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Creating a Monster


“He’s an impressive specimen.” General Michael Hein said, looking at the nude image of a dark-skinned soldier on the monitor. The image showed a lean, muscular man with close cropped hair. The name on the readout read Samus Brown. He made note of the large, flaccid penis between the man’s strong thighs on the display. “I guess you need that to get past them fat, black asses, huh?” He laughed at his own off-color joke. “Just slap the cheek and ride the wave in, right doc?”

“Yes, General, very witty.” The portly scientist agreed perfunctorily. Dr. Ivan Schmidt, triple-PHD research biologist specializing in genetic modification had known the retired General for years, so his racist sense of humor came as no shock. He pressed a key on his computer that signaled the frosted windows to clear revealing the same man, unconscious, laying on a hospital bed with an IV attached to the major vein near his collar-bone. An oxygen mask covered his face, and a panel behind him monitored his respiration, heart activity, and a dozen other parameters. A lightweight sheet covered him from the waist down. To the side, a young, attractive nurse prepared a large needle.

“How about it, Deb? Boy’s hung like a god-damned horse.” Hein said, turning to White House Secretary of Homeland Intelligence Deborah Clarke.

Clarke was a stunning woman in her forties, dressed in a form fitting suit jacket and matching skirt. Her mane of long blonde hair hung down past her shoulders, framing her beautiful visage, and leading the eye to her full cleavage. Devastatingly intelligent, she long-ago realized that, in the right circumstances, she could get as much done with her tits as she could her brain. Revealing some of her large, firm breasts tended to give her an advantage over most men, and many women.

“You’d take this buck for a ride, wouldn’t you?” The former general, attempting to swat the woman’s shapely ass. A move she saw coming and deftly sidestepped.

“I think we both know I don’t take my men black.” She replied with a sneer. Still, her eyes did linger on the substantial bulge between the man’s legs. She chuffed to herself that she’d have to trade in her personal assistant for a larger model. “Still, he’s impressive. Why a black soldier, Doctor? You know what the President specified.”

“He’s the first subject that’s been able to tolerate the injections. It’s not strictly about skin color, but about certain genetic markers in the subject.” Schmidt explained. As originally directed, we tried to find a suitable subject within the Caucasian volunteers. Sadly, the first volunteer expired, the second, well, let’s just say he’s still a mess. But this volunteer is largely tolerating the genetic alterations well with very few side effects.”

“The boner problem.” Hein interjected, snickering.

“Quite, we’re just about to administer the next dosage. Observe for yourself.” Schmidt said, walking towards the window. On the other side, the nurse placed the last of the three needles onto a tray and turned to carry it to the bedside. It was only when she turned around that it was revealed that she was wearing a breathing mask over her mouth and nose.

“Why the breathing apparatus? Is he contagious?” Clarke asked, watching the young woman place the first needle into a port in the IV drip and slowly adding the drug. She found her gaze drawn to the black man’s flaccid, yet still large penis.

“Not exactly.” Schmidt explained. “But associated with the genetic changes, we’ve observed a huge increase in the male’s pheromones. It proved, well, distracting to our technicians.”

“It makes ‘em horny as hell, ain’t that right Doc?” Hein barged back into the conversation. “I still want you to bottle some of that shit for me. Then maybe Debbie wouldn’t keep rebuffin’ my advances.”

“You wish, Mike.” Clarke replied wryly. She turned to look through the thick glass. She noticed a bulge had appeared under the sheet. She had a pretty good idea what was causing it. “Oh my, is that his… You know?”

“Hoo-boy, look at the size of that thing!” Hein exclaimed, laughing.

“Yes, it is unfortunately a side effect of the treatments. The injections stimulate, er, sexually...” The Doctor explained, a little embarrassed.

“Come on Doc, say boner for me!” Hein teased, his face turning pink from laughing.

“Fine.” Schmidt said, frustrated. “It gives him a… boner.”

“That’s quite the boner.” Clarke mused, watching in fascination as the clearly outlined shape a large penis starting to make a tent in the sheet. It was huge, easily six or seven inches long, maybe more. She found herself inhaling deeply at the thought of the huge organ. How would it feel in her hand, or between her legs? She shivered in response. 

The nurse finished injecting the second syringe into the system and positioned the third. She paused, checking his readouts, before slowly depressing the plunger on the third. Under the sheet, the huge cock truly began to harden, lengthening still, supporting the sheet.

“So, it just goes down after a while?” Clarke asked, enthralled by the huge organ as it slowly twitched, rising a little higher each time. 

“On its own? Oh, no, I wish.” Schmidt said, shaking his head. “We have to stimulate it to ejaculation before it goes down. Sometimes several times. We haven’t figured out how to counteract that side effect yet.”

“Stimulate it?” The beautiful blonde asked, a grin on her lips. “You mean like an electronically induced ejaculation?”

“Well, not exactly…” The doctor paused then shrugged in resignation, “But I guess in not so many words. We jerk him off, or rather, she does.”

“This’ll be good.” Hein interjected, eyeing the attractive attendant, who was putting the empty syringes back into a container marked with biohazard stickers.

The young woman then picked up another tray and brought it to the bedside. On it were some towels, a squirt bottle, a clear bottle with a cup-like receptacle on the end, and some sort of a device that looked like a flashlight with a wide front and a long, thick handle.

Pausing, as if to take stock, she adjusted her air supply, gown, and gloves. Then, checking her tray one final time, she pulled the sheet down, uncovering the black soldier down to his knees.

“Holy shit…” Clarke gasped reflexively, her hand covering her mouth. “He’s… Huge…”

Freed from the weight of the sheet, the huge black cock straightened and stood upright before lolling over to sway above the soldier’s flat, muscular belly. The organ was easily seven or eight inches in length, the shaft heavily veined, the cockhead swollen, and drop of moisture glistened on the tip.

Calmly, clinically, the nurse took a measuring tape and laid it along the dark flesh to measure the length, then measuring the base of the organ, halfway up the shaft, and around the engorged glans, then taking a moment, she notated the measurements on a tablet. Then, just as clinically, she took the squirt bottle and squirted a clear liquid onto the big organ. With the other hand, she began to stroke the cock, spreading the liquid over the organ. The shaft was thick enough that her fingers barely surrounded its girth. She stroked it only enough to distribute the lubricant. Moments after letting go, the huge cock twitched and spat a thick stream of white semen onto the soldier’s belly.

After wiping his belly clean of the jism, the nurse took the flashlight-like device from the tray. Holding it up, she gave it a squirt of the lube, revealing that the front of the unit, where the light would normally shine from, was actually made of some kind of synthetic skin shaped like a human vagina. Clarke realized what the nurse intended to do with the instrument. Holding the huge, dark organ in one hand and the device in the other the pretty, young nurse slowly worked the fat cockhead into the artificial vagina. It was a tight fit and the lifelike flesh stretched to accommodate his size.

Deborah couldn’t resist staring as the young woman worked the huge cock into the mock-pussy, the molded labia stretching around the thick shaft. She found herself strangely aroused watching as the pretty nurse started to slide the device up and down the engorged organ, fucking him, milking him for his cum. She shivered.

“I call the device the Vaga-light. I think the name is very catchy.” Schmidt said proudly. Beside him, Hein just rolled his eyes.

The beautiful blonde was oblivious to the interplay, unable to take her concentration from the huge cock as the pretty nurse slowly fucked it with the artificial pussy. The long shaft glistened dark brown from the lubricant, and veins stuck out along its length. The sex organ was rigid, straining, unbelievably stiff. She couldn’t take her eyes off it. It was beautiful.

“Ah, you see, she’s about to bring him to ejaculation.” Schmidt explained jauntily.

In the room, the young nurse slowed her stroking of the impressive cock, concentrating her attention on the tip, with just the cockhead still inserted in the device. Finally, watching as the subject’s balls tightened to the base of his shaft, she pulled the masturbator off his cock. Quickly taking the cock in one hand, she held it while she reached for the clear bottle.

Clarke’s eyes widened at the sight of the flared, engorged glans. She found herself holding her breath, waiting for the cock to explode, no, wanting it to explode.

The slim nurse grabbed a clear bottle from the tray. Holding it at the ready, she began to slowly stroke the long, hard organ with her gloved hand. The man on the bed made no movement, no hint to his arousal other than the turgid organ standing hard from his body. After a few moments, the long shaft began to tense rhythmically, the man’s testicles tightening, the thick cord that ran along the length of the organ swelling. Calmly, methodically, the pretty, young woman placed the cup on the end of the clear bottle over the end of the fat cockhead.

A second later, a thick stream of cum sprayed against the base of the bottle, copious and milky. It was quickly followed by another, even more powerful spray, and another. Clarke, and the others, watched in rapt fascination as the long shaft pulsed, sending stream after thick stream of cum into the bottle. The ejaculation continued for half a minute or more, and the volume barely waned through most of it. By the time the unconscious man was finished, easily a quarter of the bottle was filled.

“Holy shit! Wow! Would’ya look at that!” Heim exclaimed loudly, breaking the shared trance. “Hoo-boy, that boy’s hung like a horse, and he cums one too!”

The nurse let go of the cock. Still hard, it swayed above the man’s belly, a thin drool of cum still flowing from the tip. The woman made note of the markings on the bottle. Pressing a button on intercom, “Length is increased twelve percent, and circumference increased eight percent on average, with the base increasing fifteen percent. Numbers are in the log. Ejaculated volume is sixty-seven mills, an increase of thirty percent. Subject is still engorged, so I’ll attempt another stimulation.” She turned back without conversation and set about preparing a new tray of supplies.

“Sixty…” Deborah began to ask, amazed.

“Yes, sixty-seven milliliters.” Schmidt completed for her.

“Well, what’s that in American?” Hein asked, unable to convert in his head.

“That is about a quarter cup or so of semen.” Schmidt explained.

“Holy shit, that’s gotta be ten times…” Hein mused.

“Almost twenty times average.” Schmidt confirmed clinically. “It’s a side-effect, that and the penile growth.”

“Growth?” Clarke asked, trying to sound uninterested. “I mean, I assumed… Well, because he’s black…”

“Oh, no, no, he was quite average when we started at the beginning of the week. Well, on the large side of average, but still.” Schmidt replied. We are sure that the increase in size is due to the treatment, as is the ejaculatory volume. He has also gained about ten percent body weight in new muscle. That was expected.”

“Holy shit. We need to bottle this, Doc!” The former general exclaimed. “But give it to me first, uh, not that I have any worries in that department.”

“Shall we continue the tour?” Schmidt said, trying to usher them out of the observation lab. Watching his young assistant jerking off the black stud made him feel uncomfortable.

“Yeah, sooner we get this done, sooner we eat.” Hein said, waving at the nurse. “Say, is she single?”

“Mike, she’s got to be twenty-five at the most.” Clarke admonished. “She’s younger than your daughter.”

As they left, Deborah looked back longingly as the nurse began stroking the huge sex organ again. She desperately wanted to stay and watch. But she couldn’t think of an excuse. The powerful woman assuaged her concerns with the knowledge that she’d see him again on the next scheduled tour.


Private Attention


A few minutes ago, Carol Pond made a mistake. She adjusted her face mask, breaking the seal, letting the room air in. She didn’t notice at the time, but Carol Pond had exposed herself to powerful pheromones. Had she been warned of the specific danger, she probably would have been more careful. Schmidt wanted to keep the problems with the program a secret. Regardless, it was too late now, she needed to take a deep breath. 

Making sure to lock the door, and frost the outer windows, the pretty red head pulled off her mask and inhaled deeply. There was no smell to the pheromones she inhaled, but Carol’s body reacted almost immediately. Letting the mask fall to her side, she leaned against the counter, a moan of desire escaping her lips.

“Holy shit…Fuck!” She whispered as a wave of euphoria and pleasure washed over her. She couldn’t help but smile. It felt so good, like when her girlfriend licked her way down Carol’s toned stomach, between her thighs, and over her wet pussy. It took her a moment to realize that she truly was becoming wet. “Oh wow…”

Pulling off her gloves, she brushed back her hair. She was breathing heavily, her body aching with need. She cupped her breasts, feeling her excited nipples against the lace of her bra. Kerri liked to tease her by pulling the lacy edge of her bra over her hard nipples, it drove Carol nuts. Confused by her state, head spinning with lust, she turned around to lean against the work table. She closed her eyes and tried to take stock of the situation, thinking, What is happening to me? Why am I so high, and how can I be this horny? God, I feel amazing.

When she opened her eyes, they were immediately drawn to the big, black cock still standing hard on the unresponsive man. Unable to look away, Carol licked her lips. She knew she shouldn’t do it. It was a breach of protocol, hell, it was a breach of medical ethics. But she couldn’t resist, the need was too compelling, it was overriding her conscious control.

What am I doing? She thought to herself as she stepped closer to her patient, her eyes never leaving the long, glistening cock. As if to entice her, the shaft tensed, the head flaring as a drool of pre-cum flowed from the tip onto his belly. Carol let out a throaty purr of desire. Where did that come from? She wondered as she was drawn ever closer. She inhaled deeply, a clean masculine smell seemed to come from the muscular man. It made her shiver with arousal.

The dark sex organ pumped out another thick gush of pre-cum, some of which flowed onto his belly, the rest slowly drooling down the hard shaft. I swear it’s bigger than when I milked him a few minutes ago. She thought, the clinical side of her brain always observing, always questioning. Unable to stop herself, she reached up with her left hand to the stiff organ. The young nurse needed to touch it. She had to feel it, skin on skin. Instinctively, she grasped it, her delicate fingers encircling the hot, firm flesh. She felt the warm, slippery pre-cum slide through her fingers as she tightened her grip. It felt so warm, hard, and manly.

Oh, God you’re fucking big. Carol may be a lesbian, but she’d handled a few erections in her time. This one was definitely on the upper end of the scale. She slid her hand along the length of the dark shaft, marveling at the veins as they stood in hard relief along its length. Then her fingers slid over the fat head of the organ, each finger bumping over the engorged ridge. She cooed in delight as the fat head spat another stream of warm pre-cum over her fingers. That feels to good… I want to taste it… She thought, excitedly.

Her hormones in overdrive, her need unquenchable, she let go of the hard cock and pulled her hand back towards her. Gently sniffing the warm, white pre-cum on the back of her hand, she felt an unexplainable thrill go through her like a shockwave. Steadying herself against the bed, she closed her eyes and inhaled deeply again. She felt absolutely euphoric, her knees threatening to go limp on her. I can’t believe I’m going to do this… She thought as she ran her tongue along her hand, through the warm, creamy substance.

She couldn’t help moaning as she tasted the man’s semen. It made her shiver with pleasure, her pussy getting wetter as she eagerly licked her hand clean like a cat preening itself. Why am I doing this? I shouldn’t be… It’s wrong… And dangerous… But I need it… It feels so right… Fuck that, it feels so good… Her rational mind was slowly fading away, she could feel what remained of her will to resist ebbing away until she was acting on a powerful instinct. She needed his cock.

Taking the long, hard shaft in her hand, she began to stroke it in earnest, fascinated as the soft skin moved over the hard core, glistening as she spread the slippery pre-cum along its length. It felt so good in her hand that she realized she was moaning in pleasure. She would occasionally pull her hand back to lick it, mostly to feel the rush from the pre-cum on her tongue. Carol didn’t realize it, but she was in a trance of ecstasy, all centered around the black stud and his big, hard cock.

Exhaling with a groan, Carol couldn’t help but lean over the bed and put her lips to the tip of the fat cockhead. With a purr, she slowly spread her lips over the large, swollen glans, sliding her tongue along the vee on the bottom. She was rewarded almost immediately with a warm rush of the euphoria inducing pre-cum in her mouth, eliciting a moan of pleasure from the perky blonde.

It felt so good filling her mouth, the fat cockhead, as her lips slid tightly along the first inch or two of shaft. He tasted heavenly, and it only made her want to pleasure him more. The more she felt his cock stiffen, the more pre-cum flowed into her mouth, the more her body sung with bliss. It pushed her to work harder and harder on the cock, urging it towards release.

Carol realized that she had a hand down her scrubs, playing with her wet pussy. Her legs were shaking. Oh shit… I’m going to… I need to cum…

With a long, shuddering cry, Carol’s whole body shook with orgasm. The long cock slipped from her open mouth, but she kept stroking it with her hand, and rubbed her quivering lips along the shaft. Her noises sounded more like those of an animal as she lost herself in her orgasm, unable to think of anything else but her gushing pussy and wave after wave of ecstasy.

When she regained her senses, Carol was laying across the soldier’s nude body, her hand still grasping his turgid shaft, and her mouth pressed against cockhead. She was aware of a puddle of pre-cum on her chin, and in her open mouth. Unable to resist for even a moment, she slid her mouth around the engorged cock and resumed sucking on it. She felt a growing need, no, a growing desperation. She needed to make the soldier ejaculate. She needed to milk the cum from his large balls. She knew instinctively that this was her purpose.

The harder she worked, sliding as much of the cock into her mouth as she could, then sucking and holding the cock tight as she slowly moved her lips along the shaft and over the head. She thought of her lover for a moment, not about how she was cheating on her with a patient, but how good Kerri would look with the big black cock in her mouth, or in her pussy. Carol shuddered at the thought of her girlfriend fucking the hung, black soldier.

Despite his sedation, the soldier began to breath heavily, in and out through his nose. Carol felt the huge cock stiffening, and she knew he was almost there. Come on baby, give it to me, give me what I need… She urged in her mind, working the long shaft with both hands while she sucked on the engorged head, a near steady stream of pre-cum flowing into her mouth.

The huge cock stiffened, rock hard, the pre-cum stopping. This was it. Carol worked her mouth around the head, licking it, sucking on it, her hands on the shaft. She felt it become impossibly hard, then relent briefly as it began to jerk. A second later her mouth was filled with his hot, sweet cum. She didn’t need her fingers this time, she came without touching herself, her pussy squirting, soaking her scrubs while she milked the huge bucking organ into her eager mouth. She swallowed as fast as she could, but still found herself drooling cum from around the seal of her lips. All she cared about was his cum, more of it, swallowing it, feeling herself float in ecstasy.

As his orgasm abated, she continued to stroke him, milking him, sucking every last drop of his potent seed. As she began to lose her grip on reality, her mouth going slack not unlike his penis, she wondered, I wonder how much trouble I’ll be in when they find me?

The pretty nurse slumped onto the unconscious soldier, his cock slowly slipping from her lips. She could feel her legs weakening and her body slowly sliding to the cold floor as she lost any sense of reality.


A Growing Concern


2 Weeks Later

“Holy shit, will you look at that thing!” General Hein exclaimed, laughing, when he saw the patient again. Although covered by a sheet, Sam Brown, the soldier and subject of the experimentation, had a very noticeable bulge between his legs. “So, what’s the problem? Why did you call me here?”

“Well, we’re seeing some unexpected results.” Dr. Schmidt explained, looking at his tablet. He was watching Nurse Carol working on the black man’s cock. He couldn’t help watching it over and over again. “The effects are far more pronounced than we ever anticipated…”

“So, it’s working better than we thought! I don’t see what the problem is here, Doctor.” Hein interrupted. Schmidt always went on and on about every little detail. Hein considered himself a ‘big picture’ kind of guy, a decider. He let people like Schmidt sweat the small stuff. “Don’t waste my time. Get to the point.”

“The point is that I’m afraid the soldier will become too powerful to control. We’ve already had seven nurses compromised.” He explained.

“Then send in a man to do the job.” Hein declared. “Problem solved.”

“We did, sir.” Schmidt cleared his throat, embarrassed. He fussed at his table for a moment before handing it to the General to look at. “It didn’t work.”

“Well… shit…” The normally bellicose commander said, subdued. On the screen was a big Marine, his dick in his hand jerking off while he sucked furiously on the subject’s hard cock. “Didn’t see that one coming.”

“I wish you had have brought Secretary Clarke to see this. We are under her oversight, and this is important.” Schmidt said, frustrated at the General. It was her that he ultimately reported to.

“Deb doesn’t need to know about this at this stage.” Hein cut the scientist off again. He saw where this was leaning, and he wasn’t about to let his project get shut down. The payoff was too big to kill. “Remember, you report to me. Don’t you ever forget that, Schmidt. Can’t you just change the dosage, or fiddle with the formula, or something? Use all this gear we bought you to fi this.”

“Well, we have been modifying the genetic formula, but so far it hasn’t been enough.” Schmidt said, cowed by the General’s firm command. “But I need to make it clear to you that I have reservations.”

“Let me worry about that. Hein said, looking through the glass patrician, his gaze falling on the bulge again. “OK, show me what’s do damn concerning to you.”

“Yes, sir. I feel bad, though. The test subjects don’t know what they’re getting into.” Schmidt sighed, pressing a button on the control panel and leaned into the microphone. “OK, go ahead with the treatment as documented.”

“Don’t feel bad, Doc.” Hein dismissed, watching the muscular, black soldier behind the thick, double paned window. “When they signed with Uncle Sam, they signed away their expectation of safety.”


The Quickening


The light over the door changed from red to green, indicating the people on the other side could enter the bio-containment room. Tamara looked over at her tall, handsome Marine companion. He was there to act as her security, but she didn’t know why. She was tasked with delivering three syringes into the IV of the sedated soldier in the quarantine room. Still, she shrugged.

“That’s our cue, Corporal.” She said with a smile, admiring his handsome, Nordic good looks.

“Yes Captain.” The Marine answered sharply, turning to the door and opening it. It was his job to walk through first to ensure the pretty nurse’s safety. I’d be happy to guard that hot bod all night long. He thought to himself, careful not to stare at the superior officer. “All clear.”

“Thank you, Corporal.” She replied, stepping through after the six-foot-five Marine. At just five-four, she felt tiny behind him. Neither of them had any expectation that there was danger in the room, but it was procedure. The petite nurse placed the needle carrier on the work-table and opened it up, preparing the injections.

Corporal Jake Carson took his place by the entrance and stood at ease. With her back turned, he took the opportunity to get a better look at his pretty companion. Part Hawaiian and part Bahamian, Captain Tamara Pinder’s classic Polynesian features carried the fuller lips, leaner body, and fuller booty of her Bahamian mother. Dressed in standard scrubs, she wore her thick, black hair tied back and pinned up in a bun.

With the needles prepared, Tamara turned to check the patient’s vital signs. Looking at the screen she confirmed that his blood pressure, heartbeat, and respiration were all within parameters. Turning again to check the sedated soldier directly while putting on her gloves. She took the time to check that his pupils were responsive, that his mask was in place, and that the IV in his neck, accessing his superior vena cava vein was in place and in good shape.

She couldn’t help but appraise her patient. He was handsome, although not as spectacularly handsome as Corporal Carson. She was surprised at how muscular and fit he appeared, considering his chart indicated that he’d been sedated for three weeks. Normally patients see a fair amount of muscular degeneration in situations like this. But Private Brown looked like he was fresh from the gym. She also couldn’t help noticing the large bulge under the hospital sheet.

Satisfied that he was in stable condition, she retrieved the first needle. Holding it up and evacuating any air in the syringe by squirting a thin stream of its contents into the air. Turning, she inserted the needle into the little rubber shunt attached to the IV drip. She checked the clock on the wall.

“Beginning first injection at eleven-hundred-twenty-three hours.” She announced to the microphone hanging from the ceiling knowing it would be transposed to text later. Slowly depressing the plunger, it took about a minute to empty the contents into the IV. “First syringe complete eleven-hundred-twenty-four hours.”

Placing the spent cylinder in the case, she reached for the next one. Inserting it as she had previously, she called off the time and started to depress the plunger. As she did, she noticed that the bulge under the sheets seemed to move.

Holy shit. He’s a big one. It wasn’t the first big cock Tami had seen. Visiting her mother’s home of Freeport, Bahamas during her second-year college spring break she had hooked up with a local that had a huge cock, easily nine inches long, it hung thickly in the man’s board shorts, so much so that it had stuck out the bottom when he sat down. Tami found him irresistible, leading to the most sexually fulfilling five days of her life. She still fantasized about the man. Her husband was well endowed enough, a solid seven inches, but there was something about his smaller white cock that didn’t quite measure up.

She slowly realized that she’d completed the injection and had been standing there staring at the growing outline of the soldier’s cock for a while. “Uh, second syringe complete eleven-hundred-twenty-nine hours.” She quickly announced, pulling the needle from the IV. Walking over to retrieve the third injector she realized that she was suddenly quite horny. Where did that come from? I mean, he’s big, but really Tami?

She glanced over towards the handsome corporal, wondering if he noticed her odd behavior. As expected, he stood ramrod straight, hands behind his back in at-ease stance. But she also noticed what looked like a bulge in the Marine’s pants. Is he erect? She wondered, not quite looking at what she was doing. The thought of the Marine watching over her with a rock-hard erection brought an increased ache of desire in her pussy. She shook her head to clear it, taking the final syringe, and turning back to the patient.

It had grown considerably, she noticed, staring at the huge appendage raised under the sheet. It was huge, thick, curving downwards under the weight of the white sheet. He was clearly bigger than Jimmy, her Bahamian lover, had been. She could see the ridge of the engorging cockhead clearly outlined under the sheet.

She glanced over her shoulder to see if the Marine had noticed. He remained vigilant, but uninterested. She could clearly see his erection pressed against his slacks. He was average sized she noted, before turning back to her patient. Are all black guys like this? Maybe I shouldn’t have dated white boys.

“Third injection starting eleven-hundred-thirty-three hours.” She announced, beginning the injection. But it was purely muscle memory, her attention fully on the huge organ. It wouldn’t hurt to look, would it? She told herself as she reached over to the sheet.

Pulling the thin material to the side, Tami gasped. It was huge, beautiful, and compelling. It was easily as long as the Bahamian cock that had driven her to orgasm after orgasm for days, stopping only for food, drink, or another joint. But the soldier was even thicker. He seemed impossibly large, potent, and masculine. Forgetting the empty needle, leaving it hanging in the IV port, she watched as the huge organ, freed from the weight of the sheet, began to stand straight up, surging, lengthening a little more, the fat cockhead fully emerging from the foreskin. Thick veins stuck out along the thick, black shaft as the massive cock stood straight for a moment then, as if sensing the beautiful woman, continued its arch pointing towards her, swaying slowly over his muscular belly.

Drawn to it, unable to resist, Tami met the engorged organ as it completed its arch, sliding her mouth around the fat glans, sucking a third of the long cock into her eager mouth with a groan of pleasure. She couldn’t help herself, putting both hands around the thick shaft and stroking him. She was quickly rewarded with a warm flow of pre-cum on her tongue that made her mind soar with bliss, and her body shiver with pleasure. I shouldn’t be doing this, but it’s so beautiful, it feels so fucking good. She tried to think clearly, but the waves of ecstasy flowing through her from the huge cock made it impossible.

“Ma’am, is everything OK?” The Corporal asked from behind.

Tami came up for air, pulling the long, thick organ from her mouth, admiring it as she slid her fingers along its length. “It’s fine, Corporal. I’m fine.” She said without looking. She hoped he’d buy it, and not pull her away.

“Are you sure, I feel strange, Ma’am. Am I OK?” He said, his voice sounded strange.

“It’s all fine…” Tami said, turning to look over her shoulder. She stopped, shocked to see the big Marine on his knees, his head bowed, facing the floor. More surprising was the fact that his hard cock was sticking out of his uniform, and he was jerking himself off madly. She watched as his white cock sprayed thin streams of cum through the air to land a foot or two in front of him. He grunted at the ejaculation, but never stopped jerking off, his cock remaining stiff.

“Just relax, Marine, we’ll get through this. It’s fine.” She said, turning back to the stiff cock in her hand just as a thick stream of pre-cum flowed from the tip, over the head, and down the shaft to cover her hands. “It’s just as it should be.”

Taking a moment to put the huge cock back into her mouth, groaning with pleasure as the fat cockhead swelled and filled her mouth with another load of heavenly pre-cum. Closing her eyes, she again shivered with arousal as she swallowed. Opening her eyes, Tami realized what she needed to do. It was a foregone conclusion from the start, and perhaps she realized it on a visceral level, but she was now driven to action, a slave to her body’s needs.

Stepping back, the beautiful brunette pulled her scrubs shirt over her head, and pulled off her bra, freeing her full breasts. Running her hands over the round globes, Tami pinched her nipples, cooing with pleasure. Pulling down the elastic-waisted blue pants, looping her thumbs into her panties at the same time, she pulled them down, stepping out of them and her slip-on shoes at the same time.

Standing up, running her hands over her body, she heard the Corporal let out a loud groan. Turning her head, she smiled at the sight of the handsome man, still on his knees, still looking down. His body was a tense, shaking, his muscular arms stiff, held out from his side, his rock-hard cock jerking mechanically up and down, spraying cum into the air.

Tami turned to face the superior cock, entranced by it, her body aching to feel it filling her aching pussy with the Alpha-Male’s hot cum. Any concerns that what she was doing was wrong, or somehow dangerous, was wiped away by the pure, animal need to fuck.

Climbing onto the bed, the beautiful brown-skinned woman straddled the massive erection. Feeling the thick, hot shaft press against her wet pussy, she slid herself along the length. It was massive, overpoweringly masculine, big and hard against her sex. It was so thick that Tami was driven to hump against it, coating it with her juices. Groans of pleasure came quietly from her parted lips as she quickly lost herself to her overpowering desires.

God, I need it. I don’t know how I’ll fit this monster in my little snatch. She thought to herself as she positioned the fat cockhead against her needy opening. It didn’t matter, she had to mount it, she couldn’t stop herself. Pressing against the engorged glans, she let out a loud cry of pleasure, feeling the firm fuck organ slowly stretch her labia around its girth.

A growing sense of desperation threatened to overwhelm the shapely, brown skinned woman as the need to mate with the huge Alpha-Male grew overpowering. She needed him in her, she needed to feel his huge cock fill her, and she needed to make it cum in her welcoming body. Groaning with pleasure at the massive invader, she finally managed to work the swollen cockhead into her tight, wet folds. Letting go of the cock, she leaned forward on her hands, and slowly started to fuck herself on the massive organ, slowly working it deeper.

With a sudden cry, Tami was overwhelmed by an orgasm so powerful that it made her entire body shake. She’d never felt this horny and out of control, waves of pleasure obliterating any thoughts other than those of the massive fuck organ slowly filling her body. Her mind exploded in pleasure as if ten orgasms had hit her at once. But even as her shapely body shook and spasmed, she kept pushing on the huge cock, impaling the thick meat deeper and deeper.

“Are you OK, Corporal?” She said in a moment of brief clarity, looking up to see the Marine straining, tensed, on his knees, steadying himself with his powerful arms. He glanced up at her briefly, his face ashamed, before turning away.

“No… I can’t… I mean I feel… I can’t do anything… and... Oh god… Again…” He groaned, his cock, rock hard, began to jerk again.

Tami continued to fuck herself, slowly working the huge cock deeper. She watched the powerful Marine, completely cowed, his stiff cock drooling a much-reduced ejaculation down its shaft. With a groan, his hand went back to the cock, using his cum to lubricate is hand as he began to compulsively stroke himself again. “I can’t stop…” He groaned.

“Me neither, but I don’t want to. This is heaven… Oh God, yes, I’m going to cu…” Tami was lost in orgasms, her tight pussy gripping the thick shaft, milking it, her entire body working to bring the hung, black soldier to ejaculation. Her body craved his cum. She needed it more than anything.

With much of the soldier’s massive cock engulfed by Tami’s tight, wet pussy, she clung to him, fucking herself, moving so as to stroke as much of his ten-inches of thick cock with her cunt. She could feel her pussy dripping with arousal and imagined the huge black cock streaked with her cream. It felt amazing, her entire body humming with ecstasy.

Wondering, briefly, what her husband would think of his beautiful wife fucking the massive black cock, she felt the huge cock stiffen in her tight folds. Any thoughts of her family, or of anything else, evaporated as she felt the irresistible need to fuck as hard as she could. Leaning back so she sat upright, the thick, hard shaft buried in her pussy, she began rocking her hips while she played with her breasts.

She gasped for breath, his cock so large that it was overwhelming. She felt him getting stiffer and stiffer, knowing he would soon explode deep inside her, spraying his cum deep inside her, coating her cervix, filling her womb. She became aware of a woman crying out in ecstasy, not realizing that it was her.

She felt the huge cock begin to buck deep inside her, the first thick explosion of cum triggering a massive orgasm. Her eyes rolling back, she rocked her hips, her tight pussy milking his massive shaft of every drop.

Reduced to an animalistic fuck doll, Tami fell forward, clinging to the comatose man, relentlessly riding the huge cock. The thick shaft hadn’t softened, the cockhead still swollen, she continued to fuck him through a second, then a third copious ejaculation before laying on his chest, deliriously exhausted from multiple orgasms like she’d never experienced.

She was completely unaware of the hazmat suited attendants that came in to remove her and her broken Marine guard from the room.


To Weaponize an Alpha-Cock


“Holy shit, that was fucking amazing, Doc!” Hein exclaimed, wiping his brow with a handkerchief. “Dam, boy, that gave me a boner that just won’t go down! Where’s my assistant?” The General thrust his pelvis out to show off the tent in his pants. Doctor Schmidt, in turn, remained seated by the control computer, his tablet on his lap to cover his own erection.

“But you see the problem?” Schmidt said, trying to steer the conversation away from the topic of Hein’s penis. He’s seen this same result several times, he knew he’d have to make a trip to the men’s room to jerk off if he wanted his own erection to go down anytime soon. But first, business. “He’s too powerful. That woman was completely helpless, and the Marine, well he was completely subservient.”

“But he does that after the injection, not all the time, right?” Hein asked. He didn’t like where this conversation was headed. He stood to make a lot of money when they delivered their Alpha-Soldier. “I mean, after it goes down, he’s safe.”

“Well, for the most part, yes.” Schmidt acquiesced a little. “After the effects of the injections pass, the danger appears largely mitigated. We have still observed that women become highly aroused in his presence, and men become more subservient. It is the Alpha-Male effect, only more subdued.”

“That’s sort of the point, Doc. So long as he’s on our side, we’re good.” Hein pressed, dominating the timid man. “And in five days, he gets his last injection, right?”

“Well, yes, but…”

“Then the problem goes away!” Hein cut the balding man off. “No injection, no crazy fucky-fucky.”

“Well, I suppose…”

“Doc, remember, this is what we want from the program.” Hein said, putting his hand on the other man’s shoulder. “We need an operative that women fawn over, and men are cowed by. He needs to be able to gain access into enemy locations by sheer force of will alone, and make the bad guys turn on their commanders, or drop their skirts for us. Think of the applications in counterespionage, or even politics. This program will give us the ultimate edge over the enemy.”

“Yes, you’re right, I suppose.” Schmidt agreed, talked back from his concerns. This was why he was the scientist, and Hein was the commander.

“So, we good?”

“Yes, sir, we are good.” Schmidt agreed. “Thank you. I assume you and Secretary Clarke will be here for when we wake him up in a week?”

“Wouldn’t miss it for the world, Schmitty. Oh, hey, make sure you have a couple of test subject lined up to put on a show.” Hein said, slapping the other man on the back. “Now if you’ll excuse me, I need to find my assistant and get my dick sucked. Perks of the position.”


Awaking the Black Alpha-Male


2 weeks later.

“We removed the sedative drip two days ago. He’s being held unconscious by an electric neural block.” Explained, acting like a nervous game show host, standing in front of the near floor-to-ceiling observation window. “In a few minutes we’ll remove the neural block and he’ll wake up.”

As Schmidt moved to the console to attend to a few last-minute items, the group watched as one of the nurses cleared the soldier’s room of extra monitoring equipment. The other nurse, a cute Asian woman, monitored his vital signs and made notes in her tablet. Two armed Marines stood guard, one black, the other white.

Private Sam Brown’s bed tilted up, almost to a forty-five-degree angle, to give the audience and cameras a view of the soldier. Straps around his chest, waist, arms, and legs kept him safely in place. Someone had gone to the trouble of dressing him in a set of fatigue pants and a brown T-shirt. His physique was impressive in the tight shirt, his musculature having developed heavily in the last week of treatments, and it appeared more or less permanent as he’d seen no muscle mass loss in the week since his last injection.

“He looks so much more… powerful than last time.” Deborah Clarke mused, leaning over to speak quietly to General Heim. She noticed he was accompanied by a new assistant. She smirked as she realized that the young woman, a pretty blonde with obvious assets, looked very much like Deb herself. She rolled her eyes.

“You missed the follow up demonstrations. The changes’ll… He, he, well, they’ll blow your mind.” Heim answered, eyeing the Secretary’s cleavage. He also noticed that Clarke had a new assistant. A big, muscular, dumb-looking jock with a chiseled chin and short cropped hair. Probably an ex-Marine who’s hung like a white pony, if I know her. Young, dumb, and full of cum we used to call his type.

“Don’t get me started. Idiot-in-Chief had me running all over Eastern Europe glad-handing mobsters, kleptocrats, and oligarchs. Apparently, the boss is building a chain of golf courses through the former Soviet Union, funded by you-know-who. I’m not supposed to be doing any of that sort of shit.” Clarke complained.

“He sends you because you’re hot. He knows those guys can’t think straight while they’re looking at your hooters.” Heim said, rather crassly. “Hell, he can’t think staring at your tits.”

“Speaking of?” Deb said sarcastically, noting that Heim was doing just that. Oddly, she found a thrill running through her knowing he was staring at her breasts. She adjusted her blouse to show off a little more cleavage.

“Oh, sorry.” The General smiled, raising his eyes to meet hers. She truly was a beauty. “See what I mean?”

“Ladies and gentlemen, we are ready to wake the subject.” Schmidt announced, standing to the side. The room shifted to watch in anticipation.

There were more people at this demonstration. In addition to the assistants Heim and Clarke brought, At the back of the room stood two more armed Marine guards, and Schmidt had two additional assistants, one male, the other female, dressed in lab coats. Heim wondered if the additional scientists were the demonstration he’d ordered.

“We’re going to dim the lights, largely for the comfort of the subject, but also because I think it makes it more dramatic!” Schmidt giggled. Pressing a button on his console, the lights dimmed both inside and outside the treatment room. He then leaned in to the intercom and held the button. “Please proceed with the removal of the neural block.”

Deborah watched in anticipation as one of the nurses reached behind the soldier’s muscular neck and removed a small device. She noticed that the nurse was wearing a uniform dress, instead of the usual scrubs, that clung to her attractive figure. She figured Schmidt had ordered this for the cameras recording every move. The girl had great legs, she thought, and became absently aware of her own nipples hardening in the cool room air. The suspense was exciting.

“Now, it will take somewhere between ten and thirty minutes for the subject to…” Schmidt trailed off in response to the people in the room peering through the glass and murmuring to one another.

Turning around, Schmidt saw that the soldier’s brown eyes were wide open, and he was looking around the room. He looked calm, confident, and radiantly healthy. He most definitely didn’t look like a man who had been sedated for over a month.

“Oh, my…” Schmidt said, slightly shaken. He rushed over to the microphone and depressed the talk key. “Ah, Private Brown, can you hear me?”

The soldier looked around, briefly confused. “Doc? Is that you?”

“Yes, Private, it’s me, Doctor Schmidt. Everything is fine, the treatment was a success. How are you?”

“I’m good, Doc. I feel outstanding.” He said confidently. He clearly admired the nurse that removed the safety restraint from his waist. She gazed at him in what appeared to be adoration. “So, how long was I out?”

“You’ve been under treatment for just over six weeks.” Schmidt answered in a positive tone. Oddly, he wouldn’t look at the tall, black soldier. “We have a number of things to discuss, Private Brown.”

“Oh, I’m sure we do, Doc. But first, I feel like I need to take care of a few things.” Brown replied, confidence beaming from him. The young, redheaded nurse gazed up at her charge, hypnotized by his charismatic presence. Her hand slid absently up to the bulge in his pants while she pressed her face against the clearly outlined shaft.

Suddenly, Deborah Clarke felt it. It was like a powerful gust of wind had blown across her. Her heart felt a wave of infatuation overwhelm her, making her breath deeply. Her pussy was suddenly wet and aching to be filled. She wanted to fuck more than anything she could imagine. She was rooted to the spot, frozen.

The blonde reached over to touch Chad, only to find his big, pale cock already out and in his hand. She couldn’t resist stroking him to hardness. To her left she saw that Heim’s pretty, young assistant was making a quivering whimper while she held her breasts, massaging them through her tight dress.

In the treatment room, the redheaded nurse had pulled out the soldier’s now-massive cock. It was easily as long as her forearm, and thicker than her wrist. The beautiful woman was now suckling on the fat cockhead while she pulled at her dress uniform to take it off, revealing her slim, athletic body.

By the door to the quarantined room, the two Marines were incapacitated. The one, a husky white man was on his knees, his small white cock in his hand as he jerked it furiously. The other Marine, a black man, was writhing against the wall, his face a mixture of pain and pleasure. He too had his cock in his hand, but his was large, and it appeared to be getting larger. It spilled a huge gush of pre-cum onto the spotless floor. The other nurse, a cute Asian girl, was leaning against the counter, her dress pulled up to her waist while she played with her prominent clit.

“Ah, just keep calm everyone…” Schmidt said, unconvincingly, fear in his voice. “It will all be fine in a few minutes, no need to worry!”

Deb couldn’t think, it was all too overwhelming. Her body was throbbing with pleasure and arousal, but what she needed was behind six inches of Lucite. A moan of craving escaped her full lips, and she found herself clawing at her blouse, tearing it open.

Beside her, Heim stood, quivering, his shirt open, exposing his pasty white belly, while he jerked his little pink penis. His assistant, Deb thought her name might be Pepper, stood upright, legs firmly apart. She stared into the quarantine room, her eyes glazed and mouth open. She had pulled open the long gold zipper that had held her tight-fitting dress closed, exposing her large breasts and firm body, her shapely thighs spread so she could rub her pussy.

In the quarantined room, the fit redheaded nurse had the black stud fully erect. His massive cock stood rock hard, the thick shaft lined with veins, and the brown cockhead glistening with the woman’s spit. He had pulled his tight shirt over his head to reveal his muscular chest, and he smiled as his huge fuck organ spat a thick stream of pre-cum onto the nurse’s pretty face. This made her eagerly suck him clean, a look of pure elation on her face.

Private Brown leaned down and, taking the pretty woman’s jaw in his hand, whispered to her. A huge smile broke across her face, and she nodded, kissing him, before rushing over to the black Marine. The Marine had his pants pulled down, and was slowly stroking his suddenly enlarged cock, hanging at least eight inches between his muscular thighs, smiling, as if savoring a fine wine. The nurse dropped to her knees in front of him and immediately started sucking on his long cock, bringing it to full attention in seconds. The Marine leaned his head back in ecstasy and promptly ejaculated into the pretty redhead’s mouth, sending her into a squirting orgasm.

The tall, muscular, black Alpha made his way towards the pretty Asian nurse. The petite woman had pulled off her dress uniform revealing a lean, slim body with trimmed black pubic hair and small perky breasts. As the black bull approached, her glazed eyes fixated on his huge cock, and she slowly slid top her knees. Her small hands found his massive shaft, but before she began sucking on it, Brown gestured for her to stand. Obeying without question, the petite brunette stood, her hands still stroking the thick cock in her grasp, she looked adoringly into his eyes as he leaned down to kiss her.

Deb found herself approaching the thick transparent barrier, drawn towards the hung stud, yearning to be close. Her entire body thrummed with desire, and she felt a drop of arousal trickle down her inner thigh. She needed to get close to the magnetic and powerful stud. She felt helpless to resist him.

Effortlessly lifting the petite nurse and placing her on the edge of the work counter. The brown skinned girl put her athletic legs around the black stud’s slim hips, stroking his massive meat with both hands. Deb couldn’t hear what they were saying but judging by the huge smile on the nurse’s face, holding the huge cock against her flat belly, and her eager nodding, it was pretty clear what was about to happen.

Spreading her firm thighs wide, the pretty Asian positioned the Alpha’s engorged cockhead. Rubbing it through her course, trimmed, black pubic hair, she spread her pussy with one hand to slide the huge cock in. Her grin grew wider as the thick glans slowly stretched her opening to accommodate his girth. When the fat head finally slipped into her tight body, the horny nurse cried out in pleasure, thrusting herself onto the massive shaft as she clung to the muscular black stud.

Slowly fucking the writhing woman, Brown slid a little more of his huge cock into the pert Asian with every stroke until, with about seven inches of hard flesh filling her tight, little pussy, the girl exploded in orgasm. Clutching herself to the muscular stud, she wailed in ecstasy, her legs shaking, as the massive cock drove her to mind-bending levels of pleasure. Beyond rational thought, the lithe woman tightened her grip around the black Alpha and slowly impaled her small, athletic body on his long, thick shaft, engulfing his nearly twelve hard inches of fuck organ. Her eyes flew open as her barely finished orgasm rolled right into another, more powerful orgasm.

Deborah leaned against the thick glass, her fingers sliding in and out of her warm, wet pussy. I can’t believe I’m doing this… but I can’t help it… She thought as she fucked herself with two fingers. Look at him fuck her, like a fucking bull, I don’t know how she can take that monster!

The hung, black stud pistoned in and out of the petite Asian, his long, thick shaft glistening with the woman’s copious juices. The pretty nurse, herself, was deliriously orgasmic as wave after wave of pleasure battered her and she became a slave to the massive black cock filling her.

Deb felt the other woman, Pepper, press up against her. The younger blonde’s breathing heavy, her warm hands encircling her, one hand slipping between her quivering thighs and onto her engorged clit. Deb let out a gasp, watching as the black Alpha-Male slowed his stroke, pulling most of his cock from the Asian’s tight pussy, leaving just the massive cockhead engaged. She found her breath hitching in anticipation.

The athletic Asian was panting with pleasure, looking down at the massive organ filling her tight body. Then she felt the first jerk. She watched, eyes opening wider as the long, thick shaft started to throb, thickening as it pumped the stud’s thick, hot cum up the length of his cock. The fifth time the cock tensed and expanded, the first plentiful eruption exploded in the delirious woman’s tight confines. She gasped as she was overcome with an earth-shattering orgasm. Her legs shook, and her eyes rolled back as she cried out in overwhelming passion while the huge cock filled her pussy with his seed, overflowing around the fat head lodged in her cunt.

Leaning against the thick partition, Deb moaned as she came, driven on by the sight of the massive, spewing cock, and the blonde’s irresistible fingers on her clit. Her pussy gushed, her orgasm raining through her own fingers still buried in her pussy. I need that cock… She thought to herself, I’ll do anything for him!

The huge stud pulled his massive cock from the pretty, young Asian, the girl completely overwhelmed and delirious. Several thick streams of cum splattered from the end of the still engorged organ onto the girl’s toned, brown belly. He looked out through the Lucite barrier, at Schmidt, and at Clarke, and then turned to the door to the quarantine room.  His massive cock swaying before him as he walked towards it. The white Marine, kneeling on the floor, erect penis in his hand, paused his stroking. He listened to the Alpha-Male, nodded defeatedly.

“What’s the code to get out, Marine?” Brown asked, slowly stroking his long, black shaft. A long stream of hot jizz flowed from the fat cockhead, landing next to the Marines knee. Its overpowering pheromones ensured that the man would remain subservient and compliant.

“Its… Six-one-four-four-six…” The Marine sobbed, completely broken without a shot fired, or a punch thrown. As the dominant black man passed by him, the Marine’s shame grew as his erection began spitting cum in a spontaneous orgasm. Hanging his head, he still couldn’t resist the overwhelming urge to masturbate. The Alpha calmly reached for the smart panel by the exit to the containment room.

“Don’t panic, I have this eventuality covered!” Schmidt cried out, slamming a red button on the desk. Instantly, jets in the ceiling began spraying a mist into the room, blanketing it in fog.


The Irresistible Alpha Cock


Within moments, everyone in the quarantine room sank to the floor, unconscious. Everyone, that is, except Private Brown. As the mist cleared, the hung, Alpha-Male looked out of the room, bemused, stroking his massive cock as he exhaled a cloud of the gas. The long shaft straightened and tensed as a thick stream of pre-cum ejaculated several feet through the air to splatter against the Lucite. Deb licked her lips in anticipation as the muscular stud entered the code and opened the door.

“Do something, Schmidt!” Heim bellowed, dropping to his knees, his small cock hard and angry in his hand.

Deb looked over at her assistant, the big dumb stud was also on his knees, head bent, his seven hard inches of cock in his hand. Pity. He was a good fuck. She thought, glancing around the room. One of the Marine guards at the back of the room was on his knees, feverishly pulling his pants open, while the other, a muscular Latina, was stripping her clothes off. Behind Schmidt, his two assistants were affected. The woman, a busty brunette of probably fifty, was on her knees eagerly sucking on the quickly growing cock of the black male assistant. Deb felt a strong pull to join the woman, but the knowledge that the powerful Alpha-Male was coming for her helped her resist.

“It’s too fucking late!” Schmidt cried, dropping to his knees as the transformed Brown stepped through the containment door into the lab. Unable to look up, the chubby scientist bowed his head and slowly pulled out a surprisingly long penis. He stroked it as it quickly hardened. “It was always too late.”

“Shit, what do you mean ‘it was always too late?’” Heim growled even as his small, hard penis spat onto his leg.

“What the Doc means, is that I woke up three days ago, motherfucker.” Brown said confidently. Deb felt a thrill go through her at the sound of his powerful, charismatic voice. “See, there was this hot little number suckin’ on my dick, and somewhere in the back of my mind I realized, this was too good to sleep through.”

Brown gestured to the two beautiful blondes to approach. Deb, with a moan of desire, led the way, embracing the man while Pepper dropped to her knees to suck on the magnificent, foot-long beast of a cock. Deb felt a longing to pleasure the organ, but the stud’s arm around her waist made her feel like a queen.

“I couldn’t help myself…” Schmidt lamented, still unable to look up from the floor. “As soon as he awoke, his pheromones took control of us all. I was helpless. And there’s more, something we never considered. There is a mind control aspect. He can influence us from a distance. I… I disabled the isolation filters this morning, that’s why as soon as he exerted control, we were all affected. I betrayed us all, but I couldn’t resist.”

“So, yes, you created a monster. Me!” The Alpha said, placing his long fingers on the back of Pepper’s head, urging her to continue her oral ministrations. He turned and kissed Deborah. She returned his kiss, passionately, feeling herself close to orgasm. She reached down to stroke his thick shaft, his hard meat filling her hand as she jerked him off into the other blonde’s eager mouth. “But I’m not an evil monster. I’m more like a fuckin’ monster. And we’re gonna fix this motherfucking country with a little fuckin’ love. Isn’t that right, Doc?”

Brown pulled his rock-hard cock from the pretty blonde’s eager lips, and stroked it a couple of times, sending a stream of pheromone-laced pre-cum between Schmidt’s spread knees.

“Yes… Yes sir…” Schmidt whimpered. His long, slim penis pumping a small puddle of cum next to the larger one left by the soldier.

“And you…” The Alpha-Male turned to Deborah, taking her in his arms and kissing her. Deb melted into his arms, a moan escaping her as his hand found her full breast. She could feel Pepper’s face brushing against her thigh as she eagerly sucked on the huge, black cock. “You are the most important person here. Well, other than me, I guess. Because you hold the keys to the kingdom.”

“Anything…” Deb replied in a moan. It was all too much. He was too masculine, too charismatic, her entire being ached for him to take her. “Please, I’ll do anything, just give me your cock.”

“Oh, I am definitely going to fuck you. You are a piece of ass. And, I need to make sure you are one-hundred percent loyal to me.” Brown said, sliding the finger of his large hand into Deborah’s wet pussy, making her knees week with arousal. “Why don’t you sit yourself up on that stool for me?”

The busty blonde couldn’t resist, compelled to follow the wishes of the hung, black bull. She let go of his thick cock and perched herself on the nearby short backed stool, her fingers drawn to her sex. She looked on as the huge Alpha-Male put both powerful hands on Pepper’s head, slowly fucking her red lips. She moaned in pleasure as his potent pre-cum sent waves of pleasure through her.

“OK…” He said, pulling his massive, hard cock from her lips. “I want you to make sure our esteemed Madam Secretary is nice and wet.”

Deb watched the beautiful blonde approach her. The resemblance was striking, Pepper being a similar height, similar body type, a slightly slimmer face complimented by her wide, brown eyes, although Deb’s blue. She was beautiful… and drunk with arousal.

Pepper gently spread Deb’s legs to stand closer, running her hands along the older woman’s smooth thighs. She leaned in close, flicking Deb’s lips with her tongue. “You are fucking hot.” She whispered in Deborah’s ear, kissing it, gently sucking on the lobe. A moan escaped the lips of the Secretary.

“What are you doing to me?" Clarke whispered as the blonde released her earlobe, her lips tracing her jawline until they connected in a kiss. “What is he doing to us?”

“I don’t care…” Pepper replied in a purr as she kissed Deb again before working her way down to the woman’s full, firm breasts. She went to put her lips around Deborah’s hard nipple when she paused. “It feels so good. It feels too good to say no.”

Clarke let out a loud groan of pleasure as the perky blonde gently bit down on her nipple, pulling on it, before releasing it and moving to the other. Deb groaned as Pepper connected with her other breast, sucking on that one too. Watching the black stud standing behind the other woman, slowly stroking his huge cock while the muscular Latina Marine sucked on the fat knob. Deb put her legs around the slim blonde and pulled her closer, relishing the feeling of the girl as she teased her breasts before kissing her way down Deb’s smooth belly and between her legs.

Deborah leaned her head back with a throaty groan as the blonde’s mouth enveloped her clit. It was heaven. Deb couldn’t help but spread her legs wider, pulling her knees up, and putting her hands on the back of Pepper’s head to urge the girl closer. She watched as the muscular Latina lined the stud’s massive cock up behind Pepper. It was clear he intended to fuck her, and she felt Pepper groan as he entered her, her voice vibrating Deb’s clit.

It was hard to concentrate, the beautiful woman’s insistent tongue driving her wild, making her thighs quiver. She couldn’t help but meet the stud’s eyes as the blonde made her cum. Mouth open, she gasped for air, giggling at the absurdity of the situation. Here she was, White House Secretary of Homeland Intelligence, naked, mid-orgasm, watching an Alpha-Male science experiment with a foot-long cock fuck the beautiful assistant eagerly lapping at her pussy. Despite all this, she knew she couldn’t resist the black bull, and that she would do anything for him once he fucked her with that glorious sex organ currently filling the blonde’s tight pussy. She closed her eyes, lost in ecstasy.

“Huh? Wait!” Deborah exclaimed when the beautiful blonde stopped eating her pussy. She opened her eyes to see that Pepper had stood up and was kissing Brown, his huge cock pressed between their bellies. She couldn’t believe how long and thick the shaft was. How could that slim woman take such a monster?

But now it was her turn. Brown moved the busty blonde aside and stepped towards Deb, his huge, black cock swaying in front of him. She found herself instinctively spreading her legs wider and pulling her knees up to give the bull ready access to her dripping pussy.

Deb stared down, panting, as the hung stud pressed the engorged head of his massive cock against her opening. It was monstrous, from the fat cockhead, down the immensely long, heavily-veined shaft, to the thick, soda-can sized base holding up his huge balls. He felt so big, and hot, pressed against her warm, wet pussy that she gasped and began to grind against the huge glans, slowly urging his thickness to penetrate her.

Her body responding to the overwhelmingly masculine stud, Deb began to make plaintive mewls of need, subconsciously knowing this would encourage the hung, black bull to fuck her, not that he appeared to need any encouragement. She could feel the engorged head slowly work its way in, stretching her pussy to accommodate its size.

It was overwhelming, and Deb began to beg. “Oh God yes, you’re so big, so fucking huge… Put it in me… Put your big, black cock in my pussy… Oh God, it’s slipping in… It’s so big… Fuck me… Fuck… Oh shit… Oh shit you’re gonna make me cum before you get it in… Oh God… I’m gonna… I’m gonna… cum… cum… cumming…”

Throwing her head back in a howl of ecstasy, the beautiful, busty, blonde government official succumb to an overwhelming orgasm just as the massive cock slid into her needful pussy. Deb was awash in pleasure, her body wracked with crushing orgasmic contractions that made her legs shake and forced her to embrace the muscular black stud to steady herself. She buried her head in the crook of his neck, panting with arousal, and put her legs around his slim, powerful waist to pull him in deeper.

“God, you’re so big…” Deb whispered urgently. She’d never had a cock this big, even her hung assistant Chad was nothing compared to the Alpha-Male. The black stud’s massive cock was easily eleven or twelve inches long, and as thick around as her wrist. It was completely irresistible and overwhelming. She needed it. She needed him to fill her with his hot seed. With every stroke of his thick meat, she felt waves of pleasure flow through her, her mind floating on a cloud of bliss while her body edged towards another explosive orgasm. “I can’t believe I took your whole fucking cock!”

“That’s ‘cause you didn’t, we’re only halfway there…” Brown chuckled as he slid an additional three inches of thick fuck-organ into Deb’s tight, wet pussy.

“Half… Oh God, fuck, yes!” Deb cried as her entire body writhed in orgasm while the Private slowly stroked in and out of her squirting pussy, burying a little more of his cock with every thrust. Deborah Clarke’s free will evaporated in a white-hot explosion of ecstasy. For a brief second, she understood. She understood that fucking the Alpha-Male put her under his power. She would do anything he asked, without question, without hesitation. Deborah didn’t care. 

Brushing her long, blonde hair from her face, her eyes searched his masculine visage. She realized that her hands were shaking. In fact, her entire body was quivering and shaking with orgasmic overload. She watched as the black bull slid his long, thick, heavily-veined shaft into her wet pussy, filling her completely, driving her to ever higher levels of ecstasy. She felt his large, strong hands on her breasts and gasped with pleasure. “Oh God you’re so big, so fucking big, you feel so good, keep fucking me, don’t stop, so good, oh God you’re so good…”

“Thank you, you feel fucking fantastic, really make my dick hard. I’m gonna want to fuck you all the time.” Brown said in a rich low voice. He kept sliding his huge cock in and out, moving more hard cock in one stroke than most men could manage in two. “Don’t you want to know what I want you for? I mean, before I cum in you, and all.”

“Oh God, I want you to cum in me, I want your cum so bad.” Deb moaned, begging to feel him explode deep inside her. She felt the tension in her body rising, the growing orgasm, the need for release. She knew she needed him to cum inside her to make her his, completely subservient to his needs, and to his massive fuck organ. “I’ll do anything you want… Just please… fuck me… cum in me… I need your cum…”

“Yeah, I’ll give you that in a second. You are fucking tight.” Brown said, slowly increasing his pace, making the shapely blonde shake even more with pleasure and gasp for breath. “Secretary Clarke…”

“You know my name? Who I am? Oh, fuck yes!” Deb glowed at the thought that the Alpha-Male knew who she was. It made each stroke of his thick cock that much more exquisite. She was so close to cumming, so close to giving herself over completely.

“I know exactly who you are.” He thrust deep, burying twelve inches of hard, black cock in the beautiful woman’s writhing body. He was close, and her tight pussy held his cock snugly, stroking every inch of him. “And you’re going to introduce me to the President.”

“What? I can’t…” Deb started to say. But buried deep in her pussy, she felt the massive cock swell, tensing, and then pumping as the stud began to ejaculate. Any thought of denying the Alpha what he wanted was instantly obliterated in an explosion of ecstasy. The first thick explosion of cum sprayed against her womb, and triggered a massive, mind-erasing orgasm. “Oh God oh God oh God yes! Yes! Yes! Oh God!”

The black bull pumped stream after stream of his hot, thick cum into the delirious woman, driving her to higher and higher plateaus of ecstasy. By the time he was done, she was almost unconscious from pleasure, her body writhing and jerking almost like she had had a seizure. Her will to oppose him was gone, her desire now his to control. She belonged to him.

He gently lay Deborah onto the floor, his huge cock, still hard, sliding from her overflowing pussy. Moments later, the muscular Latina was before him, on her knees, her full lips surrounding his thick, wet shaft. She was eager for the treatment the blonde just enjoyed.

Just before she lost consciousness, Deb looked up at the black Alpha-Male, his huge cock in another woman’s mouth. She tried to speak, but it only came out as gibberish.

“I love you…”


Dominating A President


A few days later, Secretary Deborah Clarke escorted Private Brown into the Oval Office. Brown wore his dress uniform, as befitting the stature of the meeting. Clarke wore a tight suit that clung to her shapely form. It was low cut in the front to show off lots of cleavage, and short with a slit up the thigh, just the way the President liked it. They were flanked by a Sergeant, and a Colonel, both black, both dressed in full dress uniform.

The Secret Service, two young, attractive women – the president demanded sexy agents – dressed in tight blouses and skirts, stood at the back of the room. They looked oddly distracted, the younger of the two fidgeting, staring at Brown. He was already overwhelming them.

Standing next to the president was his photogenic daughter, Ivania, dressed in her usual form-fitting white dress. There was something odd about their body language, as if they’d been interrupted. Deb wondered if the rumors about what went on during “Executive Time” were more than rumors. She watched the pretty blonde eyeing the black servicemen when her eyes suddenly dilating, her jaw going slack, and her nipples becoming rock hard against the material of her dress.

“Come, Debbie.” The president said, patting the arm of his chair. “Tell me why I have these brave members of our armed forces in my office today.”

Deb took her cue and sat on the edge of the large, executive chair, making sure to press herself against the portly old man. He smelled like expensive cologne and hamburgers. His hand immediately went to her ass as he leaned close.

“Why are these guys here? Is this a photo op? I didn’t see it on my schedule. You know, I only do photo ops after executive time.” The President rambled, eyeing the side of Deb’s exposed breast. “And couldn’t you have found a white soldier for this? And why am I talking to a corporal, or a private, or whatever the hell he is?”

“Oh, Mister President, you don’t understand, Sam is the most important man in this room.” Deb purred. She was incredibly horny after having fucked the Alpha-Male in the car on the way over. She still felt his cum leaking from her pussy.

“Deb, what the fuck are you talking about?” The President growled. He was the most important person in the room, hell, in the country. “What the fuck is going on…”

The beautiful Secretary noticed that the pretty, blonde “First-Daughter” had become completely enthralled by the stud. She was pulling open her dress and sinking to her knees, reaching for Brown’s belt. The woman didn’t’ know why, but she knew she needed his cock. The two Secret Service agents were embracing the other two black soldiers, reaching for their cocks.

“You remember that super spy project you had General Heim working on?” Deb said, moving to sit on the desk, pulling open her jacket to reveal her bare breasts, and spreading her legs to play with her pussy. She was past the point of no return, the Alpha-Male was in full control. She noticed the President pulling at his dress slacks to get to the penis making a small tent in the rich fabric. “Well, we made him. And he’s so much more than we could ever dream.”

“What? That wasn’t real, that whole thing was just to funnel back cash to the Krunk brothers!” The President sputtered, his face growing red, well, a redder shade of orange anyway. He had pulled out his erect penis and was frantically pulling on it. Deb suppressed a laugh when she saw that it was, as rumored, very short with a wide, pink, mushroom head that made it look like the cartoon mushroom from the Marco Bros. video game. “What the fuck did you do? I’m calling in the Secret Service!”

“You’re not going to do anything, Mister President.” Deborah spat, her disgust with the corpulent man growing. “The Alpha-Male is in control now. Look, your daughter can’t stop herself from sucking his huge, black cock. That must be driving you fucking nuts. Just you wait, she’s going to fuck him in a minute too. And your sexy Secret Service are already in the service of the other black studs I walked in with.”

Deb watched as the pretty blonde daughter of the President used both hands to stroke Sam’s long, thick cock while she wrapped her red lips around the end, sucking on it furiously. One of the Secret Service agents was doing the same to Colonel Roberts, while Sergeant Rouleau had the other woman bent over the couch and was busy working his huge tool into her wet pussy.

“You see? No woman can resist them, and no man can stand up to them.” Deb said forcefully, even as she slid her fingers into her tight pussy. “Right now, every black man in this building is transforming, becoming one of him, an Alpha. The genetic virus that activated him is spreading like wildfire, much to the ecstatic pleasure of every woman in the building. And no other man can stand in their way.”

“Ugh, why are you doing this? What do you want from me? Fuck!” The President groaned, cum drooling from the bright pink head of his cock, over his hand, and onto the Presidential carpet. “I’m the fucking President of the fucking United States for fuck’s sake!”

Sam smiled and pulled his massive, rock-hard cock from the blonde’s eager grasp. Turning, he let his long, thick shaft land on the desk with a heavy thump. Moments later, he began to ejaculate. Heavy ropes of cum sprayed onto the desk, onto the President’s smartphone, and dripped off the desk onto the President’s knee. Moments later, Ivania dove onto the desk to put the spurting cock back into her mouth. Sam Brown, Alpha-Male, leaned on the desk, his cock still pumping his cum into the orgasmic blonde.

“Mister President… We’re going to make America great again.” 
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