she’d be able to watch her husband while Matthew fucked her. A nice gesture on his part, he thought. The car shook slightly as Corine fucked her own mouth against Samuel’s cock.

Matthew's  cock  rested  on  top  of  Darla's  ass  for  a  moment,  spurting  out  more  precum.  Her  hands  slid over  the  thick  substance,  scooping  it  and  shoving  more  in  her  mouth.  She  was  like  a  bear  in  front  of  a honey pot.

Suddenly, afflicted by some mistaken case of morality, Samuel pushed Corine off his body.

“Darla!” he struggled to shove his hard cock back inside his pants. “Fuck me,” he exclaimed, wiping his sweaty brow. Perhaps he didn’t realize his phrasing. “Come on, Darla, we’ve got to get out of here.”

But she only looked dimly at him, scooping up more precum from the fountain of Matthew’s cock, and filling her mouth with it. Her swallows were loud and full of moans.

“I’m going to get the car,” said Samuel. He  looked shaken. “I’ll come back for you in just a moment.”

Matthew sighed, watching him run away. They would have to move if he wanted any privacy.

“Come on,” he said to Darla and Corine, taking their hands. “Let’s get out of here.”

* * * * *

Ryan listened to his earpiece for a moment. “They’re all in position, sir.”

“Thank you,” said the General. “What’s their status?”

Footsteps, harried and frequent, approached from behind them.

Martinez grabbed the General's arm, voice urgent. “You’ve got to call them off, sir.”

“Call them off?”
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“Yes, sir.”

“Whatever for? They’re going to do a fine job.”

“With respect, General, they’re not prepped properly.”

“What do you mean?”

“They’re just wearing gas masks. Aren’t they?”

“I was informed it was some manner of chemical attack. They’re wearing—”

“The attack, if you want to call it that, is viral. The virus is airborne.”

“Then the gas masks should be able to—”

“No,  sir.”  Martinez  shook  his  head.  “It  transmits  through  skin.  Through  clothing.  By  scent  and  by body heat. By any which way. We don’t even know any more. It’s beyond us. We think it might be alien.”

“Alien? That’s...that’s not possible.”

“The  bottom  line  is  that  we  underestimated  it,  all  right?  Any  men  in  there,  you  have  to  call  out immediately and send to quarantine before it’s too late.”

* * * * *

Hour 16

 

Darla,  Corine,  and  a  new  girl—a  curvy  redhead  named  Trina—all  knelt  before  Matthew,  sucking  on  his enormous  cock  at  Fitzgerald's  house.  His  cock  was  definitely  growing.  There  was  no  doubt  about  it anymore.  He  didn’t  care  very  much  one  way  or  the  other.  His  balls  were  bigger  too—the  better  to  create factories  of  life-seeding  cum  for  as  many  women  as  he  wanted.  About  five  minutes  before,  he’d  just finished fucking Trina. He was pretty sure he’d knocked her up. It was too bad she had a husband, but if he was such a husband, why hadn’t he knocked her clearly fertile body up already? Not Matthew’s fault, that’s for  sure.  Having  a  fertile  girl  like  that  in  your  house,  wearing  your  ring,  and  not  getting  her  as  fertile  as possible?  That  was  a  goddamn  crime.  He  was  like  a  crime  solver;  his  cock  was  like  a  badge,  or  a  gun maybe.

Trina  had  arrived  when  they  ordered  a  pizza.  Matthew  was  hungry.  When  she  arrived,  he  stuffed  her mouth full of a handful of his cum and then had Darla and Corine tear off her clothes and lick her pussy while he satiated himself with the pizza and refueled his energy stores.

His girls weren’t hungry. They seemed satisfied to feed on his cum. That was how it was supposed to be.

When he came, there were brief moments of clarity.

He  would  realize  he  didn’t  quite  know  what  was  happening.  He  would  understand  he  wasn’t  really  in control of his body anymore, or his life. Something greater was at work; something that wouldn’t let him leave. He would consider it for a half-a-moment, but as soon as he did, he would take notice of the swell of Darla’s  tits,  or  the  curve  of  Corine’s  ass,  or  the  thick  beautiful  red  hair  of  Trina,  and  he  would  forget  all about it. Then, he would be lost again in the thick smells of lust and desire.

As  the  three  girls  warmed  him  up  for  yet  another  round  of  fucking,  there  came  a  tremendous, thundering knocking at the door.
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“Open  up!”  came  the  command.  It  was  a  harsh,  masculine  voice.  “Open  up  right  now!  You’ve  been quarantined! Everyone in town has to be escorted back to Rogers Army Base!”

“It’s more cocks...” said Darla, voice hungry. Her lips were wet with Matthew’s cum.

Giggling,  Trina  crawled  to  the  door  and  opened  it.  Darla  was  right  behind  her.  Corine,  steadfast  loyal Corine, stayed with Matthew.

Behind the door were three figures. They wore military uniforms and gas masks. The soldier who burst madly into the house clearly was not ready for what he saw—and nor were the two other soldiers with him. They were Specialist Henkin, Specialist Cullen, and Lieutenant Powers. A man, a man...and a woman.

“Ladies,  you  have  to  come  with  us,”  said  Henkin.  “There’s  a  quarantine  in  effect,  and...”  He  gulped audibly. “Oh, wow, you are all very naked.”

Trina  crawled  up  his  leg.  It  was  thick  and  muscular.  Her  body  dripped  with  every  hot  sexual  juice imaginable. Her hand snuck up into shirt, reaching to his belly.

“Hey, that’s...” the soldier gulped again. “Hey. Don’t...”

He seemed to lose the power to protest as Trina’s arm moved up his chest inside his shirt. Skin on skin. Dooming him to a life of lust. He dropped to one knee, and Trina, giggling, pushed his gas mask off.

Powers grabbed Henkin and pushed him to one side.

“Get  your  shit  under  control,  Henkin!  This  is  serious!  This  is...”  she  looked  at  Matthew,  who  walked closer and closer, his erect cock bouncing in front of him. “This is really...hard.”

She gulped, looking around the room. Trina had pounced on the fallen Henkin, pushing his uniform off with ease. Next to her, Darla had wrapped her body around the skinny young Cullen, rubbing his gas mask into her tits. After only a few moments of this, Cullen stripped the obstacle off and let himself fall into the heated,  sweaty,  wet  mass  of  her  body.  Her  legs  wrapped  around  his  waist  entirely  as  she  littered  his  head with kisses.

Powers looked back at Matthew, who was right in front of her now. His cock dripped heavily onto her heavy boots.

“What’s your name, sweetie?” his voice was deep and commanding.

She giggled and almost curtsied in front of him. Then she stopped, shaking her head. Clearly confused. Clearly having no idea that she was ground zero in the lustiest place in town.

“Ro...Rosalyn,” she said, her voice shy and deferential.

He took the gas mask off her face. It wasn’t doing anything anyway. She giggled again, biting one lip as she looked at his powerfully built body and the enormity of the cock he now possessed.

Just that quickly, the powerful lieutenant was gone. Remaining, for Matthew, was a handsome beauty of medium height and powerful build, her dark hair cut short around her forehead, and with nice big tits for him to grab. Which he did—which Rosalyn very urgently asked him to do more and more as he pushed his cock inside of her as they began to fuck on the floor.

Nothing could stand in the way of the virus.

Very quickly, events started to break down. Any remaining clothes were stripped off quickly, and every available entrance was filled as needed.
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In  one  corner,  Darla  gleefully  rode  on  top  of  the  younger  specialist,  Cullen.  Her  long  hair  shook vibrantly as she cheered and moaned, begging for his cum to fill her. In the other corner, Josephine grasped Henkin’s ass, shoving it into her face and taking his entire length down her throat.

Henkin kept moaning out, “I’m sorry. Oh fuck, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I’m sorry, I’m sorry...”

Matthew  got  the  idea  the  specialist  was  married.  It  was  such  a  strange  thing,  marriage.  His  ability  to understand  it  at  all  was  going  away.  There  were  so  many  fertile  pussies  to  fuck.  Why  would  a  man  ever choose just one? Why would a hot, fuckable woman ever restrict herself to just one cock? Fucking was for everyone.

He couldn’t think on it much. Rosalyn felt too good underneath him to really think at all. He fucked her into the corner of the living room, Corine right on top of him. The beautiful blonde was chanting.

“Pregnant, pregnant, get her pregnant. Fuck her in the cunt. Pregnant, pregnant, get her pregnant. Fuck her ‘til she cums!”

Over and over, her smile wide and happy. Of course it was a silly little chant—Rosalyn had cum several times  already  as  Matthew  thrust  into  her  beautiful,  military-hardened  body.  It  felt  beautifully  firm underneath his thick fingertips as he ran them from one end of her torso to the other. Her abs pulsed with every new push of his huge cock.

“I’m going to get you pregnant,” he said, slow enough for Rosalyn to really understand. “You hear me?”

Her body squirmed underneath him, cunt tightening on his shaft. “I...oh fuck. You are?”

Matthew  could  have  laughed.  Wasn’t  she  listening  to  Corine?  Maybe  not.  Girls  seemed  to  cum really hard when he fucked them—hard enough for their minds to go right out of their bodies.

“You have kids?”

She shook her head no. “I’ve never even...I don’t know...oh god, you’re in so deep...”

His strokes remained casual, his heartbeat level. Fucking was as natural to him now as telling the time of day. “You want kids?”

There were tears streaming down her face now—tears of joy. It made her look pretty. She was smiling like  she  couldn’t  stop,  like  she  had  just  been  asked  if  she  would  marry  him.  “I  do.  I really  do.  I  didn’t before, but I do now, and I-I...don’t...understaaand...”

Her  face  contorted  with  another  orgasm.  Her  mind  happily  gone  away.  Matthew,  encouraged  by  this eager  consent,  unleashed  with  another  gooey-hot  load.  His  cum  filled  her  tight  cavern,  overflowing  it quickly. Corine got down on her belly and licked up every last bit of remainder that spilled out.

For  the  moment,  Rosalyn  was  sated.  Matthew  was  still  hard,  though.  His  cock’s  hardness  was  like  a constant variable now, like anything multiplied by zero was also zero. Anything fucked by his cock was also impregnated by his cock. Corine was no exception. She slid her legs open before him, beckoning him with her fingers.

“Gimme another?” she entreated, eyes empty and needy. “Please, Sir?”

Of course, Matthew slid right back into her again. He had about as much choice as she did in the matter. Their lust ruled all.

* * * * *
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“You're telling me that all of our available troops have been incapacitated?” asked the General.

“No sir.” Ryan shook his head. “I'm telling you they've all been infected.”

Martinez crossed his arms.“I told you so. I told you.”

“You shut up!” The General paced from one end of the room to the other. “This is all your fault! Your fault! You tell me how to fix it! You tell me!”

“We can wait for a cure,” said Martinez. “They might have one in, oh, three or four weeks. But...”

“But what?”

“Well, that's about how long it would take to infect probably half the nation.”

“God in heaven. Are you serious?”

“If we're lucky. Some projections, my own included, have it taking only half that time.”

“Then...what do we do? What do we do?”

“It's time to examine our last resort options, General.”

“You mean...bombing the place?”

“If you have any better ideas, General, you let me know.”

* * * * *

Hour 20

 

In a moment of clarity after maybe his hundredth orgasm of the day, Matthew had decided to flee, taking Corine  and  Lieutenant  Rosalyn  with  him.  They  took  off  in  his  car,  Rosalyn’s  mouth  wrapped  around  his cock and Corine fingering herself in the backseat.

It was close to dawn when he rolled up on the gas station to fill up his tank. He didn’t know where he was going, but he knew enough to know that he’d need a full tank of gas to get there. After a moment, he noticed that it was the same gas station he’d come to yesterday. God, had it only been yesterday? His mind was  clouded  so  heavily  with  lust.  With  so  few  actual,  analysis-requiring  thoughts  floating  into  his consciousness, time seemed to slow down considerably.

Rosalyn  and  Corine  were  now  in  the  backseat,  and  had  been  for  more  than  an  hour.  They  licked  one another’s pussies with gusto. Just like he never seemed to run out of cum and precum, they didn’t run out of saliva or pussy juice.

He exited the car. At the adjacent pump, a short man with a blond goatee waited for his girlfriend, who stood transfixed by something in the store.

“Hey guy,” said the man. “Where are your clothes?”

Matthew  ignored  him.  The  sun  felt  good  on  his  naked  skin.  Corine  and  Rosalyn  exited  his  vehicle; Corine,  automatically  obedient,  began  to  fill  the  car  with  gas.  Matthew  smiled  as  Rosalyn,  clothes  torn beyond  recognition,  descended  upon  the  fellow.  He  barely  had  time  to  yelp  before  she  was  sticking  her tongue down his throat. Matthew approached the girlfriend in the store, head tilted.

Behind  the  counter,  the  pimply  faced  clerk  from  the  day  before  and  a  girl  were  rutting  wildly.  They looked like animals, almost. No expression of humanity or intelligence remained. The clerk came, and then
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came  again,  and  the  girl  underneath  him  seemed  to  cum  in  time  with  him.  Their  orgasms  were synchronized, like watches on a secret mission.

“Hey there,” Matthew said to the girl.

She was watching the mating session with something akin to horror on her face.

“They  won’t  stop.  I’ve  been  here  for  five  minutes,  and  they  won’t...they  won’t...”  she  had  turned  to look at Matthew. His naked muscles taut and completely exposed. His cock swelled to full hardness as he saw how pretty her face was. She had dark blonde hair that went down past her shoulders. “Oh, fuck.”

“Come with me,” he said, holding out a hand. He smiled.

“I think...” she gulped. “I think I should leave. My...my boyfriend...”

He could smell how fertile she was. There was no way she was leaving here without his load in him.

“You mean that guy?”

He  pointed  outside.  The  young  man  with  the  goatee  was  fucking  Rosalyn  on  top  of  his  car—like actually on top of it, fucking on the hood. There would be a dent, no doubt.

“Oh.” A flash of anger passed over her face, immediately followed by longer flashes of arousal. “Yes. Wow. He’s really...really getting her...”

Matthew  slid  a  hand  through  her  long  hair.  His  cockhead  pressed  against  her  leg.  “Where  were  you going?”

“My sorority and I. We’re having a camping trip. We’re not supposed to bring boys, but...I was going to...he wanted...god. He’s so deep in her...”

He took her hand, not waiting for her assent. “Come on.”

Obediently, she followed him into the car. To keep her calm, he placed her hand on his cock and let her stroke.

“You take a hit off of that whenever you need, all right, girl?”

She  nodded.  Her  eyes  were  bright  with  need.  His  precum  spurted  out  and  she  gasped.  It  rolled  thick over  her  hands.  Her  mouth  watered.  It  wouldn’t  be  long  before  she  gave  in  entirely.  She  already  clearly wanted to suck him deep. Corine got in the backseat, leaning forward and kissing the girl on the ear. She moaned, and then moaned again as she watched Corine’s naked body immediately start to pleasure itself in the  backseat.  The  new  girl  stroked  as  she  watched,  matching  her  movements  with  Corine’s  gentle  self-administrations.

“W-where are we going?” she asked.

“You tell me,” Matthew smiled. “Where’s this camping trip?”

Before long, the young man with the goatee finished inside of Rosalyn, no doubt infected as thoroughly as her. They smiled at one another, and, of course still inflamed with lust, began to fuck again.

Those  two  didn't  know  it,  but  overhead,  a  plane  at  a  very  high,  very  safe  distance  dropped  a  bomb directly toward their location.

But by that time, Matthew, Corine, and the new girl were already well on their way.

# # #
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* * * * *

Your opinion influences other readers and matters quite a bit to me! If you're enjoying this sexy bundle, please leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love!

* * * * *
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Lust Fever 3

 

53

Hour 1

 

Annie kept quiet about her reservations about this spring break trip with her friends. They were all excited about visiting South Jefe Island, and Annie was too accommodating to ruin their good time.

She, Josephine, Sara, and Rose had all piled into Sara’s gas-guzzling Rough Ranger at about seven in the morning and took off from Western University with Sara in the driver’s seat. It was a ten hour drive, and they were all in for the long haul. Annie, a natural morning person, wished she felt as sleepy as Rose looked—it would have been an easy way to pass the time.

In the far back seat was Josephine, sitting by herself with her head drawn up between her knees. She seemed upset about something, but there was nothing for it until Josephine wanted to talk about it—Annie had learned that much in the seven months or so she had known her roommate.

Rose was in the next seat up, alone in the middle row, and Annie sat in the navigator spot next to Sara. The brunette Rose snoozed lightly, her tight, child-sized university tee riding up far too high on Rose’s torso to be doing anything but showing off. Her shorts, spandex, clung fast to an ass that looked carved from beautifully polished cherry wood.

Rose had a picture perfect body—something she worked for constantly in her bodybuilding efforts. She was tanned and immensely toned, her hair a vibrant shock of short red. Even so, she was always down on herself, unable to get rid of that last few layers of babyfat, and still retained plenty of feminine softness around her hips and face.

It didn’t stop her abs from being a killer hot eight-pack, though—or her arms from being layered with sexy lean muscle.

The four friends all shared a suite at Western University. Annie didn’t know if she would call any of them her dear friends for the rest of her life, but they were all friendly and none of them had—miraculously —had a problem with one another in their tenure thus far. It seemed every other group of suite mates in their building was at each other’s throats by this time in the school year.

But the four of them got along so well that they all thought taking the ten hour drive to South Jefe Island was a terrific way to spend time with one another.

And of course, they each had some ulterior motives for the trip as well.

Sara was thrilled with the opportunity to connect with boyfriend after not seeing him in person for almost two-and-a-half months. Positively gorgeous, a cheerleader for the college football team, Sara was dark-haired and possessed beautifully youthful olive skin that made her seem immortal, somehow. Her weakness had always been boys, she would say, and Corey—the current boyfriend—was just her latest weakness.

Rose, their resident jock, a marvel at cross-country and weight-lifting, was thrilled for the opportunity to show off the beach body she had been sculpting for more than six months when the four friends originally planned the trip.

Josephine and Annie—the “best friends” of the group—were just thrilled for the chance to get out from class and to have something like the traditional “college experience” that had been advertised to them so often as they grew up.
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Unlike everything that the media advertised on television and movies, college was crazy heavy on work and studying. Beer fests that lasted for weeks and slip-n-slides down hallways—if they happened at all— were always more exhausting and annoying than they were some fountainhead to the primeval joys of new adulthood.

Still, as Annie sat in the front seat, playing with the dashboard buttons, she felt nervous about what would happen. The brushy landscape outside passed by quickly—Sara drove fast.

The problem was that Annie knew she was going to be expected to drink during this spring break excursion. She knew that she would be expected to act sort of crazy, and maybe even get with a guy or two.

But that wasn’t her. That was craziness. She didn’t want to be with a guy; and especially not some random guy she didn’t care about. Annie was a virgin and proud of it. Sure, she no longer thought of herself as “married to God” as she had maybe a year ago—some time in her liberal arts college had cured her of that particular delusion—but her relationship with God was important to her, and part of that was retaining her virginity until she was good and married.

Most girls—even a crazy girl like Rose—could appreciate that.

But, what they had a harder time with was how Annie didn’t want to “party.” Oh sure, Annie enjoyed going to parties. And she enjoyed talking with people, and chatting, and playing games and socializing.

Where she started to feel left out—and wanted to be left out—was when all the drinking and wild times and smoking pot got involved. Even Josephine drank beer, and Josephine was like, the quietest, nerdiest girl Annie had ever met. It was partly what endeared her to Annie so much.

Annie was a pretty young blonde at the stage in her life where being a pretty young blonde opened every social door a person could want. Her face was effortlessly cute; her hair long and shiny, hanging down past her shoulders; her body tight and toned from a lifetime of running cross country. Today, she dressed explicitly to be seen as cute—a tight denim skirt and a loose jacket attached tightly to her modest curves, displaying both attractiveness and, she hoped, the kind of naivete that turned men off. 

But having that many expectations that she should always be a pretty young blonde—that she should let that little inexact description be the exact measure of her life—was enough to drive a young woman up the wall.

And so, with that cloud of expectations hanging over her head, Annie could already feel all the negations and declining that she would have to do for the next five days, and her stomach was slowly tying itself into a series of intricate knots as she turned over every possible situation again and again. There were myriad manners in which to disappoint her friends, for them to never invite her anywhere again, and all she could imagine, despite all her efforts, were the worst possible situations happening one right after another.

Her stomach twisted slightly. The machinations of her mind often had very real physical effects on her body. An hour passed, and then two, and her mood only became more anxious.

She had to do something—anything—to take her mind off the gathering stress. Looking in the back, she saw Josephine with an odd, vacant look on her face. Josephine was probably the least pretty of the four, though that was a horrible way to think of anyone.

Still, she was attractive—just mousy. She had foregone her typical extra-thick horn-rim glasses for the day for contacts, and the result was that her lovely face had more opportunity to shine. Her eyes were a bright green, her hair loose and brown.
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“Are you okay, Josephine?”

It took her some time to answer. Her eyes looked distant, as if she had been staring into a light for too long.

“Yeah. No. I don’t know.”

It seemed as though consciousness was slowly streaming back into her face now. But with it, so was a strange look on the petite, dirty blonde’s face—some kind of nervous apprehension that Annie had never seen. She turned the radio down, ignoring Sara's sudden glare, so she could hear her better.

“What’s up?”

Annie was genuinely concerned. Josephine was the one who had convinced her to go on this trip. Her mood was always peppy and upbeat. It was distinctly unlike her to look so forlorn.

“I had an incident with my study partner,” said Josephine. “It’s bugging me.”

“What sort of incident?”

Rose yawned and stretched, sliding up on her seat. “Something happened? Are we there?”

Sara rolled her eyes. “We’re only like two hours in, you weirdo. Josephine’s explaining how she went through some shit. What was it, Josephine?”

“Yeah, it was the weirdest thing,” said Josephine. “I was in my room, putting my stuff together. I was trying to hurry. And then I just like, sitting there, getting dressed, and my study partner, Karen—fucking note-copying partner is all, who’s barely said three words to me in a row all semester, fucking waltzes straight into my room and jams her tongue down my mouth. And puts her fingers in my cunt. And...”

“And?” Rose was shocked. “She did more?”

“Well...not really. It just lasted a few...I don’t know. Maybe a minute.”

“A minute?” Annie was baffled. “With her fingers...there?”

Josephine nodded. “I...I came.”

She shuddered. Thick beads of sweat dripped down her forehead. A ring of moisture had started around her sweatshirt. The other girls were all stunned. They had never heard of anything like this before.

“It felt...really good.” Josephine licked her lips. “I didn’t think so at the time, but I really loved it. And it’s messing with my head now.”

“God, Josephine,” Annie shook her head. “That sounds so awful. How did you guys ever make up?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean...make up?” Annie said again. “Like did she apologize?”

“This happened like, twenty minutes before we got on the road.”

All three girls exclaimed collectively. Sara swerved slightly on the highway.

“You can’t be serious.” Sara chuckled. “That’s so...weird.”

“And you still came?” Rose asked, in disbelief.

“Rose!” Sara barked. “Come on. That’s not really pertinent.”
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Rose shrugged. It definitely seemed pertinent to her.

“Yeah.” Annie shook her head. “We need to like, get you home or something...right?”

“No,” said Josephine. “No, I want to go on this trip. I want to have fun, okay? I don’t want this to be a big deal.”

One by one, all the girls said okay—and Sara in particular seemed relieved by Josephine's decision. Annie had a hard time with it—certainly Josephine needed some time off, some relaxation! North Jefe Island was party central, where no doubt there would be lots of dancing, grinding, groping, and god knew what else happening.

Definitely not the place for a girl in Josephine’s situation!

“What’s weird is...” Josephine shook her head. “Like, what’s really weird is how I wanted her to do it.”

“What?” Rose asked, incredulous. She turned and faced Josephine entirely.

“I mean I’m thinking back now, and remembering, and it’s like...the second she entered the room, I knew something was up. It was something in the air. And I could have left, or shut the door. But instead I stuck my ass up. Hoping she would...I don’t know. Do what she did, I guess. And she did. Slipped her fingers right in there. Kissed me. I wanted her to.” She wiped her head. She was sweating profusely. “I never wanted a girl to do anything like that until five seconds before she did. Until the second I smelled her.”

* * * * *

Martinez entered the fourth sub-level of the large military complex. It had been seventy-two hours since the outbreak began. Somehow, they had managed to keep the truth off the media.

More and more, he was hoping this the right decision. Maybe a full-blown panic would save some lives. It certainly didn't seem like any of their efforts were helping.

He entered the small laboratory and waved to the woman who greeted him.

“So, they put you in charge of studying the virus.”

“That’s right,” she said. He knew her as Wendy; they'd been colleagues in the past. Technically, she was Lieutenant Pound. “Do you have a problem with a woman being in charge of this problem?”

“Only if you have a problem with giving orders to a man.”

She smiled. “We’ll get along fine today, then. Is the virus contained?”

“There’s no way to know right now. We’ve shut down highways halfway across the country, but it’s Spring Break. People want to drive on vacations.”

“College kids.”

“Sure. But parents with school-age children as well. It’s a convenient time to take a leave of absence. Everyone is on the move. They don’t want to pay attention when the highways are shut down, and it’s been nearly impossible gathering the manpower to close all of them.”

Her face shifted.“We’d do better if we told the public the truth.”

“The truth? That a virus we created is causing people to fuck their brains away and god knows what else? I’ve heard women in Idaho were growing bigger breasts. We can’t tell them that. Better to tell them it’s just a flu.”
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“People underestimate flus.”

“Yes, but they understand them too. They don’t panic because of the flu. And the word from on high is to avoid a panic at all costs.”

* * * * *
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Hour 5

 

Josephine had started to finger herself.

Because she was in the backseat, it was not evident at first. Soft moans. Gentle movements of her arm. A soft, heady smell slowly entered the air.

Annie noticed the movements and the sounds almost immediately, but pushed them aside as after-effects of her friend’s trial before the trip began. Josephine’s eyes were closed, and so it was perfectly possible that she was dreaming.

Not wanting to find out the truth, Annie did her honest best to stay quiet and ignore her.

But then the illusion broke. Rose, roused from her dozing by smells and sounds, peaked over the seat and let out a gasp. She shifted hard forward to the front of the car, as if repulsed by a force shield, and put her hands on Annie’s shoulders.

“She’s masturbating!” she hissed. “Holy shit!”

Annie put her hands in her face. “Oh, god. What the hell is the matter with her?”

“I don’t know,” said Sara, “but she better not drip on my seats. Those are leather!”

If Josephine heard them, she made no real indication of it. Soft moans escaped her mouth.

“Hey, Josephine?” Sara asked. “Doll? Are you feeling okay?”

“Y-yesss. Yes. Yes!” Josephine moaned, squeezing her eyes tight. “I’m doing so good.”

Her moans became frequent. So frequent, in fact, that they began to roll on top of one another, culminating in what was clearly an orgasm. The heady, lusty smell in the car intensified immediately. All the girls began to feel lightheaded as they breathed.

Annie, who had never seen a woman’s orgasm before—who had barely even felt her own—found the site of her lovely friend’s explosion intensely erotic. Her legs kicked the seat in front of her, her lovely jaw shuddering with moan after moan.

Finally there was silence. Josephine's head lolled backward. All three friends were stunned for a moment.

Then, with a moan, she began again.

“God, I wish I could treat myself like that,” said Rose. “I don’t even get off half the time. I have to be in real dedicated airspace. Like, ‘all electronic devices off. Here are your safety exits...’”

Annie suppressed a giggle. This wasn’t funny. This wasn’t normal.

And yet there was some heat in the air, some strange hot feeling that she couldn’t ignore...she licked her lips. Sweat had begun to form on her chest.

“This doesn’t make any sense,” said Annie.

Sara nodded. “Tell me about it. It’s like she doesn’t even know we’re here.”

“Like, yesterday she and I were talking about how we were just curious about masturbation. We didn’t even have any idea how to do it properly!”
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Rose snorted. “Really?”

“Shut up! It’s not funny.”

“No, it’s not. Masturbating is great. Why wouldn’t you—”

“Focus, Rose!” Annie snapped her fingers. “The point is that if we didn’t even know how to do it yesterday, it’s sort of a big leap to just...to just suddenly do it right in front of your friends with no thought for propriety at all!”

Sara shrugged. “Oh, I don’t know. When I first figured out how to do it, I was pretty well obsessed. I think I took a weekend. Maybe a week. Something like that. Orgasms on demand? Holy shit. It sort of fries the wires.”

“This bad, though?” Annie pointed at Josephine, who giggled wildly, legs waving this way and that as she stuffed her fingers deeper in her tight pussy.

She had shed her pants entirely now. Clearly, they only got in the way. Her panties, purple and decorated with cartoon characters, remained on. They were soaked through.

“Point taken.”

Rose slapped Sara on the arm. “You’re going to stop, right? We need to stop and get help.”

“No way.”

“Are you serious?” Rose was incredulous.

“Are you serious? I haven’t seen Corey in over two months. I am horny as hell and he is too stupid and way too hot to not bang someone else if our schedule goes wrong. This car does not stop for anything.” She looked at the dashboard. “Except gas. We’ll stop for that.”

They were all quieted for a moment as Josephine let out another series of rolling moans, this time followed by an intense, ear-splitting shriek of pleasure. She began laughing, the hot schlicking sounds of her efforts filling the small space.

And then, eerily, Josephine began again. Her breaths were fast and frequent. The lusty smell in the car redoubled. Rose had probably the second-biggest set of breasts among the four, behind Sara, and her nipples were definitely hard inside her bra-less tiny tee.

“Sara,” said Annie. “You have to stop the car.”

She snorted. “No. As if.”

“Sara, seriously. I think Josephine is sick. You have to stop the car. Something...something is wrong with her.”

Sara set her jaw. “Nothing’s wrong with her outside of her being crazy. And we can’t stop anywhere for crazy. There’s no mental hospitals on the side of the road, Annie.”

Annie huffed. “Seriously, Sara...why won’t you stop?”

“My man is waiting on me.”

“Your...your what?”

“He is waiting on me. He...” She shook her head. Beads of sweat trickled down her face. The A/C was on full blast. “You don’t have sex. You wouldn’t understand.”
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“I have sex,” said Rose. “Try me out.”

Sara worked her jaw around and pressed down on the gas pedal. Annie noticed for the first time that they were going well over eighty miles an hour. They just passed a speed-limit sign posted for fifty-five.

“He’s going to break up with me,” said Sara. “I know he is. I can tell from his voice. The way he’s been writing texts. He’s going to leave me, and I have to stop him. I have to show him he’s wrong.”

Rose raised an eyebrow. “With your pussy?”

“Yes.”

“I mean, if he’s going to break up with you, Sara, then he’s going to break up with you.” Rose crossed her arms. “Fuck him anyway if he’s going to do that. You deserve better than some schmuck who would leave you.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean...look at you. You’re hot as hell. Do we really have to get into it?”

Sara straightened. “I mean, I wouldn’t mind...”

“Oh god. Fishing for compliments. Have we already started that section of the road trip?”

“What if we have?”

There was something purely slumber-party about Sara and Rose’s banter. Something that girls sometimes just did—reaffirming each other’s hotness in a world where so much seemed contingent on a young beauty’s ability to dazzle men.

And yet, there was a heavy, sweaty sheen on Sara’s skin. And the way she kept licking those full, perfectly pursed lips. One of Rose's hands had drifted over her tits. It may have been incidental, but then the hand lingered there, rubbing ever-so-slightly against a nipple. Rose's hands flickered up the chair to Sara's shoulders.

The interchange between them began to carry a decisively erotic edge.

“You’re totally hot, Sara. You don’t have to worry about a thing. I mean, god, that hair of yours? Ugh. I’d kill for hair like yours.”

Rose’s hand slipped up into Sara’s thick, voluminous locks. Her hair was dark, shiny, soft, and long. It always looked effortless. Her eyes looked a little glassy as she touched her friend.

“Shut up,” said Sara. “Your hair is fantastic. And you’ve got that bod to match.”

Sara moved a hand backward. It landed on Rose’s midsection, floating across the flat slab of abs there. Sara and Rose let out identical little muffled moans, which probably would have been inaudible except for how

This was thoroughly strange to Annie. Something was happening. Why were they just...touching each other?

And why did they seem so turned on by it?

Josephine let out a long, howling cry in the back seat. It sounded almost painful. All the girls shared a quick flash of alarm. Josephine had disappeared, falling down between the seat edge and the seat in front of her.
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Rose rushed to the back.

“Hold on, babe. I'm coming!”

Josephine met Rose as she climbed over the seat. “Me too.”

Wet with sweat, aching with forbidden lust, Josephine wrapped her arms around Rose, drawing her in with eager, happy lust. Her arms were slender but toned, her dirty brown hair strangely shinier and more golden than it had been before.

Rose let out a little yelp before being drawn down to Josephine’s lips. The brunette moaned heavily, licking Rose’s neck with luster before slipping her lips over the other girl’s. The embrace should have only lasted a few seconds—Rose was no lesbian—but instead it kept going.

Josephine acted for all the world like she was in love with Rose—like she had never seen anyone so beautiful or so gorgeous as the toned bodybuilding babe.

But that wasn’t the strangest part.

The strangest part was Rose’s reaction.

Annie was stunned to see Rose, slowly but surely, begin to kiss Josephine right back.

The toned beauty let out a deep, throaty moan of excitement as her mouth melded with Josephine. Little movements of her jaw became insistent and needy. Their hands ran through one another’s hair, tugging and massaging, wanting ever more.

And Annie could tell, very quickly, that the two found out where their fingers could go inside each other.

“S-Sara,” said Annie. “Are you seeing this?”

“Yes.”

“It’s scaring me, Sara.”

“Don’t...” Sara inhaled deeply. “Don’t worry about it. It’ll be fine. We just...I have to see Corey. That’s all.”

But Annie was worried. Sara’s nipples tented her shirt, advertising young, ready sex. Her thighs squirmed on top of one another as she drove, and Annie—try as she might—could not stop looking at her friend’s hot cheerleader body.

Sweat ran down her own forehead. It tasted sweet on her lips.

* * * * *

“The most prominent form of the virus now is what we’re calling the Reproductive,” said Wendy. “Carriers are Rebeccas and Randys.”

“Reproductive Randy? That’s a little crass.”

She shrugged. “Well, you won’t forget it. The virus centers on male-to-female relations. So, the reproductive organs of men became larger and more able for sustained periods of reproductive activity. Their emissions are more volatile and have a remarkable amount of volume. Auto-lubrication in women is increased by a factor of fifty.”

“So, men become studs with giant cocks and women become walking puddle machines.”
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“Now who’s being crass?”

“The situation calls for it.” Martinez paced across the room. “What if there are no men around for women? Or vice versa?”

“ It works on homosexual encounters, but it’s much slower to act. Without actual sexual contact, it can lay dormant for hours. But...”

“But?”

“Well, it won’t stay dormant forever. It seems to...understand is the wrong word, but it’s the one I’ll use. It understands that women kissing bring men closer. That men banging away in public will draw interested women. Maybe because they want in on the action, or maybe to break it up. But the actions draw a crowd. Keep them isolated with the same sex long enough, and sex starts to happen.”

“What then?”

She ticked off fingers. “Airborne pheromones increase. Sex rate increases. Transformation heightens and regresses both parties to a more primal, lust-heavy mindset. And...”

“And?”

“And it’s stable.”

“Stable? You mean they’re not burning out? The early cases had everyone dying after a day or two. These new ones aren’t dying?”

“Right. They’re remembering to eat. They’re drinking water. They’ve retained some loose form of consciousness.

“And this is the most prominent form of the virus?”

“Yes.”

“This is bad.”

“Yes.”

* * * * *
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Hour 7

 

Eventually, they had to stop for gas.

Rose, giggling wildly as Josephine’s fingers slid up into her cunt through her spandex tights, insisted that she go into the convenience store selling the gas and pick up some liquor.

“We won’t be—ha—able to get any—haha—from the island. They'll card us for sure. And—ohh, god— without liqour, that means no boys.”

Somewhere in Annie’s mind, there was the recollection that was not exactly a bad thing. And yet, the thought of not having men around felt irrevocably wrong.

Outside, Sara filled up the car—her fingers gently urging the nozzle into the gas hole again and again, cooing at the thickness of the metal rod. Her thighs were wet. Annie tried to pretend it was condensation from a bottle of water, even though there weren't any in the car.

As Sara did that, the others went into the store. Josephine, after making out wildly with Rose for hours, eventually seemed to return to some semblance of conscious thought. Her lovely green eyes were wild, almost drugged, and she seemed to have a pleasant, aroused grin permanently affixed to her face—but she was coherent.

Annie only came into the store because she was afraid that Rose and Josephine would run away or something if she wasn’t watching them. The constant mother hen—which was a bit ironic, she knew, as usually it was the plainest, least-sought-after girl in a group who mother-henned the rest.

With this group of deliciously built college sophomores, it was difficult to tell who was the plainest, but Annie felt sure it definitely wasn't her. For some reason, it felt nice—good, even—to compliment herself like that.

She was hot. She was a hot teen. She deserved to be admired for that.

The store clerk’s name, judging from his large name tag, was Aaron. He wore a tall trucker cap and a thick flannel vest, a stained white a-frame shirt over his broad, barrel-thick chest. He had a heavy beer belly and large swaths of black hair up and down his torso and arms.

From the second Annie saw him, she felt weak. There was something unmistakably masculine about him, something she couldn’t run away from or ignore. Her tight, teenage body exploded with eager emotions, aching somehow to please him. She didn’t understand any of this—and she didn’t want to. Her mind was torn between embracing the feelings and running from them.

Aaron, to his credit, did his best not to openly ogle the sweaty trio. All their clothes stuck to their bodies. Annie didn't know it, but she had sweated off close to a pound in the past few hours. She had never felt better. She bought several bottles of water—enough for everyone—and carefully didn't say anything to Aaron.

She did not trust herself in front of such a manly man. She might end up sucking his cock for hours, for some reason.

From the fridge at the far end of the store, Josephine and Rose gathered up several baskets full of liquor, all of it hard and clear. They brought it up to the counter, hand in hand.

Aaron raised an eyebrow at their bundle.
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“You girls are joking, right?”

“What do you mean?”

“Ain’t none of you are a day close to twenty-one. I’ll lose my liquor license if’n I sell this to you.”

“Come on, mister...” Rose tugged her shirt down, revealing those hot, thick sweaty breasts. Annie felt drool form in her mouth at the sight. “Please?”

“Yeah...” Josephine giggled, sliding up next to him. “Can’t we come to some sort of deal?"

Whatever the man had been expecting, this was not it. Two beautiful, willing co-eds offering themselves up for his enjoyment was simply not part of his repertoire of experiences.

Annie could hardly believe it herself. And what she found flat-out impossible to believe was how terribly turned on she was from witnessing it.

“Deal?” Aaron said, his voice weak.

Josephine advanced first. Her hands swept down his body, like she was luxuriating in every hairy, thick part of his arms and torso. As she nibbled on his shoulder, Rose pulled his pants down and immediately wrapped her pert lips over the quickly-hardening shaft he possessed.

In moments, the situation had regressed to some strange pornographic scene.

The two of them went to town on his cock, sucking it in tandem like it was some kind of holy instrument and the only way they would be able to earn their salvation was by coaxing as much cum out of it as possible. They moaned with orgasmic delight as they pleased him.

Pleasing a man. It seemed so right. Annie felt flickers of jealousy attack her.

“Fuck!” Aaron shouted. “Oh, jesus, fuck, you girls are...god, you girls!”

A hot, vibrantly red flush had lit up his entire torso, from his chest up to his neck and crawling in parts just past his cheeks. He was going to cum soon.

Cum all over her friends.

Some part of Annie was horribly excited at the thought. But another part—a superhumanly logical part —knew that all of this was wrong.

Terrified, Annie tugged at Josephine and Rose. Incurably drunk on Aaron’s gushing precum, they went with no fight. Rose’s arm looped around a bag of liquor bottles on the way.  Aaron stumbled after the three, his cock throbbing with orgasm and pulsing out wave after wave of thick, ropey cum. Annie had grabbed her friends just in time.

In seconds, they were back at the car.

“Get us out of here!” Annie yelled to Sara.

Sara, licking her lips at the scent of cum on her friends’ lips, complied readily.

* * * * *

Martinez hung up the phone and sighed. “That was the General.”

“What did he say?”

“It was hard to tell. I think he was getting a blowjob.”
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“Oh.”

“From three different women.”

“Oh, god.”

“He was in the most secure station in North America. If it's gotten to him...”

He sat down. He stood up, sat down, and stood up again.

“I think we're done, Wendy. I think this is it.”

For a moment, she looked at the pile of research files gathered on her table. All the beakers and test tubes surrounding them in the lab.

“So now what?”

“I don't know.” Martinez put his face in his hands. “I don't know.

* * * * *

 

66

Hour 9

 

After all the madness at the liquor store, Annie was rather terrified to go to the hotel at all.

She wasn’t stupid. She wasn’t completely without any sort of cultural or contextual awareness in her life. She was aware that some manner of event was happening.

People didn’t just go magically sex crazy all of the sudden for no reason. And if they did, they didn’t make other people sex crazy just by kissing and touching them. That wasn’t how the world worked.

It just...it just wasn’t.

By the time they rolled into the parking garage of Tropic Retreat Hotel, Sara had been touching herself as she drove for well over an hour.

“Just a little bit,” she explained. “It’s so hot in here, that’s all. I just really need to touch myself a little so that I can concentrate on the road.”

Her voice was soft and moany, full of lust and bad intentions. She sounded like she did on the phone with her boyfriend when she called him earlier in the day—weak, pliant, and submissive. That said, she did do an excellent job of letting them arrive safe, so Annie didn’t really know whether to complain.

In the back, Josephine and Rose continually traded their mouths between heavy gulps of liquor and long lick sessions on each other's cunts. They were orgasm factories. Annie had become somewhat inured to their sounds and smells. In a way, they were sort of nice.

At the moment, her options felt limited.

Clearly, she should go to a hospital. Let them know that there was an outbreak of some kind...some kind of sex virus happening.

God, she felt silly even thinking it. But what then? Would they quarantine her? What if she was infected?

She didn’t think she was yet, outside of being in the same car as the three clearly infected individuals, she hadn’t touched or kissed them or anything, even though she had wanted to really, really bad. She had been such a good girl. Such a good, good girl...

Such a good girl for a strong Man.

As Sara brought the car through the hotel parking garage, Annie’s hands started wandering toward her crotch. With a huff, she pushed them away. She was not infected.

She was just affected, that was all.

Though Sara clearly was infected. Annie didn’t know what to think about that. The gorgeous dark-haired cheerleader hadn’t touched or kissed Josephine or Rose either. So why was she acting so weird?

There must have been some...some spittle tossed through the air, or something. It landed on Sara’s skin. Annie had been very careful to keep her hoodie drawn up, face tucked inside of her hood and hands stuffed in her pockets for the entire ride.

Yes. That was it. She was simply being more careful than Sara.
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That’s why her nipples tented all the way through her brief jacket, and why she rubbed her warm, tanned thighs so hotly against one another.

She had tried, during the trip, to press her face against the window and dream, but all her thoughts were sexy ones:

Cops pulled them over and she was bent over the hood of the car, fucked furiously with her arms handcuffed. Or they picked up some big-dicked hitchhiker who sequestered them away to some mountain retreat where they all fucked and bred forever and ever.

Right after parking the car, Sara leapt out and rushed into the hotel.

“I’ve got to find him, Annie! Sorry! Check us in!”

That left Annie alone in the garage with the two cray-cray lovers. Great.

They were well aware of the situation. In the backseat their eyes glowed like those of a predator in the jungle.

“Join us, Annie,” Rose moaned. Her fingers were buried deep in her lover's cunt.

“Yeah,” giggled Josephine. “If there’s three of us, we’ll land a guy in no time.”

The thought was sooo tempting. Annie gulped and did her best not to touch any part of her body. If she touched her tits or her pussy while the two spoke, she was certain she would fall into their arms and abandon herself completely to their wicked-hot lesbian love.

She left Rose and Josephine inside the car to lick one another’s pussies.

“Just...j-just lock the door when you’re done, okay?”

They didn’t answer, giggling and licking with even more enthusiasm than before.

Annie rushed inside.

Once there, she found it relatively quiet. Shockingly so. Hallways were mostly empty. There was no thick smell of sex—except for the scent of her own heavy arousal, largely undetectable by her.

The more she saw, the more was simply a plain—if full—hotel. Occasionally she heard riotous laughter or a television turned up too loud, or stereos blaring music. But no moans, no thumping furniture, no hot sweet sexy puddles of lust juice that she could fall into and lap up forever and fuck there was something happening to her thoughts, wasn't there?

Finally she made it to the entry, which was relatively unpopulated except for a clerk at the front.

“Hey,” she said to the front office clerk. He had curly brown hair, and clearly surfed on his off-time. He had that sort of tapered, hot build. Annie gulped.

Oh, fine. If she was going to be infected by someone with a super sex virus, it might as well be him.

She shook her head.

What was she thinking? No way!

“Can I help you?” he asked.

Annie had been staring off into space, imagining his cock as it fucked her against the wall. He could pin her easily, she thought.
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“Oh, right.” She shook her head. “Sorry. I’d like to check in. It’s under Calhoun.”

After a few minutes, the clerk handed her keys to the room. She took special care only to grab the plastic card and not to touch his flesh—no matter how good she knew it would feel.

“There’s nothing like, happening here, is there?”

“Happening?” asked the clerk. “How do you mean?”

“Just...the trip down, we had a lot of...nevermind.” Annie shook her head, smiling. “I’m just glad I’m back someplace normal.”

“There’s always a lot happening here,” said the clerk. “You know. It’s a party beach. So, there’s something happening, I’m sure. But I can’t tell you about anything unless you’re, you know, a little more specific.” He smiled. “Maybe I can show you myself? I get off before too long?”

Annie shook her head again. “No, I’m sorry. I’m just being weird. Blaaah.” She waved her fingers at her head. “I’d like to check in.”

Annie drifted happily upstairs, texting the room number to Sara, Rose, and Josephine. Maybe it was just a weird mood. Something to do with the air, or the end of finals, or something like that. Some way to relieve all the stress.

It was impossible to believe. She had seen too much that defied any sort of explanation except some kind of crazy sex-miasma filling the air. But it was what she wanted to believe.

Once she entered her room, her fingers strolled down to her needy, moist cunt. She paid no mind, unable to process both what she desperately needed to think and what she desperately needed to do. Right away, her orgasm felt imminent. Her logical mind denied this inevitability firmly.

So she strolled over to the room air conditioner, turned it down to the lowest possible temperature setting and turned the air up to full blast, and made-believe that the heat in her body was just how she was getting rid of the stress for the day.

She continued to believe this even as she daydreamed about the clerk skullfucking her into brainless oblivion. She kept right on believing as she fingered her hot, young teenage pussy with abandon, her fingers somehow knowing exactly what to do even though she hardly ever masturbated.

Annie believed it would all be all right, this would all be some dream, as she screamed with agonizing pleasure with the cum of a lifetime—images of her own body pregnant and helpless, kneeling before the mammoth cum-leaking cock of some hunk who owned her cunt—before passing out with a contented smile on her face.

* * * * *

“Every few hundred thousand or so will be anomalies,” said Wendy. “It’s only natural.”

“What do you mean?”

“Oh, someone who doesn’t get turned on. Or who gets turned on but doesn’t lose their minds. Or, who is turned on, but able to turn down sexual advances. That sort of thing.”

“One in every few hundred thousand.” Martinez shook his head. “Does that mean there still might be a chance at civilization?”

“If we’re very, very lucky.”
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He walked over to a small cabinet in the corner and pulled out a bottle of scotch.

“What are you doing?”

Martinez shrugged. “Well. The military is mostly infected now. That means the government isn’t far behind. Maybe some towns will shut themselves off in a quarantine. But I imagine it won’t work too well. It’s just sex, Wendy. How many lonely folks out there wouldn’t love a virus that guarantees them to get laid? What guy—seeing the effects—would resist for long? Bigger cock and plenty of women to hump it. You wouldn’t be able to pay your mortgage anymore, but...”

“Why would you care? Society’s gone.”

She grabbed a glass and had him pour. They both blanched at the taste.

“This is stiff,” he said.

“Yes.” She nodded, urging him on. “Pour me another.”

* * * * *
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Hour 15

 

Around ten at night, Josephine and Rose made it into the room. Annie fell over her bed as they arrived, hiding between the bed and the wall.

She didn’t know what was wrong with them, but she knew she wanted none for herself. Her dreams had brought no relief—just more thoughts of furious, terribly hot breeding.

Not just fucking—breeding. Getting fucked so hard and so furiously that she wouldn't have any choice but to be a hot preggo mom for the rest of her life. Becoming her Man's personal baby factory, his babybump sporting fuckslut made to suck him off whenever he breathed.

Barely awake and definitely not conscious enough to resist, Annie had been fingering herself nonstop since she first came after entering the room. Every fantasy grew on the last. Her lips felt thick with saliva and want as she imagined, again and again, a hot white load shooting up inside her virgin cunt.

She could not see Josephine and Rose clearly, though she did catch a few reflections on the window. The sounds she heard filled in the sights. The two giggled madly, putting on new clothes, making out while they made one another as hot as possible.

“I'm going to get fucking preggo,” Rose bragged. “God, look at me.”

Rose, in her tight, hard bodybuilding body, looked fabulous in a hot pink minidress. It clung to her ass like a second skin. Her tits were far too heavy and big to be safely worn in the dress. Her cleavage was a valley between two soft mountains.

“Yeah.” Josephine nodded. “Both of us, probably. Maybe by the same fucking stud.”

“Mmph.” Rose grabbed her lover. “That would be sooo hot.”

Josephine, such an innocent looking beauty, wore hot cut-off denims and a loose, sweat-sticky tanktop.

Neither of them wore bras or panties.

Within a few minutes, they left, leaving Annie alone once again.

But, there was one big difference now.

Somewhere in all the madness, Josephine had tossed her pair of panties—the ones she wore on the roadtrip, the ones now thoroughly soaked with her juices and probably Rose’s saliva—across the room. They landed right on Annie. The smell was intoxicating. Her body felt like it was on fire, imagining where those panties had been.

On Josephine’s pussy. So very close to that sweet, hot, young innocent cunt, so juicy and ripe and ready to be broken in by a real Man.

Annie gulped. She wasn’t going to touch herself.

She wasn't going to attach those panties to her mouth like a gas mask and finger her thoughts away until the only thing she knew anymore was that she was a hot fucking bitch and she was ready to get pregnant yesterday.

No.
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Annie was going to stay in. She was going to look forward to hanging out at the beach tomorrow. She was going to have a great time there in her modest, sensible swimsuit. And she was not, not tonight or the next night or any night after that, going to touch herself. It simply wasn’t going to happen.

That’s why she wasn’t holding Josephine’s pussy-juice soaked panties. She wasn’t. They were just...underneath her bed, on the side, between her and the wall. So that she could touch them every so often.

Her door came open suddenly. A huge shape filled it. Annie, half way on top of her bed again, screamed.

“Hey, calm down. Calm down, it’s all right.”

It was a man's voice. A Man's voice. He flipped on the light.

“Listen, it’s cool. You don’t have anything to worry about.”

He had thick blond hair and a hot beard. His body was naked—totally naked—and his cock leaked out heavy precum down to the floor. Everything he said, everything he was, announced his pure authority in every single matter in the world. He was a Man, and Men were in charge of everything that women did or felt.

That's just how the world was.

“Oh.” Annie nodded. “Okay.”

“I just really want to fuck you, that’s all. I could smell you. Smell how you needed a good fuck. And the door was open. So...”

Somehow, Annie had enough rational thought to be enraged at this over-simplified explanation of the invasion of her privacy.

“So what? Get out of here!”

“You really don’t want to fuck this?”

He started stroking his cock. Thick pre-cum poured out from its immense length even faster and with more thickness than before.

Oh god, thought Annie. Oh fuck, that's so...that's so fucking sexy.

She could do it, she knew.

Fuck that cock. Get herself pregnant. Nice and big and preggo. God, huge, too, not just a little bit but enormous.

“I....I...yes.” She nodded finally. “I’m sure. I don’t want to...want to fuck it.”

He shook his head. “That’s too bad. You could go to town on my cock. All night, if you wanted. You could fuck me until you weren’t thinking about anything at all. You could fuck my cock...and I could fuck that pussy.”

It was such a shamelessly straightforward request. Annie’s heart pumped as she saw the cock, licking her lips. Her hand sank down to her cunt. Slowly, searching blind, she found the hot little nub of her clit.

Right away she felt a response. Pleasure attacked her brain.

“Fuck, I can smell you.”
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His cock was streaming hard now, raging upward. It would break her in half. She wasn’t sure why that was bad.

Gobs of drool slid over her lips, making talking hard. The purpose of the drool was hard to ignore, so thick and slippery as it ran down her chin and into her tits. She would use it to lubricate his cock even more than it already was.

“I’d get you pregnant for sure,” said the hunk, stepping closer. “This other girl I fucked, I forget her name, but she was pregnant right away. I think she’ll deliver in about a month. I don’t...” he stroked his cock. Thick spurts covered the cheap carpeting. “I don’t know how I know that. But I do. She’ll have triplets.”

Triplets. Even that little word, all that promise, was enough to make Annie moan.

“Please...” she said, backing up against the bed, “Please. Go away. I don’t want it.”

The man shrugged. “Your loss, babe.”

A few minutes later, Annie heard some startled voices next door as the door banged open—and then, after a few cries of protest, some resoundingly pleasured screams for more.

* * * * *

“So they’re reproducing, right?”

Wendy nodded. “Yup.”

“So...”

“So what?”

“Well, what happens?” Martinez waved his glass around. “I mean, they’re creating infected children, right? What will they be like?”

“I don’t know. Something...something irresistible, I expect.”

“How do you mean?”

“The entire point of this virus is to reproduce itself. So, we can imagine it will learn, as it progresses, what features best suit it to advertise sexuality. Thick muscles. Bigger dicks. Bigger breasts. Wider hips. Enhanced fat-burning capabilities. Endless sexual juices. We’ll be living in a very strange, very different world. Probably ten women to every man.”

“Because that one man can get them all pregnant, right?”

“Y-yes.”

“Are you all right?”

She shifted. “Of course.”

“You look flushed.”

“It’s nothing. I just...it’s a startling thought. A very alluring thought, given the right mindset.”

“Maybe so.”

* * * * *
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Hour 18

 

Annie had to leave this place. Her plan was to find Corey’s room and steal Sara’s keys. She would apologize later, maybe. But something told her that she wouldn't see anyone here ever again. They were all going to fuck on this island for the rest of their lives.

She walked down the hall, her clothes absolutely soaked in sweat. Her skin had taken a warm, healthy sheen. Her white shirt was plastered to her tits, and she had to keep tugging her skirt up so it didn't reveal the hot wet globes of her ass.

Outside, everyone was having sex. Thousands of young, hot teenagers had swarmed upon the island in recent hours, caught by the same Spring Break fever as the four friends in the Range Rover.

Now, it had turned into what might have been the largest orgy in the history of the world. Women were on all fours, begging to be bred by any passing stud. Men with cocks as long and thick as beer bottles strutted around, slapping the asses of the women they wanted.

From a window, she could see the beach. It was like a throb of humanity, all of them on their backs and bellies. Cum covered the sand with such thickness that it glinted in the spotlights. In the distance, a helicopter wavered drunkenly, flying entirely too low next to the powerlines. No doubt the pilot was getting sky-head from some lucky tart.

In front of the hotel, women were bent over the low-rising walls in a row, asses naked to the air. There were at least fifteen of them. Three men had claimed all fifteen. Bruises covered the men’s faces and bodies where they fought off intruders—claimants to their throne. The twitching bodies of the fallen tried to crawl away to safety.

Soon, Annie realized, those three would turn on each other, and then one supreme stud would have all fifteen hyper-fertile beauties to himself.

Her throat gurgled as she tried to keep herself from moaning the idea in the stud she found the hottest. He'd no doubt be grateful.

In the lobby, now populated by three rutting couples, she approached the hotel clerk. Something about him was off.

“I need to know where someone is staying.”

He nodded dimly, not seeming to pay attention.

“His name is Corey Perkins. Can you look him up, please?”

The clerk, instead, twisted the computer around and gave Annie full usage of the monitor and keyboard. Now that it was shifted, she could see what was distracting him. He was driving his cock hard into the mouth of an eager young woman in a bright orange swimsuit. Next to her, another beautifully tanned blonde sucked his balls, hoping to earn his load either down or in her belly.

“They can make room,” said the clerk. “They do whatever I tell them.”

The girls underneath him moaned their assent.

“N-no, thank you.”
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Quickly, she looked through the computer, trying to make sense of the registry. Words and numbers were so hard. She was just a fuckpuppet babe who needed a hard cock inside her. Why was she reading?

But she fought through these sensations, and soon found her target—Corey Perkins, Room 415.

The clerk, clearly turned on by Annie's presence, tried to grab her—and she just barely slipped away in time.

Inside the elevator, she tried to breath.

It helped if she slid her fingers across her clit and thought about big, healthy cocks filling her full of more babies than she could even imagine. That made everything better.

* * * * *

Wendy shook her head. “There’s no hope of stopping it anymore, is there?”

“I don’t think so. I think whatever’s going to happen now is going to happen everywhere. It’s simply evolving too fast. We can’t keep up. By the time we have a vaccine for one strain, it will have developed fourteen more.”

“Are we the only ones left here? In this place?”

“I think so. Most people left to go keep their families safe. Some wanted to...well, you know.”

“See if their families were infected?”

Martinez smiled grimly. “Or if their crushes were. Or local celebrities. Or sororities.”

“God. We’re all just animals, aren’t we?”

“Yep.”

She stood up, wavering drunkenly. “I’m going to have a walk around.”

“Want a refill before you go?” He shook the bottle, nearly empty.

Under the cabinet was another bottle. She poured him a glass and took the bottle for herself.

* * * * *
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Hour 19

 

It took her an hour of careful walking and sneaking to get to room 415. The elevator powered down when she was on the third floor. There had been an explosion outside—perhaps that helicopter pilot hit something essential on his way down.

Luckily, the door was jammed open from a puddle of furiously sticky cum. In a pile right next to the elevator lobby were three women and an enormous man, his unconscious body still boasting a precum-spurting, totally hard cock. One of the woman, clearly asleep, suckled on the side like it was a pacifier.

Light fixtures were broken everywhere. There had been a lot of wall-fucking. She snuck from one part of the hall to another, trying desperately not to get caught in line of sight from any of the many open doors.

The infected had figured out, apparently, that if a door was kept open, it increased the chances of random sex beginning. And that was clearly all that mattered now.

She knocked on 415, hoping desperately that she could overpower Sara and steal her keys before much thinking happened.

Annie heard a soft, throaty voice from inside cry out, “I’ve got it, darling!”

It was Sara who opened the door...except it wasn't.

Her hair had somehow grown. It draped down her back like a rich, gorgeous blanket. Her body was covered in cum-plastered lingerie. A smile, permanent and empty, was affixed to her face.

“Annie!”

Sara reached in for a hug, and Annie deftly moved aside.

“I just want the keys to the car, Sara.”

“Keys?” Sara shook her head. “I hardly know how to drive. That's man stuff. I just want to snuggle up and suck his cock while Corey drives.”

“But you had the keys. Please, give them to me.”

Sara smiled wildly. She didn't seem to be listening. From deep inside the room, Annie heard cries of orgasmic pleasure. 

“I figured how to make sure he doesn’t leave me for another woman, Annie.”

Sara's body was so devastatingly beautiful and distracting. Annie wasn’t sure how she could deal with it. Every last inch of her beautiful, olive skin was shining and gorgeous. She had on tall heels for some impossible reason. They looked like they belonged to a stripper.

“I-I’m so happy for you, Sara. But could you put...p-put some clothes...”

Beyond Sara's glimmering, wet, luscious form, Annie saw the unmistakable glint of keys in a pile of clothes on the floor. Miraculously, seemingly unlike most of the room (and probably the hotel at this point), they were not covered in piles of cum.

But as she leaned forward to look, Sara slipped her lips over Annie’s, lustful and needy. A hot, desperate moan escape Annie's mouth.
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Sara.

Tasted.

So.

Good.

After what seemed like an eternity, the hot tongue-locking ended. Sara stroked Annie's hair, staring at her with an open plea.

“I just have to give Corey as many hot women as he wants. Josephine and Rose were so happy to comply. Won’t you help too?”

That was why the voices inside seemed familiar. The words were incoherent—barely understandable babbling about being more pregnant than an angel—but now Annie could hear who they belonged to easily.

She couldn't end up like that. There was no way she could end up pregnant, even if she would be perfect with a big fucking hot babybump on her front.

With a scared series of yells, Annie pushed Sara back into the room. She fell with a giggle. Annie grabbed the keys from the pile of clothes and scurried down the hallway, struggling with every step not to run back.

Her cunt was so hot. How was her cunt so hot? She had never even been aroused before yesterday morning! Why was it that all of a sudden all she could think to do was sucking and slurping on big, long, furiously hard cocks—to ride huge dicks until her orgasms melted her brain into butter?

At the elevator, she saw the man who had been unconscious was awake again—and covering yet another woman in his cum. She bathed in it like it came from a fountain.

Squeaking in fear, Annie rushed onward to the stairs. She could get out there.

Not looking where she was going, she ran hard into someone in the stairwell. They both tumbled for a few steps—but the other person caught Annie and pulled her close.

It was a man. Annie gulped.

It was a man with a devastatingly perfect body.

“H-hi...” Annie managed.

“Hey.”

He let her go, suddenly aware of his hands.

“You're not...you don't want to fuck me?” he asked.

God, she really did. He was fucking hot. His hair was curly and brown, and his eyes a deep, somber blue. There was a clear, unmistakably huge bulge in his jeans.

The fight left her like air from a balloon. She was so tired of running. There was a sort of biological chunking sound, somewhere in her body, as she submitted in totality.

“No,” Annie lied quietly. Drool splattered to the ground from her lips.

“It's been weird. I don't know if you've noticed.”

She gulped, trying to clear her mouth. “I have.”
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“Yeah...this lady, she just...she tried to blow me. I couldn’t stop her. I came right down her throat. She called me Daddy. She wanted me to get her pregnant.”

“Pregnant,” Annie said, her voice distant. “Blow you.”

Somehow, she was on her knees. He was such a fucking man. How was she supposed to stand when there was this Man right in front of her?

“Oh god,” he shook his head. “You've got it too.”

“Got it...”

Her hands drifted weakly up to his zipper. Pants were so difficult. She wished he was naked.

“You're way cuter than her.” He stroked her hair. She felt an orgasm incumbent just from that gentle touch. “Maybe if...maybe just for a bit...to calm down.”

Sensing her trouble, he undid his pants and brought out his cock.

It was twice as big as Annie had thought. Thick. Slippery. Pre-cum oozed down.

Her mouth was on it in an instant. She wrapped her lips all the way up to his crotch, like a sheath to a sword. Another instant, and he was shooting his load directly down her belly. The force of it was monumental. It pushed her off of him for an instant and then covered her face and chest in deep, thick layers of the perfect goo.

“F-fuck,” he moaned. “That was fast. Fuck. Fuck...your legs. Why are you spreading...oh.”

She reached up and guided him down inside of her.

“Need cock,” she said quietly. “Gotta get preggo. Gotta do it.”

The fact that she was a virgin was totally forgotten. Her body seemed to know exactly what to do. Her legs pushed him inside of her slippery wet entrance with ease. His cock was enormous, and yet even so, she felt very well-equipped to take him inside.

The cock was hard already. It shoved up into her with ease. She was made for this. That's what she thought, again and again, as he powered into her body.

Made for this. MADE for this. Made for this.

“Y-yes!” she moaned, cumming right away. “Yes, baby! Yes, Sir! Get me fucking pregnant!”

“Y-yeah,” he said, voice slowly becoming more sure. “Yeah. You slut. You hot fucking bitch. I'm gonna make you pregnant forever.”

His body was like one throbbing slab of muscle. Every part of him was ripped and delicious. She needed so badly to belong to him. It was all she had ever wanted, she realized. This is what God wanted for her.

At his words, she came. And at the next thrust of his cock, she came. And as he shot his incredible load inside of her cunt, she came.

It was going to be hard indeed to imagine a time when she did not cum.

He did not take long to empty himself, but she did not care. Something told her he had reserves and reserves of cum waiting for her.
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First, he had to get her pregnant. Then they could have the hours-long fuck session they needed. And he had gotten her preggo. So much cum, so warm inside her belly. She was sure that she belonged to him totally now.

For some moments afterward, he paused, breathing hard on top of her. His thick, perfect load had filled her completely. A great mess of cum splattered down to the floor beneath them, exiting from her pussy.

“Why'd you stop?” she asked, eyes completely innocent. “Want more.”

She urged him forward with her legs, pulling at his buttocks.

He smiled, taking a hand to her throat and guiding her up even further down his cock than before. Her orgasm blinked away words she wouldn't have to use anymore, like “No” and “stop” and “don't.” Other, more important words were reinforced; words like “please” and “yes” and “sir” and “always.”

Now, they would take their time.

* * * * *

After a long absence, so long that he began to think she had left, she re-entered. A vial was in her hand.

“What’s that?”

“You know what it is.”

He gulped.

“You can’t be serious.”

“I am. I found the one I liked the most.”

“That you liked the most? This isn’t shopping, Lieutenant!”

“Wendy. My name is Wendy. Say it. Your name is Antonio.”

“Yes.” He sighed. “Goddammit. We can’t just give up.”

“Sure we can. I’ll take some of this,” she shook the vial, “enough of it so that I’ll forget all about wanting other things in about thirty seconds. I’ll be cockhungry and obedient. My hair will get longer. My skin shinier. I’ll be a sexy little fuckpet for you to play with.”

“You’re already lovely, Wendy.”

“Thank you. Now I’ll be lovelier. I’ll be a Reproductive Rebecca”

“Should I take some too?”

“You know it doesn’t matter.”

There was a gentle scuffling sound as she opened the vial.

“Mmm. It smells like raspberries.”

“Are you just going to—fuck. You just drank it. All of it.”

A soft tinkling as the glass shattered on the floor.

“God,” she said. Her voice immediately breathy. “I think...I wonder if...I...” she giggled after a moment. “You have a cock.”

“Fuck. That worked fast.”
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“Gimme cock. Want it.”

“Let’s just slow down a second. Fuck, you smell good. I just have to—”

Her body fell on his. He did not resist.

“W-wann it, though.”

“Oh fuck. Oh goddamn, I’m hard as a rock down there. Christ, this works fast. Christ. Christ...you feel so good.”

* * * * *
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Hour 27

 

They were in the stairwell, using their discarded clothes for padding on the platform between sets of stairs. His cock was inside her still. Annie didn’t remember when he had started.

In fact, she couldn’t remember anymore when he had not been inside of her. Her whole life, it felt like, her whole existence revolved around having this amazing cock inside of her young, fertile body. It was so big, so strong. It had held up her entire weight as he pinned her against the wall. He fucked her just by moving his hands back and forth on her body. He fucked her by choking her and bouncing her up and down on his steel rod. Never before had she felt like such a woman.

Used. Abused. Taken. And fertile.

Oh, fertile, yes. The thought made her tighten her already tight grip on his massive cock as it pushed deeper into her folds. She was so fertile for this wonderful man. She would be as fertile as he needed. Annie loved the thought of her belly swelling up for him. His cock’s incredible product emptying itself into her body, again and again, so much so that she wouldn’t have any choice but to be the most pregnant woman alive. God, maybe she’d have triplets. Quintuplets. Octoplets. More. So many more—she wanted them. She wanted to spread this amazing sensation of love and lust everywhere in the world.

She wanted him to fuck as many women as he wanted. She’d trap them for him. She would do anything so long as she got to keep feeling this cock—so long as others got to feel what she felt.

His cock throbbed inside her now. Her consciousness floated on top of a tidal wave of constant bliss.

“Hey,” said her love. “I wanna know something.”

They both huffed slightly. Annie was between mind-melting orgasms. He wasn’t cumming and thrusting furiously into her cunt. There was a slight pause in the action, the first since they had begun their insane ritual rutting.

“Yes Sir,” she said. “Anything.”

She loved him. She loved him so much. It was God’s will that they were together. It was so perfect. There had never been a match more completely made in all of heaven, she knew. There was not a doubt in her mind. There was so little doubt in her mind that she could barely articulate that there wasn’t doubt; even the knowledge of the lack of it would have been too much.

“What’s your name?”

She giggled and stroked his chest. “I’ll tell you as soon as you tell me yours.”

He laughed then, and as he did, his body shifted. The shifting of his body encouraged his cock inside of her to move, and any words that he said were drowned out suddenly in new waves of blissful ecstasy.

The Man on top of her let the question slide away under this new torrent of lust.

Ah, well. They had more important things to do than know one another’s names.

# # #

# # #
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Your opinion influences other readers and matters quite a bit to me! If you enjoyed this sexy bundle, PLEASE leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love!

* * * * *

I think you’re pretty terrific for reading my naughty thoughts! Let's get in touch.

You can:

See the hottest new erotica releases from tons of erotica authors via my Facebook Author Page!

See what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside.

And finally, enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!

* * * * *

What's next?

 

What  other  thoroughly  hot  stories  about  studly  hunks  dominating  sexy,  submissive  babes  has  Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:

 

Heir Salon

Smart, beautiful activist Betty moves to Passion Heights, where all the women are fertile babes and all the  men  are  alpha  studs.  It's  too  good—and  too  erotic—to  be  true;  but  in  her  investigation,  she  finds  her body and mind becoming a mirror of the bimbo beauties of the town, all totally servile to their Husbands.

 

Heir Salon 2

Betty's  descent  into  the  life  of  a  giggly  bimbo  sexpot  continues  as  her  new  friend  Jasmine  becomes completely  intertwined  in  the  world  of  Passion  Heights.  She's  desperate  to  find  out  the  secret  of  the mysterious town, but she's also desperate for loads of her Man's impregnating cock.

 

Heir Salon 3

Feminist  stalwart  Betty  finds  new  meaning  in  life  when  her  Husband  is  found  to  be  infertile,  and  the most alpha of all alphas offers her a premiere place in his spectacular harem.

 

Lust Fever

Two  opposites—a  corporate  lady  climbing  the  ladder,  and  an  alpha  male  handyman—are  stuck  in  a room  for  an  experiment.  But  when  the  experiment  starts,  and  all  their  desires  are  turned  up  to  eleven,  all their differences stop mattering, and they can't stop their heated rutting. It's Lust Fever...and there's no cure.

 

Lust Fever II
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A man infected with Lust Fever makes his way around town, struggling against the virus's siren song of making him want to screw and impregnate every woman in sight. He resists...but for how long?

 

Lust Fever III

Spring Break gets raunchy when a car full of barely legal co-eds are infected with Lust Fever. One do-gooder babe tries to hold out, but when cocks are bigger than ever and her lust is off the charts, how long can she resist?

 

Owned: The Secretary

Haughty,  vain  Maria  is  turned  on  by  nothing  but  power.  She  uses  men  like  toys,  but  never  lets  them touch  her  heavenly  body.  Then  she  meets  Robert—a  shy,  essentially  normal  fellow  who  can  change  the thoughts and bodies of others with a touch. He wants to hide his power, but Maria wants to worship him for it...with everything she has.

 

The Quarterback Forced Me

Hipster beauty Joseline is cornered and trapped by billionaire alpha quarterback stud, Pace. He's brutal, he's ruthless, and he takes what he wants from her no matter what she says.

 

Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:

 

Boobalicious Bimbo Bundle

9  startlingly  sexy  stories  of  tantalizingly  terrific  tit-heavy  perfect  “tens”  doing  whatever  they  can  to please  the  magnificent  alpha  male  studs  in  their  lives  with  their  mindblowing  bodies  and  completely transformed, bimboized selves!

The Fertile Fantasies Collection

This hot discount bundle features three amazing tales of sex so wild and crazy, it can only happen in a Nadia  Nightside  tale!  Cavemen,  cowboys,  and  gleefully  submissive  maids  all  get  a  turn  with  the  most amazing sex of their lives!

Gang Lust Virgins

There's too many alpha male studs needing to breed...and not enough hot women for them all to have one for themselves. The solution? They start to share, all at once, whether the women ask them to or not. It's gang loving like you've never seen before, done only the way Nadia Nightside can.

Her Mind, His Control, Your Bundle

Four smoking hot stories of scintillating mind control, with beautiful fertile babes bowing down to the men they were born to serve!

Owned By Studs: The Bundle
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Four tales of hot women giving up their lives and wills over to the care of their new supreme power— magnificent  masculine  muscular  male  member.  They'll  do  anything  at  all  for  their  new  owners,  and  don't care if unprotected sex is the norm.

Revenge By Trance Bundle

The  entire  sexy  saga  is  contained  in  one  convenient  volume!  Warren,  a  down-on-his-luck  stage hypnotist, finds a magic watch that lets him hypnotize any gorgeous, fertile woman he wants for real. Soon, he's  reminded  the  snobby  women  in  his  life  of  their  proper  place—on  their  knees  before  him  in  slavish worship.

Stories of Giggles And Lust

Hot  bimbo  transformations  abound  in  this  bodaciously  busty  bimbo  babe  bundle!  Three  stories  of gloriously sexy women enjoying their bodies to the fullest with the alpha studs and lucky fellows who can keep up with their fevered, lusty pace.

The Knocked Up Lust Bundle

This HUGE-SIZED bundle features six stories of fertile beauties and virile studs banging hardcore and consummating their lust in the most unprotected way they can!

The Unprotected Trance Series

Lifelong virgin Victor finds out the taste and touch of his manly seed puts women into deep, hypnotic trances—and he takes full advantage, conquering every last babe he comes across!

 

Love fun, sexy, free stories?

 

Subscribe  to  the  Nadia  Nightside  New  Release  Newsletter  for  a  private  link  to  THREE  completely  free stories available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free, it's instant, and you get hot, free stuff!

 

Hope to hear from you soon!

 

84

Did you love Lust Fever: The Bundle? Then you should read The Quarterback Forced Me by Nadia

Nightside!

[image: ]

 

I’ve crushed hard on Pace since I first saw him. Tall, vicious, built like an Adonis, and so hot he makes my panties melt—he’s the definition of bad news. Even though I’m practically his stalker, I’ve been careful to stay away.

Until tonight. He caught me accidentally running over his prize motorcycle. And he wants to be paid back through the twisted, depraved use of my fertile body. My  desires  are  so  dark  that  I’ve  never  shared  them  with  anyone—and  that  means  I’ve  never  known  the touch  of  a  man  before.  But,  Pace  doesn’t  care.  And  he  doesn’t  care  if  I  want  it  or  not.  He  knows  what women really want—knows what makes me so wet I have to moan with lust. He wants me filled, and he wants to put his heirs inside me. It’s easy for a stud like him. Because all Pace really cares about is owning me for his pleasure and making me another trophy…until I prove that I can please him better than any other woman he’s had.

Disclaimer: This book features some trigger points for certain readers, including dubious consent. The alpha quarterback doesn’t know how to turn off his lust, and he won’t stop until he gets what he wants…

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.
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About the Author

For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming  up  hot  new  ways  to  delight  readers  with  stories  including  these  themes--whether  they  include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant  personality  asserting  just  exactly  how  dominant  he  or  she  is,  Nadia  loves  it,  and  she  wants  to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories.

 

Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else:

 

http://eepurl.com/zl7dX

Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.
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