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		“Phase one is complete, my pet,” Dr. Maxwell Gibbons said to the brunette kneeling at his feet. “Are the test subjects ready for phase two?”

		“Yes Master,” Nora smiled up at the man she had served faithfully for more than a decade. “They are in test room beta, Master.”

		“Good…good. And if this batch is successful we’ll spread it citywide and bask in the carnal chaos. Think about it, my pet – an entire city of horny men and women without inhibitions fucking in the streets for all to see. It’ll be a thing of beauty if there ever was such a thing.”

		“Yes Master. It’s a good thing you picked Westwood as your testing grounds though.”

		“Of course,” Maxwell smirked. He had chosen the suburb of four thousand for one reason, and one reason alone. Founded in 1963 as a haven away from the younger generation, Westwood had a very strict and heavily enforced age-restriction policy that stated that no one under the age of eighteen was permitted to stay longer than a weekend visit. One would think this would discourage under forties from settling in, but nearly a quarter of the population fell into the 18-25 category.

		“Come, my pet, let’s see to the test subjects.”

		“Yes Master.”

		Dropping onto her hands and knees, Nora crawled behind her Master as he made his way through the otherwise empty clinic. When they reached the door leading into test room beta, she got to her feet and straightened up her nurse’s uniform. Dr. Gibbons opened the door and stepped inside to see three women and six men fidgeting nervously.

		“Hello everyone. My name is Dr. Maxwell Gibbons and I would like to start by saying thank you all for coming in today. As you know, we are here to test out a new and improved allergy medication that has reached the human trial stage of development,” he lied with the straightest poker face anyone could hope to achieve. Walking over to a cabinet, he unlocked it and pulled out a small box containing nine inhalers. Walking in front of the first test subject – a young man of twenty-three named Mike Hardwick, he handed him one of the inhalers. And on down the line he went until handing the petite, raven-haired Lisa Monroe the last.

		“Before we begin, I must inform you that we are also performing this experiment with two other groups,” the lies continued “and none of you are aware if you have the actual drug or a placebo. Please place the inhaler in your mouths and close your lips around it forming as tight a seal as possible. You will them give it three presses, wait five seconds and remove the inhaler from your mouths. Everyone understand the instructions?”

		Everyone agreed and the experiment began – Dr. Gibbons fighting against the boner involuntarily growing in his pants as he imagined what was about to take place in the small test room of his clinic. In steps, the inhalers were inserted into the test subjects’ mouths. Lips were pursed tight. And the applicator depressed three times. After five seconds, the inhalers were removed and collected by Nurse Nora who wrote each of their names on their inhaler.

		For several minutes nothing happened, but then Lisa stood up and tore her shirt and bra off – squeezing her breasts and tweaking her nipples before the garments even reached the floor.

		“Good god you’ve got a nice pair of tits!” a man named Phil exclaimed. Getting to his feet, he walked over to Lisa, threw her arms aside and took her left nipple into his mouth. Biting into it, he pulled it away from her body as far as possible and the latched onto the right.

		“W-What in the hell is g-g-going…uuhhnnn,” A brunette named Susan moaned, her breathing becoming labored as she flushed with excitement. Moving between another man’s legs, she practically tore his pants off and swallowed his cock down her throat. The man did not resist. In fact, so turned on was he, that he did not even resist the dick sliding into his mouth from the bisexual man to his right that thought he had a pretty set of lips.

		“Excuse me, ladies and gentlemen,” Dr. Gibbons said loudly. “What in god’s name do you think you’re doing? This is a medical clinic, not a brothel! I’ll ask you to stop what you’re doing and…”

		“And I’ll ask you to shut up and let me suck your cock,” A pale-skinned redhead said as she dropped onto her knees in front of him. “Mmmm, you do have a nice bid dick don’t you, Doc?” she said as she pulled his pants and boxers down allowing his manhood to spring free. “I’m not entirely sure I can take it all but I’m going to give it my best.”

		Looking at his submissive, Maxwell grinned and winked. Grabbing the redhead by the hair, he forced hos dick down her throat until she gagged on it. After about thirty seconds of that, he tossed her to the floor, tore her skirt and panties off and fucked it straight up her ass without considering if she had ever done anal before. As it turned out she had, but that did not make the experience any less shocking.

		Looking around the room, Maxwell say the six men taking the three women two at a time – one in pussy and mouth, another in pussy and ass. Lisa was the luckiest, or unluckiest depending on how you look at it as she was taking it in all three holes at the same time. Only Nurse Nora remained untouched sexually as she hid in the far corner out of the way to observe.

		The longer the test went on, the kinkier it became. Maxwell watched as the man fucking the redhead named Renee up the ass pulled out, coated his hands with some lotion he found left on a shelf – lotion Nurse Nora placed there at Dr. Gibbon’s request. And without mercy, his actions fueled only by the hormones raging throughout his body, he rammed his right fist into Renee’s ass and his left into her pussy causing her to shriek in agony and yet push back to take more as her brain misread the pain as exquisite pleasure.

		And then another woman picked up a sterile syringe – also strategically left in plain view by Nora, walked over to the kneeling submissive and tore her nurse uniform open. When she saw the rings already piercing her nipples, she huffed and approached another woman. Placing the needle against the woman’s nipple, she pushed it through – giggling like a kid in a candy store as she yanked it free and shoved it through the other nipple. But when she moved over to another to do the same, Nora stepped in and tossed the used needle in the trash.

		“Hey Becky,” Nora said to the horny piercer “How would you like to pierce everyone’s nipples?”

		“Hell yeah!” Becky screeched. “That would be so fucking hot!”

		“Follow me.” With the sex-mad woman hot on her heels, Nora walked over to the cabinet at the back of the test room and pulled out several packaged needles and sealed rings. “Let me show you how it’s done.” After putting on a pair of blue nitrile gloves, she opened a piercing needle and a pack containing two gold rings. Placing a ring in the hollow end of the needle, she placed it against Becky’s left nipple and quickly jabbed it through – smiling as the horny woman exploded in orgasm. When it subsided, she did the same to the right nipple and then closed the captive bead.

		“Use one needle per person and throw them away when you are done. Do you understand?”

		“Yes.” After putting on a pair of gloves, Becky went around the room piercing the nipples of every man and woman with the exception of Dr. Gibbons who adamantly refused to allow it, and Nurse Nora whom was already pierced.

		The sex went unabated for more than five hours as the nine test subjects engaged in every form of intercourse they could from anal and blowjobs to triple penetration and fisting. And in the end, only Dr. Maxwell Gibbons remained unscathed. Even Nora gave in and allowed the men and women to fuck and fist her, but it was her training as a submissive and not a potent aphrodisiac that got her involved.

		But as the drug wore off, Dr. Gibbons carefully watched how each test subject would react to what they had done. Confusion reigned high, followed by guilt, shame, fear and humiliation. No one could look the others in the eye. “What in the hell have I done?” Lisa Monroe asked, looking down at her freshly pierced nipples – her hand easily sliding into her gaping pussy as if she needed to convince herself it was actually possible.

		“How are you feeling?” Dr. Gibbons asked.

		“I’m not sure,” Lisa answered. “I feel like I just ran a marathon where I was fucked silly every step of the way. What in the fuck did you give to us?”

		“As I told you, it’s an all new allergy medication, but it appears as if there are some rather…unfortunate side effects. “Are you fully aware of everything you did?”

		“Yes,” Becky answered. “Oh god! I am so, so sorry for piercing all of you but it seemed like the most exciting thing to do at the time and I couldn’t help myself.”

		“It made me fucking shoot off in her ass,” a man named Nate said motioning towards Lisa. “I’m just glad you didn’t pierce anything else.”

		“And my poor ass,” Another man named Oliver exclaimed. “You fisted me! You actually rammed your god damned arm up my ass!”

		“And mine,” everyone else said as one.”

		“But how do you feel about what you’ve all done here in this testing room?” Dr. Gibbons asked the group. “Are you ashamed…humiliated…excited? Are you feeling any guilt over it?”

		“Not really, Lisa replied. “I know I should be furious, but deep down I think a part of me has been craving it for a long time and actually wanted it to happen.”

		“It’s as if every fantasy I’ve ever had and then some just came true,” Oliver added. “I don’t know how to explain it, but whatever that medicine did, it woke something up inside of me that I never want to put back to sleep.”

		“Really?” Becky asked. “So, would you let me fist your ass again?”

		Without even stopping to think about what he was doing, Oliver dropped onto his hands and knees – lowering his head to the floor and spreading his legs. Becky moved in behind him and unceremoniously shoved her hand and several inches of her arm up his ass while reaching around to jerk him off with her free hand. Mike backed up onto Phil’s hard cock while pulling another man along with him – taking the second man’s dick into his mouth. And even as the aphrodisiac was wearing off, the orgy began anew.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		“Well, I think that was a rousing success,” Maxwell said as Nora went about cleaning up test room beta. “Even after the drug wore off they couldn’t help but let their inhibitions go and perform the kinkiest sex imaginable.”

		“I can’t wait to see the whole town doing the same, Master,” Nora said as she discarded used needles, gloves, and other medical items used during the nearly nine hour long fuckfest. “I think it’s going to change the way the world views sex.”

		“I really hope so. And if it never gets FDA approved, well, at least there’s always the black market. I’ll be richer than the fucking pope after this.”

		“My only question is how are you going to ensure everyone in Westwood is affected, Master?”

		“I have a three-pronged attack planned that should guarantee everyone in town gets a healthy dose of Simcox Nine. Once I’ve synthesized enough I’ll put my plan into action.”

		“But what is the plan, Master? Will I be effected as well?”

		“Everyone will be, including me, my pet. And I am not telling anyone how it will be done because I cannot have this coming back on my head should things go horribly wrong. Now that’s enough questions. Get this room cleaned and let me worry about the important stuff.”

		“Yes Master.”
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		Five months later…

		

		Up in his private jet, Maxwell soared above the clouds. With a one hundred percent chance of rain, it was the perfect system for delivering round one of Simcox-9. Releasing the canister lock, he watched as the fluffy grey storm clouds were fertilized with an extremely potent batch of his new aphrodisiac – knowing that anyone caught in the rain would soon feel the effects. And with nearly three-quarters of the town’s population gathered for the summer festival, it was sure to be a spectacle to behold.

		Westwood Park was packed from one end to the other with men and women enjoying the weather while it remained relatively clear. Smoke from dozens of grills cooking burgers, hot dogs and steaks wafted through the air will backyard chefs leaned against trees sipping beer and wine coolers. At one end of the park two teams were playing a game of touch football while at the other young, bikini clad women enjoyed a game of volleyball nearly as much as the men watching their nubile bodies jump and bounce around the court.

		As Maxwell made his final pass over the park, a fine mist began to fall upon the festivalgoers coating them in what they believed to be rain. While some started to pack up – thinking the day had finally been ruined by the weather, others thought to see if it would pass. When it did, the merriment resumed and Maxwell flew off towards the airport.

		The effects of Simcox-9 were slower to take effect when absorbed through the skin, but take effect they did. Faces flushed. Loins tingled. And nipples hardened as the men and women of Westwood looked at each other with lust in their eyes. It started with a man in his fifties – a mechanic named Steve, bending twenty-three year old hairdresser Jane over a picnic table and ramming his manhood into her as a growing crowd stared in wide-eyed shock.

		The librarian started sucking the cock of a store manager. A nurse tossed a volleyball player named Ginger to the grass, spread her legs open and tore the bikini from her body – her tongue lapping at the startled woman’s pussy like a thirsty dog to water. And from there the public displays of sex escalated.

		As they have every year for the last decade, channel seventeen news was on site filming the festival. Police officer Amanda Perkins approached newswoman Piper Blue, but Pharmacist Nick Valentine reached her first.

		“W-What are you doing?” Piper gasped when she suddenly found herself bent over a long, food-covered plastic table staring into the camera streaming live footage across the town. Her dress was pushed up over her hips and as she opened her mouth to further protest it was quickly filled with Kyle’s cock. Simcox-9 taking over, she gave into the building heat and pushed back on Nick’s cock.

		“I don’t know what’s happening folks, but a lovely day in the park has just turned sexual!” reporter Catherine Johnson said into the camera as it panned between her and the threesome taking place only a few feet to the right. “Dear lord! I’ve never seen anything like it in my life. It’s as if everyone has gone completely mad!” Walking over to a young man named Jason Harris, her eyes drifted down to see his hand furiously stroking the largest dick she had ever seen. “Excuse me sir, can you tell me what has gotten into you and everyone else?”

		“What has gotten into me?” Jason grinned. “The better question is what hasn’t gotten into you?” Lifting her off the ground, he pressed her back against a tree. Shoving her loose summer dress up over her hips, he pushed her panties to the side and thrust his cock into her hard and fast. Gasps of shock soon became moans of pleasure as his dick slammed in and out of her for all of Westwood to witness. “Oh my motherfucking god!” Catherine exclaimed. “Fuck me! Ram your cock in me you dirty son of a bitch!”

		Nurse Nora, also affected by the Simcox-9, tore her clothes off and was in the process of helping others out of theirs when three big black men descended on her like vultures – taking her to the ground and filling pussy, ass and mouth.

		Back at Channel Seventeen studios, anchorman Ethan Baker got up from his seat, walked up behind fellow anchor Karen Lane and pushed her onto the news desk. He had no idea what was going on at Westwood Park, but he had been dying to get in Karen’s pants ever since she started three years ago and fully intended to take advantage of the situation. Turning her over onto her back, he yanked her skirt and panties off and tore her blouse open as she stared up at him in stunned fear.

		“Have you lost your damn mind?” Karen shrieked. “Get off of me you crazy bastard!” Cameras still rolling, Ethan fucked his cock into Karen’s tight pussy and nearly blew his load after only a few thrusts. Weatherman Wayne Drake, also craving a piece of Miss Lane’s stunning body, left the weather map – taking his cock out as he approached the news desk. Grabbing Karen by the shoulders, he tugged her down and pushing into her gaping mouth – all eight inches going down her throat.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		Westwood descended into a town of perverts, Maxwell Gibbons drove to his Thorton Hill Mansion and hurried down into his monitoring studio where more than a hundred screens covered every inch of the huge rooms’ four walls. Tapped into the town’s CCTV network, he watched his dream come to fruition. Taking out his cock, he began jerking off while switching between cameras.

		He watched as women were gang banged and men took their first dicks up the ass in down the throat – begging for it despite any previous disdain for homosexuality. He saw a group of eight men surround three kneeling women. When the men pissed into the open mouths of the women, he nearly shot his load, but site of Piper blue bent over a picnic table with arms handcuffed behind her back as a man pounded a fist up her ass while a beautiful police officer swatted her back with a rubber spatula in one hand and a wooden spoon in the other caught his attention.

		On another monitor he saw a seven woman daisy-chain and on another he witnessed a woman being swatted from shoulders to knees by three belt-wielding men – long, wicked red welts forming all over her trembling body.

		The rain of Simcox-9 not limited to just the park thanks to winds blowing it in every direction, Maxwell was somewhat saddened to see twenty year old Martha Jennings – a known prude and virgin, taking it in her pussy and ass while licking another woman to orgasm. It had been another dream of his to be the one to break her in, but alas he waited too long to act and the honor of breaking the biggest bitch in town went to another.

		Along Buchtel Avenue vehicles were stopped – almost appearing as one continuous wreck. Women were down on their hands and knees – hot asphalt burning their flesh, bent over hoods and trunks and braced against guardrails as men took them from both ends. In front of the police station a wholly different scene was taking place. Strung up spread eagle, nine naked women were being punished by cops wielding canes, floggers, paddles and riding crops collected as evidence from a bdsm case gone horrible wrong two years ago when a man claiming knowledge in the lifestyle luring unsuspecting women into his home dungeon.

		Maxwell watched, lips curled into an entitled smirk as nearly the entire town descended into sexual perversion – his grand masterplan of creating a society of deviants now at hand. “One phase down, three more to go,” he smugly said to himself as he watched two young women fisting themselves as a large group of men pissed all over their bodies.

		As afternoon turned to evening and the uninhibited sex went unabated, even those not affected by Simcox-9 went out to see what was going on. Many sought only answers, but were dragged into the chaos nonetheless. Others, seeing this as their one and only chance to live out their wildest fantasies without being judged by the rest of the town, practically sprinted towards the nearest group and joined in.
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		Making another pass with his private plane shortly after nine – the town-wide orgy still going strong, Maxwell hit the clouds only minutes before the storm set in. Simcox-9, mixed with heavy rain and winds fell upon all corners of Westwood causing those still engaged in sex to keep going, and those caught in it for the first time to succumb to their deepest, darkest perversions.

		Thirty-three year old bank manager Serena Fuller jumped the fence onto Gregory Hostetler’s farm and made her way towards the barn where she saw the man of fifty enter only minutes ago with about twenty other men and five women. Not bothering to be sneaky about it, she entered the long structure to see the men strapping the women to Saint Andrews crosses. Walking up to Gregory, she dropped onto her knees and took his cock into her mouth – something she had been dreaming about ever since the handsome man started coming into the bank more than three years ago.

		“Mmmm, dear lord woman!” Gregory moaned, looking down to see his favorite bank manager. “As much as I want to use you as my personal fucktoy, you really don’t want to be here tonight.”

		“Use me!” Serena purred. “Please don’t make me leave. I’ve wanted you to fuck me from the first day I saw you.”

		“I don’t want to hurt you, Serena.”

		“Do whatever you want to me. Use me. Fuck me. Hurt me! I don’t care as long as it means feeling this fat cock filling my pussy! What are you doing with those women anyways? Are you telling me you’ll fuck them but not me?”

		“We’re going to cane them, flog them and gang bang them until they can’t walk straight for a week. And then when we’re done we’re going to mark them as the cock hungry whores that they are.”

		“Mark? What do you mean by that?”

		“Do you really want to know?”

		“Yes.”

		“Fine, but the next time I see you at the bank I don’t want to hear a word of complaint out of your pretty little mouth. Get on your feet and go to the empty Saint Andrews there on the end.”

		Serena did as she was commanded, her knees weak with excitement as she was tightly strapped in place. And then she watched as Gregory and the other men walked to the far end of the barn. And while the former grabbed what looked like a hot brazier with several metal rods sticking out of it, the latter picked up paddle, cane, flogger and whip.

		Rolling the brazier in front of Serena, Gregory started by tearing her clothes off – not bothering to be gentle as he discarded them to the floor. Next, he put on a thick, heat-resistant glove and pulled one of the metal rods from the hot coals – the tip glowing red hot. With a wicked grin, he pressed it into the tender flesh of Serena’s pussy mound and laughed as she let out a blood-curdling scream of agony. When he removed it several seconds later he could clearly see the words WORTHLESS WHORE forever seared into her skin.

		While Serena still wailed and thrashed about in a desperate attempt to free herself from the torment and pain, Gregory plucked another branding iron from the coals and pressed it into her left breast. “OH GOD PLEASE STOP!” she screamed as PRINCESS FUCKBUCKET was branded into her flesh. “Why are you doing this to me?”

		“You asked for it,” Gregory smirked. “Did you, or did you not tell me to use you, fuck you and hurt you? Well, this is what we had planned for these stupid cunts and since you wouldn’t go away as I suggested, you’re in for a long night of pain and suffering. Feel free to scream your pretty little head off darling. With the state of the town I seriously doubt anyone is coming to your rescue.”

		While Serena was branded next on her right breast with CUMSLUT, the other men laid into the bound women – not holding back as they let paddle, cane, flogger and whip fall wherever their aim took them. Giving her a moment’s respite from the agony of being branded, Gregory went to the cabinet and fetched everything he would need to do a bit of piercing.

		Returning to Serena, Gregory put on a pair of blue nitrile gloves, cleaned her left nipple with an alcohol wipe and then quickly jabbed a needle through. The right was next, followed by her belly button, clitoral hood, and five tunnels down each outer labia which he locked shut with rings crimped together. With her pussy now un-fuckable, he placed rings in her hood, belly button and nipples.

		With the piercing done, Gregory grabbed yet another branding iron and pressed it against Serena’s left hip. It was followed by another to her right hip, left ass cheek, right ass cheek, back right shoulder and back left shoulder – each more humiliating and degrading than the last. When he was done, he removed the leather straps binding her to the Saint Andrews and watched her fall to the barn floor weeping.

		Two men moved in, taking Serena up the ass and down the throat – choking off any further whining she cared to do as her first gang bang got started. Despite the overwhelming agony she was in, she could not bring herself to leave as the pleasure of taking two large dicks at the same time took root thanks to Simcox-9.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		With the rest of the women thoroughly covered in wicked red and purple welts, the men released them from their bonds and took them pussy, ass and mouth before they had time to complain. But that did not prevent Gregory from taking the branding iron to them whenever he saw an exposed breast, hip or ass cheek – the men holding them from getting away while marked as everything from worthless whores to slutty cum buckets.

		Nipples, hoods, belly buttons and labia were all pierced as well, but turnabout was fair play and one by one, the women bound the men and pierced them in return – a few daring to brave the branding iron as they pressed it onto hip, ass, back, chest and belly to pay the men back for what was done to them. And through it all the torturous orgy continued unabated – none of them capable of bringing themselves to leave.

		

	
		4

		

		Across town Mayor Joan Sutton stared down at the sleeping form of her step-son Allen. Still wet from the rain, her pussy tingling with excitement at the mere thought of what she was about to do. Locking one end of a pair of leather cuffs to the four bedposts, she carefully secured the other ends to his ankles and wrists – managing to do it without rousing him from his deep slumber. But when the gag went into his mouth, Allen’s eyes shot open and he stared up at his step-mother in shocked surprise as climbed between his legs and took his cock into her mouth.

		Yanking and thrashing about like a madman, the cuffs held and his dick stiffened under Joan’s skillful ministrations. “Calm down,” she purred “I’m not going to hurt you. I just want to get you nice and hard so you can empty your load into me. Will you do that for me son? Will you breed me like a fucking animal?” Leaning down, her rain and Simcox-9 covered body pressing against his – her wet hair dripping the potent aphrodisiac onto his face, she slathered him with kisses as she made her way back down to his dick – sucking his balls into her mouth before once again straddling his cock and lowering herself onto it.

		“W-What in the fuck are you doing?” Allen asked his step-mother after managing to push the ball gag out of his mouth. “Stop fucking me! Have you lost your damn mind? Uhn…uuhhnnn! Fucking hell you’ve got a tight pussy,” he added without knowing why he was saying such taboo things. “Oh god, I didn’t mean to say that! Please stop before someone walks in on us! Pl-Please.” But his hips bucked even faster and harder as his step-mother’s pussy clenched tighter.

		“Stop pretending as if you don’t like it,” Joan purred. “If you hated it so much you wouldn’t be doing the fucking now would you? Now tell me how much you love me. Tell me you want to knock me up with your bastard babies you mother fucking son of a bitch! And when you’re done impregnating me you can go breed your slutty step-sister,” Joan moaned as she rode her step-son’s cock. “YEAH! Uhn…uhn…oh god! She’s going to love your dick!”

		“I-Isn’t…isn’t Connie still a virgin?” Allen asked – his dick throbbing at the thought of knocking up his eighteen year old step-sister.

		“So what! It’s about time she lost it don’t you think?”

		“Untie me.”

		“So that you can get away before filling me with your load? I don’t think so. I want you to breed me and dammit you’re going to breed me!”

		“Untie me so I can fuck you like the bitch that you are,” Allen replied.

		“Honestly? You won’t stop fucking me?”

		“Never. We’ve already done the damn deed and there’s no going back now.”

		“And you’ll fuck Connie as well?”

		“Absolutely. Now untie me so I can fuck you properly.”

		Hesitating for only a moment, Joan dismounted her step-son’s cock and unbuckled the leather cuffs binding him to his bed. He grabbed her around the waist, flipped her onto her hands and knees and took her from behind. After about a dozen thrusts of his hips, however, the pressure became too much and he exploded deep inside of her. Fueled by hormones and Simcox-9, his dick remained hard. Pulling out of his step-mother’s semen-filled cunt, he placed the head of his dick against her asshole and then rammed it in.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		Her pussy tingling like never before, Connie Sutter entered the house to hear the loud moans and groans of a couple having sex without caring who heard it. Recognizing the voices, but not connecting the dots, she walked through the house towards the sounds. Opening the door to her step-brother’s room, her gasped was drowned out in her mother’s moans. The Simcox-9 absorbed through the skin taking full effect, her hand went down her shorts to her clit. Rubbing furiously, she bit her lower lip in an attempt to remain as quiet as possible.

		Overcome with excitement as watching her step-brother going to town on her mother, Connie slipped out of her clothes and tip-toed into the bedroom. “How about giving me some of that,” she said, startling the two lovers on the bed. Allen spun around, his cock pulling out of his step-mother’s ass. Connie wrapped her fingers around it – marveling at the touch of her first dick and how it felt both hard and soft at the same time. Leaning over, she took the head of it into her mouth.

		“Well, you two have fun,” Joan smiled. “I’ll just get out of here so the two of you can be alone.”

		As Joan hopped off of the bed and left her step-son’s bedroom, Allen grabbed his step-sister by the waist and lifted her up onto the bed, placing her on her hands and knees before gently pushing her head down into the pillow. Rubbing his cock along her slit, he eased the head in and then thrust with all his might – tearing through the thin skin that was her virginity.

		“N-Not…uhn…aahhh fuck! P-Please go s-slower,” Connie pleaded.

		“Fuck that shit!” Allen huffed. “I’m going to fuck the hell out of you day and night from now on until you’re knocked up with my baby! Do you understand me, you cock-teasing slut?” Raising his hand, he brought it down hard on his step-sister’s ass and grinning as she squealed. “Answer me, whore!” WHACK! His hand landed again. WHACK! He struck a third time – his cock twitching from the thrill of spanking her. “SAY IT! Tell me you want my babies! Admit you’re a fucking breeding cow just like your whore of a mother!” WHACK! WHACK!

		“Aahhgghhh! No! I…uhn…uhn…I’m not…oohhhh shit that feel good!”

		WHACK! “Say it or I’ll stop fucking you.” WHACK!

		“ALRIGHT! Alright,” Connie caved in. “I’m a fucking breeding cow like my whore mother! Just please stop spanking my ass!”

		“And you want my babies?”

		“Yes!”

		“Then say it.” WHACK!

		“I want your babies! Fuck your load into my pussy! Knock me up! Impregnate me like your god damned whore!” Clutching the blankets and sheets in her hand, her face buried in the pillow, Connie had her first ever orgasm at the same time her step-brother filled her with her first loaf of semen.

		Rolling them onto their sides, Allen held his step-sister close – his dick still buried in her tightly clenching pussy. “I love you so fucking much,” he said kissing the back of her neck.

		“I love you too,” Connie replied. “And when you can get it up again you can fuck me anytime you want.”

		“You mean it?”

		“Hell yes. I never imagined in a million years sex could, or would feel like that. Feeling his dick twitching back to life, Connie worked her hips back and forth along its length, making sure not to go so fast she pulled off of it. After a few minutes and him still not growing hard, she looked back over her shoulder. “What’s the matter, can’t get it up?”

		“I’ve already fucked back to back loads in you and your mother so, no, I can’t get it up right now,” Allen replied. “But give me a couple of hours and I’ll screw your damn brains out.” Letting his dick slide free of his step-sister’s pussy, he held her close and tight and fell asleep.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		Waking early in the morning, his arm draped over his step-sisters side, hand gently groping a breast and hard cock pressed between her legs, Allen’s eyes shot open and he backed away so quickly he fell off the bed and hit the floor. “OH GOD! What have I done?” he gasped.

		“You fucked my brains out like promised,” Connie replied, rolling over as she stretched away the last vestiges of sleep. “Why are you on the floor?”

		“WE HAD SEX! Oh fuck! That means…that means that I also…”

		“Yeah, you screwed mom as well. Why don’t you get back in bed and fuck another load into me before she comes and gets you?”

		“What? No fucking way! I don’t know what came over me last night but…”

		“But nothing! You popped my cherry and promised to breed me like my whore mother and that’s exactly what you’re going to do. Now get your ass back up here and take me.”

		“Are you out of your mind? We can’t have sex, we’re related!”

		“Um, no we’re not. Same father, different mother. That means we can have all the sex we want and there are no laws to forbid it.”

		“That still doesn’t make it right dammit!”

		“What the fuck, Allen? You were more than happy to use mom and me last night, what’s the problem now? I want you to fuck me. I’m asking you to get up here and fill my pussy. You can even spank me again. I kind of really liked that.”

		The bedroom door opened and Joan poked her head in. “Hey you two. Seeing as how you’re both naked can I assume last night really happened and it wasn’t all some crazy dream?”

		“Yeah. I came home to see Allen fucking you up the ass and then he took my virginity. I’m trying to get him to come to bed and do it again, but he’s acting al uptight about it now. Will you please tell him that it’s okay if he fucks his baby into me?”

		“I don’t know what in the hell happened last night, and I don’t even want to know,” Joan started.

		“See, even she knows what we did was wrong!” Allen said pointing to his step-mother.”

		“Let me finish,” Joan sighed. “I don’t know what came over us, but the damage is done and there’s no turning back now. If the two of you want to have sex then you have my blessing to do it to your heart’s content, but you must show some discretion. If anyone outside of this house ever found out it’ll be the end of my career.”

		“WHAT!? Are you serious?” Allen exclaimed. “You’re really standing there giving me permission to have sex with and breed my step-sister?”

		“Yes. And if I’m not mistaken, you also promised to breed my whore ass as well. I’m old and don’t have many years of breeding left, but you can use me for as long as you want.”

		“Holy hell, I can’t believe this is happening.”

		“Believe it,” Connie grinned. “And then get your sexy ass up here and take me.”
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		All across town, the citizens of Westwood were waking from the wildest day of sex any of them could imagine while Maxwell Gibbons prepared to put phase two of his plan into effect. Tuning in to channel seventeen, he grinned when he saw the nervousness now shared between News anchors Karen Lane and Ethan Baker.

		“Ladies and gentlemen,” Karen said looking red-faced into the camera “We’re not entirely certain what took place yesterday, but for a period of about eighteen hours the entire city fell into debauchery the likes of which I don’t think have ever been seen before. Reports are coming in by the hundreds of, and please excuse my frank language here, but there have been numerous reports of bizarre sexual perversion ranging from golden showers and gang bangs to fisting and torture.”

		“Yeah, you did a gang bang of your own last night. And if I’m not mistaken the whole studio got a piece of your sexy ass,” Ethan smirked. “What do you saw we give them an encore?” Getting up from his chair, he shoved his co-host over the desk and slammed into her while the cameras were rolling. Karen protested weakly, but gave in to his thrusting cock and began pushing back onto it.

		Across town, Piper Blue found herself in a likewise position with three men taking her at the same time, while around her the festival-goers either engaged in sex, or slunk off in humiliation. Unable to find her clothes, or anything useful to wear for that matter, Nora jogged out of the park and towards her Master’s home – passing scene after scene of sex. Joined by two lanky black men, she soon found herself down on all fours as they fuck their cocks into pussy and ass.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		Picking up the phone, Maxwell called his good friend General Dylan Foster to report what he considered a national emergency. After sitting on hold listening to outdated elevator music, he finally heard someone pick up.

		“Hey Max,” Dylan answered the phone. “Sorry it took so long getting to you I was in a meeting.”

		“No problem. Have you heard what’s been going on in Westwood?”

		“That’s what the meeting was about. You didn’t hear this from me, but General Ward’s niece was in Westwood visiting friends when the chit hit the fan. You also didn’t hear this from me, but we’ll be sending troops and equipment out by the end of the day to quarantine the town. No one is to enter or leave until we get to the bottom of this.”

		Perfect, Maxwell thought as events were unfolding according to plan. “You’ve got to do what you’ve got to do. I’m no expert, but I think it might’ve been something in the rain.”

		“Oh? And what makes you say that?”

		“Well, it didn’t get crazy here until is started raining yesterday. And what other explanation could there be for an entire town to, well, to put on an orgy of such magnitudes? Besides, nearly four thousand residents were at the annual Westwood Festival at the park when it happened and from what I’ve seen on CCTV that’s the biggest concentration of activities. You wouldn’t believe it, Dylan. It’s like the entire town lost its collective mind and couldn’t stop from engaging in every form of sex known to man. You have full access to the CCTV recordings of course.”

		“We’ll get copies once we have men in the area. For now, stay put and do not try to leave town. An announcement will be read shortly informing everyone to do the same.”

		“I’m not going anywhere. Luckily I was inside when all of this took place so I wasn’t effected, but from what I’m seeing on CCTV, whatever caused it still has a hold on most of them. They are going at it like rabbits all across town. If I were a younger man I might just be tempted to join them.”

		“Ha! Don’t tell me you haven’t taken advantage of the situation. I know you better than that, Max.”

		“Check the footage. You won’t find me anywhere on it. As I said, I was at home the entire time.”

		“Well, between you and me, you missed the ball on this one old friend. Also, you’re forty-three. If that makes you old then what the hell does that make me?”

		“Ancient,” Maxwell laughed. Get your people here as quickly as possible because there’s no telling if this is contagious or likely to spread. I’ll be locked in the house in case things get worse.”

		∞ ∞ ∞

		It was the same across every channel broadcasting throughout Westwood. Regular programming was interrupted by an emergency press conference. Those conscious, and lucky enough to make it home after nearly a full day of sex tuned in as General Dylan Foster took the podium. On his CCTV monitors, Maxwell could see troops and military vehicles blocking off all roads in and out of town.

		“I wish I could say good afternoon, but considering what has been happening in your fair town the last twenty-four hours, that is not the case. Reports pertaining to bizarre sexual activities have come in by the dozens and after holding an emergency meeting this morning, for the good of all we’re placing the town of Westwood under quarantine until such a time as we can determine the cause of the strange activities, any lasting effects and to come up with a cure should it be contagious.

		“The troops are already moving in to block off all roads leading in and out of Westwood and perimeter barricades will be erected over the next few days. Anyone attempting to leave the quarantine zone will be taken into custody and charged with attempting to spread an unknown and potentially harmful contagion. I’ll take a few questions now,” he said to the small audience of pre-selected journalists.

		“The government was swift to act. Is this another conspiracy to test chemicals on the unsuspecting citizens of this nation?” asked Judith Knight of Rockwell’s channel nine news.

		“Absolutely not. As I stated, we got several reports of strange activities occurring in Westwood. We know as much about what’s going on as the rest of you.”

		“So, the citizens of Westwood, most of which were involved in, and I am quoting directly from Karen Lane here: ‘an orgy of epic proportions’ end quote, had the presence of mind to call the US military to report the problem?”

		“From what we’ve been able to piece together not everyone was affected and several men and women not only called us, but the local police department. But the police were indisposed and so we were contacted.”

		“Is this viral or bacterial in nature? What are the health implications?” asked Gabriel Newton of Rockwell’s channel eleven.

		“We won’t be able to determine that until the CDC arrives and are able to obtain samples,” General Foster answered.

		“Is it really true the entire town performed the sexual acts being reported?” asked Rose Armstrong of the Metro Chronicle. “We’re hearing all manner of debauchery taking place. What can you confirm?”

		“As I have not been into Westwood I can neither confirm nor deny anything at this point. But as you all know, Westwood is wired with more than a thousand CCTV cameras which we will be viewing and keeping a close eye on during the quarantine.”

		“What is the government going to do with a thousand recordings of sexual perversion?” Judith Knight asked.

		“Nothing nefarious I can assure you. Once the footage has been view by professionals it will be destroyed to protect those involved.”

		“Protect those involved? Almost the entire population participated in a town wide orgy, I don’t see how you’re going to protect them from that unless those involved have no memories of what they’ve done. Is that the case?”

		“We do not have enough information at this time to answer that question. I’m sorry folks, that’ll have to be enough questions for now. When we know more about what’s going on we’ll hold another press conference.”
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		Dressed in hazmat suits, the CDC, accompanied by armed military personnel, entered the town of Westwood. First, they spent nearly a week questioning the citizens and collecting blood, saliva and urine samples. They also tested the water and food supplies. And then they spent another three weeks pouring over CCTV footage from the days leading up to the incident, the incident itself and then the days after while samples were shipped off to be examined. In the meantime, Maxwell Gibbons prepared for phase two of his plan.

		With samples already taken, Maxwell put on a pair of latex gloves, turned on the laptop purchased with cash for this very reason and opened the only program on it besides the operating system. Setting a timer of twelve hours, he hit enter, closed the machine down and then proceeded to dismantle and destroy it by grinding it to dust in his garage workshop. When the last of the parts was swept off the floor and tossed in the trash, he returned to the house where Nora knelt in waiting.

		“It’s done, my pet. I’m one step closer to turning this entire town into mindless slaves to their own desires. So, how did you enjoy your night of perversion?”

		“I loved it, Master. I’m still curious how you managed to pull it off and how you plan on getting away with it. What if they track it back to you?”

		“There are only two people who know the truth and they’re both in this room right now. So, if word gets out and they come asking questions I’ll know you talked and you know what’ll happen.”

		“I’ll never say a word, Master. After everything you’ve done for me and my family I’d never do anything to cause you trouble,” Nora said, recalling how Maxwell paid for nearly five years of cancer treatment for her ailing mother, while also paying off their nearly four hundred thousand dollar mortgage, putting her through college and offering her a job at his clinic upon graduation. “I swore to serve as your faithful pet for as long as you wanted me and that’s exactly what I will do, Master.”

		“And you’ve been a woman of your word and a very good pet.”

		“Thank you Master. So, I take it you’re not going to tell me anything of your plan?”

		“No, and frankly I am a bit curious as to why you keep asking about it. What aren’t you telling me, my pet?”

		“Nothing Master. I’m just curious how you’re managing to pull it off without being implicated.

		“Simply put, I’m very good at what I do, my pet. And I will hear no more of it from you.”

		“Yes Master. I’m sorry I spoke out of turn.”

		“I’ll be at the office all day. You are to remain home. I don’t want you going out for any reason today. Do you understand, my pet?”

		“Yes Master.”

		∞ ∞ ∞

		Watching her Master driving down the road via the CCTV monitors, Nora waited until seeing him get out of his car and walk into the clinic before running to her room, getting dressed and heading out. Following a very specific and well planned route that avoided any and all cameras, she made her way to the outskirts of town – stopping short of the stone barricade.

		“HALT!” Sargent Heathcliff shouted. “You are not permitted to leave town until the quarantine is over. Go back or you’ll be arrested.”

		“Arrest me then. I know what’s going on and who’s responsible so take me to whomever is in charge so I can tell them.”

		“Remain where you’re at and wait for a hazmat suit.”

		“It’s not a contagion and there’s absolutely no risk of infection. Well, that’s not entirely true, but unless you’re planning to drink my blood there’s no chance you’re going to go out of your mind and perform acts of sexual perversion.”

		“Just remain where you are and wait for a hazmat suit.”

		“Hurry it up! I’m on a schedule her and if my Master discovers I’m not at home, well, I don’t even want to think about what he’ll do to me.”

		“Your master?”

		“Nevermind. Just get me a damn suit and take me to whomever is in charge!”

		Seven minutes later, Nora was finally zipped up in a hazmat suit and being led out of town towards a large trailer which served as General Foster’s headquarters. “Pardon the interruption Sir, the Sargent saluted “this is the woman I told you about.”

		“Please, come in and take a seat.” Nora entered the trailer and sat across from the General, her heart thumping in her chest as the blood raced through her veins. “What is your name?”

		“My name is Nora Conrad.”

		“Please forgive me if I dispense with the pleasantries, but Sargent Mathers tells me you have information pertaining to the situation in Westwood?”

		“Yes Sir.”

		“Then by all means fill me in.”

		“Before I say another word on it I have a few demands.”

		“Look, if you know what’s going on then you have an obligation to tell me and the longer you refuse, the more danger you’re putting Westwood in.”

		“No, you look, I know exactly what’s going on, who’s responsible for doing it, why they’re doing it and where to look and I’m not saying a damn thing until every one of my demands are met. And before you take me for an idiot, I’ll check to make sure and I want it in writing.”

		“What are your demands?” General Foster asked through clenched teeth.

		“First, I want immunity from this entire ordeal despite having nothing to do with it. Second, I want my mother moved to a safe and secure hospital and all of her cancer treatments and medical bills paid for life. If you can do that I’ll tell you everything I know.”

		“It will take some time.”

		“I’m not going anywhere. And if you’re thinking of hauling me off to some hidden location and torturing the truth out of me know that I’m a well-trained sex slave with an incredibly high pain threshold.”

		“We’re not in the business of torture, Mrs. Conrad.”

		“Miss. I’m not married. Time’s ticking, General.”

		“What hospital is your mother in and what is her name?”

		“I’ll tell you that once I see something in writing and witnessed by at least three others. Sorry General, but I will not risk my mother’s health and well-being on a verbal agreement.”

		“Very well, but if the information you give does not pan out you will be arrested and prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law for hindering a military investigation.”

		“Except the military has no jurisdiction to arrest the general population. Now get to writing or I’m going home.”

		Forty minutes later, General Foster handed Nora the written agreement. She read through it three times, pointed out parts she knew he was trying to get one over on her and made him correct it. Finally, hanging up the phone after talking to her mother, she signed it in the presence of the general, two of his men and two CDC doctors.

		“I’ve held up my end of the deal,” said General Foster. “Now it’s your turn.”

		“Thank you General Foster. Westwood has been, and I use this for lack of a better word, infected with a potent aphrodisiac known as Simcox nine which was developed by Dr. Maxwell Gibbons.”

		“Excuse me? Did you say Maxwell Gibbons?”

		“Yes, why?”

		“I know Maxwell very well and there’s no way he’s responsible for whatever is going on in Westwood.”

		“Wanna bet? Trust me, I know him a whole hell of a lot better than you do.”

		“I highly doubt that. We go back longer than you’ve been alive. And…”

		“And I’m his trained sex slave and work in his clinic. I was part of the testing of Simcox nine and was there when he began human trials. I also have copies of the video to prove it. I don’t know this for sure, but I’m convinced he used the rain to infect as many people as possible during our annual festival. How he did it I don’t know, but I do know that he took his private plane out at least twice coinciding with rain.”

		“How is this aphrodisiac spread? How is it absorbed into the blood?” asked Dr. Kyle Brahms.

		“It can be ingested, by inhaler for the fastest results, or absorbed through the skin. I think the reason it spread so quickly is because it was in the rain itself. If someone coated in Simcox nine comes into close contact with someone who isn’t, both will be affected.”

		“How long does it remain in the system?”

		“It varies by the amount absorbed or ingested, but in all test cases the effects wear off within forty-eight hours.”

		“How was it developed and why does it not show up in any of the collected samples?”

		“It was developed to mimic natural hormones. What it’s made of exactly I don’t know. Maxwell keeps that to himself.”

		“Why?” asked General Foster. “Why would he do something like this? Why would he risk his reputation on such a foolish endeavor?”

		“Because he’s a fucking lunatic,” Nora answered. “He has this wild dream of turning the entirety of Westwood into sexual perverts and if he is permitted to continue, he’ll get his way. Phase one is complete and phase two is in the works. And before you ask, all I know is there are three phases to his plan and if all three come to fruition all of Westwood will permanently succumb to their deepest, darkest desires without regard for what they are doing. If he completes his plan nothing short of some serious brainwashing, reprogramming and I have no idea what drugs will bring them out of it. He must be stopped.”

		“And why are you coming forward now? Why not inform the authorities before he started?”

		“Because Maxwell has been taking care of my family and me and I was not willing to risk her dying. Also, this was the first chance I’ve had to be alone in months. And if he discovers I had anything to do with informing you he would have cut off funding to my mother and punished me severely. Look, while we’re sitting here wasting time, he’s busy putting his plan in motion. Storm his labs and his home. I’ll give you the codes to access his hidden rooms and you’ll find samples of Simcox nine within. And to make sure he doesn’t suspect anything, I’ll lead one or two of you to his house to avoid the CCTV cameras which he has full access to. And to avoid suspicion we’ll have to go in without these damn hazmat suits. You won’t need them.” As if to prove her point, she stood up and unzipped the helmet, pulling it off and dropping it to the floor. “Trust me, there is absolutely no risk of you being infected.”

		Once out of the bulky suit, Nora waited for two volunteers to step forward. When none did, she pointed to one of the CDC doctors and an army lieutenant. “You two are with me. Come on and follow my every step exactly or you’ll be seen on camera.

		“Sir?” Lieutenant Miller said looking at General Foster.

		“Go.”

		“Yes Sir.”
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		Reaching the house without incident, Nora led the men inside. “Can I get you anything to drink?” she asked.

		“A glass of water would be great,” Dr. Larry Hargrove panted.

		“The same,” Lieutenant Miller replied.

		“Right this way gentlemen.”

		Leading the men into the kitchen, she filled three glasses with ice and filled them from the tap. Gulping down half, she let out an exaggerated sigh and refilled. “Man that really hit the spot.

		With their glasses drained and in the sink, Nora took the doctor and lieutenant down into the basement and to a closed steel door with keypad to the right. “The code is six nine zero nine six.” No sooner were the words out of her mouth then she began feeling flushed. Recognizing the signs, she started to panic. “HURRY UP! Oh god, oh god, fuck me!”

		“Don’t mind if I do,” Doctor Hargrove grinned. “Whoa! Sorry, I didn’t mean to say that.”

		“Yes you did,” Nora said. “We’ve been infected with Simcox nine.”

		“WHAT!? How?”

		“I don’t know, but I know the symptoms and we’re all exhibiting them right now. Hurry up and call your superiors and tell them what happened! Tell them to raid Maxwell’s clinic and labs immediately or this is only going to get worse. DON’T JUST STAND THERE! MAKE THE DAMN CALL!” she screamed even as she tore her shirt and bra off. “He…he must’ve put it in the water.”

		“The water was tested and showed no signs of tampering,” said Dr. Hargrove as he yanked his pants and boxers off.

		“Then the ice!” Nora said dropping onto her knees and taking Larry’s dick into her mouth. After bobbing her head back and forth about two dozen times, she pulled back and looked up at Lieutenant Ken Miller. “M-Make the call before you’re too far gone to do so. Please!” Unable to stop, she once again took Larry’s cock into her mouth.

		Taking out his cell phone even as he began stripping out of his clothes, Ken quickly dialed General Foster. “I don’t have time to talk Sir. We’ve been compromised and I can feel the aphrodisiac taking hold. Nora said to raid his labs and clinic. I’m sorry Sir, but it isn’t…I can’t…” Dropping the phone on the concrete floor, he stepped out of his boxers, raised Nora’s ass and pushed into her pussy.

		Drawing on a hidden reserve of resolve, Nora got to her feet, reluctantly allowing the cocks to fall from mouth and pussy. Going to the sealed door, she punched the code into the keypad. The door unlocked and she slid it open. “THERE!” she said pointing into the room. “Take the proof before you do something…some…oh god, I need your dicks in me!” Dropping onto her hands and knees, she allowed the men to take her from both ends.

		∞ ∞ ∞

		Across town, Connie sat in the bathroom staring down at the double pink lines on the applicator moving around in her trembling hand. Getting to her feet, she placed it on the vanity next to the other three. Pulling her panties and pants up, she washed her hands, walked out into the living room where her mother and step-brother sat watching TV. “I’m pregnant,” she stated flatly.

		“THAT”S WONDERFUL NEWS!” Joan exclaimed. “Are you sure?”

		“I took four tests and they were all positive. I’m pregnant and Allen is the father.”

		“Congratulations sweetie. You’re now on your way to being a breeding cow. That being said, now that you’re with child, I want him all to myself until he knocks me up.”

		“Like hell,” Allen replied. “I’m not going to stop fucking either of you.”

		“You don’t have to stop completely. Just dump your load in me until I’m pregnant. Then you can go back to doing us both. I’m not getting any younger so I’d rather be impregnated sooner rather than later.”

		“It’s okay,” Connie said. “I think I need a break from all the sex anyways. I’ve got at least twenty years of breeding ahead of me so go ahead and breed mom.”

		“You telling me you want me to breed you for the next twenty years?” Allen said in disbelief.

		“That’s not what I meant, but yeah. We can talk about it later. Right now I need some time alone to think about all of this and how it’s going to affect my life going forward.”

		∞ ∞ ∞

		Dressed in hazmat suits despite Nora’s brazen display, General Foster led one team of men to Dr. Maxwell Gibbons’ clinic while Major Henry Alexander led another to Maxwell’s labs. Guns out, they stormed the buildings – ordering everyone to the floor as they went room by room securing them all. Unfortunately, Maxwell was nowhere to be found at either location. Seeing the men coming from miles away and knowing something was wrong, he enacted phase three of his plan by typing some information into another laptop he planned on disposing and setting a forty-eight hour timer.

		Using an escape tunnel built into the clinic when it was first constructed, he took to the sewers – taking a carefully planned route under Westwood and in the direction of Rockwell where he could use a vehicle not registered to him to go into hiding until he could get himself out of the country. Forty-eight hours motherfuckers, he thought as he traversed the horrendously smelly sewer tunnels. Two days and you’re trapped. Simcox nine will take root and it’ll be Sodom and Gomorrah reborn. And not a single one of you can evade it for long. You’ll be drinking it, bathing in it, you’ll have so much of it in your systems you’ll perform any and all sexual perversions without reservation. “God damn I’m a genius,” he arrogantly proclaimed as across Westwood, the citizens unwittingly played into his hands.

		

	OEBPS/Images/image-P6TK8Z4J.jpg





