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            Chapter 1

          

        

      

    

    
      Arriving home after the war, ticker-tape parades and cheering citizens greeted most men, but we lost too many in my hometown to celebrate the few returning. As the train pulled into the station, the familiar sights and smells of home tugged at my memories, but it was a brown-haired beauty hopping excitedly on the platform who soon stole away my attention.

      Annie and I married right before I shipped off, stealing a single week of bliss before over two years of separation. We met at the state fair, and after a whirlwind month-long courtship I’d proposed, angering her parents when she’d accepted. Her father never approved of my family, calling us poor trash, but we married anyway.

      After the weeklong honeymoon I shipped off and Annie went to work in the local tire factory along with the other wives, daughters and mothers left behind. The war was an ugly affair and for more months than I care to remember I was in the shit, slogging across France. Turned out I had a knack for keeping a cool head when bullets are flying.

      Command promoted me quick and saw fit to pin a brace of ribbons on my chest. All it got me was a front-row seat to the gristmill of war, and when the bastards finally fell and we were staring at a wall or red soldiers ten million strong or more, Command patted us all on the head and sent us home. The war was over, and we only learned how hard the other side had it.

      Stepping off the train car, the other pair of returning veterans let me pass, nodding respectfully when they noticed my rank and ribbons. I paid the pair of older men no mind. My eyes filled with the sight of my beautiful bride running towards me, tears streaming down her cheeks.

      “My Dean!” Annie cried, throwing herself in my arms.

      Wrapping my heavy arms around her waist, I picked her up, spinning as I felt her sweet lips finally meet mine. Like a lion’s roar, my lusts awakened, and I had to force myself to relax my arms before I crushed her slender form against me.

      “God, I’ve missed you,” I breathed when she finally let me take a breath.

      “Not as much as I missed you,” she said, eyes tracing the lines of my face as she ran her finger down my jawline, “Jesus Husband… I almost forgot how handsome you are. You look even better than I remember, though… these shoulders and arms… Did they have you moving boulders or something?”

      “No,” I said, chuckling, arm tightening around her waist, “Just a lot of hurry-up-and-wait. Mhmm, lets head home.”

      Annie flashed me a mischievous grin, the eager look in her eyes when I mentioned home, causing my manhood to stir. I forced down the illicit thoughts, not wanting to embarrass myself before so many people. That’s when I noticed Darla standing off to the side, trying to be unobtrusive.

      The sight of my severe mother-in-law’s frown made me stand up straight, cheeks heating slightly as I put a little daylight between my wife and I. Annie frowned at my reaction and looked around, seeing her mom rolling her eyes as she waved the woman over.

      “Mom, come say hello to Dean,” she called across the emptying platform, then turned, whispering to me as her mother made her way over, “I’m sorry love, I should have told you but it didn’t seem right sending you such news in a letter, when you’re in the middle of… all that. Daddy passed last winter, and Mom’s been lost without someone to take care of.”

      “Welcome home, Dean,” Darla said, reaching out a hand to shake mine, “I can’t tell you how wonderful it is to have you home with us and safe. When I think about what you boys went through over there… what you must have seen.”

      The beautiful woman was clearly emotional. Her voice wavered, eyes filling with tears almost immediately. Her bottom lip trembled, suddenly on the verge of major waterworks, and I froze, unsure what to do.

      “Oh, mommy,” Annie said, drawing mom into a hug, “He’s back and everything’s going to be ok.”

      “Look at me,” Darla said, pulling a handkerchief out of her purse and wiping her eyes and nose, “This is supposed to be you kids’ happy day and I’m ruining everything. Let’s get you home Dean and put a home cooked meal in you. At least that’s something this useless old lady can do.”

      “Mom, you’re not useless,” Annie threw me an apologetic smile as I gathered my trunk and followed after them. “Old Mister Hubbard thinks you’re the best cook in town, maybe the state, he said.”

      “Mister Hubbard’s a horny old goat,” Darla sniffed, “who hasn’t seen a bath since his last wife passed.”

      “Well, you’re certainly not old.” Annie retorted smartly, “I had professors older than you.”

      The pair chatted as we walked to the car. I looked around, taking in the green trees and familiar skyline. So much of my old town looked the same, and yet so much had changed as well. The old grocers was gone and a larger market filled with colorful fruits and vegetables replacing it. Salons were cropping up all over and other businesses run by and catering to the women who’d remained behind.

      Things were slightly awkward when we got home, the women puttering around the kitchen while I unpacked my trunk in the back bedroom. Annie and I would stay at her mother’s house for a few months until we’d saved up enough to buy our own.

      It was a nice little house, but Annie’s childhood bedroom was only slightly larger than a closet, so Darla had insisted the newlyweds take her bedroom. I unbuttoned my uniform and started changing into a comfortable shirt and pair of shorts. The later summer heat had arrived and all I could think about was getting into half-pants and cracking open a cold beer.

      “Dear heavens!”

      Darla’s shocked hiss surprised me in the act of pulling fresh drawers on. I spun to find the woman standing in the hallways with a pile of fresh linens. In my haste and bad habits, I’d forgotten to close the door. Her large blue eyes seemed to only get wider and wider as they trailed down my torso to the appendage hanging between my legs.

      For one long moment we stood there, neither sure how to react, my mother-in-law’s jaw dropping. With an audible click of teeth, Darla snapped her jaw shut; breaking the spell that held us both. With a last glance she turned, fleeing back down the hall. Heart racing, I shut the door and finished changing.

      I took my time heading back into the kitchen, expecting things to be awkward. Darla surprised me though, her frosty exterior melted somewhat, as if the formality had been shed or we were bonded somehow now. Either way, it was a kinder, gentler mother-in-law we had dinner with than the one I remember before going off to war.

      The beautiful woman kept heaping more and more pot-roast and potatoes onto my plate as she pressed me for more stories about Europe and the more pleasant aspects of war. Her pale blue eye twinkled up at me from under the perfection of her dark blonde updo and curving bangs. I struggled not to let my eyes travel down the slope of her top, with its massive wonders beneath.

      “Are the French girls as pretty as they say?” Annie asked, eyes twinkling with more amusement than danger.

      “No,” I said, shaking my head and lying smoothly. “All I saw were hairy legs and unibrows as far as the eye could see.”

      “Leave the man alone, Annie,” Darla said, “Why don’t you tell him about your work at the factory?”

      “They promoted me to shift lead!” Annie exclaimed, “I’ll be running second shift for now. We have no idea what will happen in the next year or so… With the town being hit so hard by the war, my boss said there aren’t enough men to change out the labor force, so we’ll be there for at least a year.”

      “Do you like the work?” I asked, and I saw Annie grow nervous before answering and I reached out to grip her wrist, “Hon, if you want to keep working, I’m not going to stop you.”

      “Thank you,” she said with relief, and I knew I’d guessed correctly.

      There had been a lot of discussion by other husbands about what their wives would do once they got back and took up their jobs again. Most assumed their women would be happy to hang up the overalls for an apron, but I knew my Annie better than that. The woman’s a spitfire and once she’d thrived in a working environment, I knew she wouldn’t want to give it up.

      I listened with interest as my wife spoke about her work. The production of tires holds little interest to me, but I could listen to the gorgeous woman talk about dirt, anything, just to stare at the perfect lines of her face. Or the dimples that flashed when she gave me that special grin. The only thing that seemed able to divert my attention was her mother, whose breasts kept swinging delightfully whenever she leaned over to scoop me more meat. The older woman watched my gaze intently, searching for some weakness in me I was sure so she could pounce and harangue.

      Annie is a slender and delicate featured woman with dark blue eyes and finely sculpted eyebrows. Her upturned nose scrunched adorably when she smiles, and dimples flashing between thick red lips I’d ached to kiss from the moment I laid eyes on her. Until that point, I’d tried to ignore my wife’s dress and body, knowing how it drove me wild with desire and unwilling to look like a neanderthal before her mother.

      Letting my eyes traveled down the front of her tight pleated skirt and sleeveless top, I was reminded just how luscious and big her breasts were. Their massive shape pressed the material out before swooping back in to hug her slender waist and tiny rear end. So out of place on her tiny body, but delightful to my eyes and hands. Her mother was shaped similarly. The only signs of age passing were a slight softness around her hips and thighs, and I was forced to school my eyes away from her prodigious mammaries once more as she dished another heaping of food.

      “It certainly is nice to have a man with an appetite around again,” Darla said with a bright smile, her pleasure genuine as she set the dish down and sat.

      Annie caught my glance, and I felt her hand grip my knee beneath the table, a wicked grin tugging at her lips.

      “Speaking of appetites,” Annie said, the hand slowly climbing my leg, “you still have some work to do tonight, better not eat too much.”

      “Work?” I asked in confusion. Then her meaning became clear as the hand on my thigh slipped up and cupped my cock within the shorts.

      “Mom says she expects a baby within the year,” my wife’s eyes twinkled as they held mine, fingers tickling my balls and causing my shorts to tent obscenely, “I promised we could give her one in nine months. What do you say, Dean? Ready to start a family?” I couldn’t believe her audacity, but then again, she loved to shock me.

      “Nothing would make me happier,” I breathed. The thought of little babies running around filling me with joy. We stared into each other’s eyes for a long moment, tension building before Darla broke it with a soft sigh.

      “I better start cleaning up. Looks like you love birds will be busy the rest of the evening.”

      “Mom!” Annie said, turning a scandalized grin on her mother.

      “What?” Darla asked with an amused smile, “You think your old mother doesn’t know what you’re about? Why, if my husband had returned from two years at war, and, bless his heart, he looked half as handsome as Dean, we wouldn’t have made it back to the house.”

      “She’s scandalous!” Annie exclaimed to me with a bright grin, fingers slipping eagerly into mine, “Well…?”

      I needed no more prompting. Sweeping Annie into my arms, she let out a peel of giggles when I threw her over my shoulder, marching her back to the room. Just as I headed down the hall, I caught Darla’s eyes as she watched us go, a wistful, almost jealous expression painted across her face that turned positively hungry as she stared at my bobbing semi-hard manhood. My beautiful mother-in-law was out of my mind in moments though when I swung Annie down into my arms, crushing her lips against mine.
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      Those first few minutes alone together we fumbled at finding the old rhythms, hands awkward and grins sheepish. As the passion grew, so did the intimacy. Our comfort with one another returned by the time I peeled the final layer of her petticoats off, my wife returned to me and I to her.

      Laying Annie back on the firm mattress, I crawled atop her, wincing when the bed gave loud squeaks of protest beneath my weight. Her small hand reached down, and the woman gave a growl of pleasure at feeling my hardness in the flesh once more. She parted slender thighs, whimpering to be filled. But I had other ideas.

      I’d spent too long dreaming of what I would do to her gorgeous body, and I wasn’t about to blow the chance so quickly. Gripping her wrists above her head in one hand, I trailed the other down her side and up, cupping one massive breast.

      “Oh, Dean!” Annie moaned softly, “God, I’ve missed your hands… I need you baby… I need… oh! What are you… oh sweet Jesus!”

      Kissing my way down her chest, I released her hands, kissing both large nipples until they were hard, then down her flat stomach to the treasure below. Soldiers talk, and I’d learned a few things from my mates over the past two years. Chief amongst them was a trick an old officer whispered one night, deep in his cups. It sounded insane to me at first, but he’d promised it would make a woman see god and worked better to keep a wife happy than all the rest combined.

      “Dean… don’t… that’s not… oh baby… mmmmMMMMMM!” Her moan caused my cock to throb, and I felt her fingers slide through my short hair, guiding my head as I tasted her delicate bits. “Oh, my love… that feels… there… oh right there!... What is this?… DEAR JESUS… BABY I’M… OH GOOOODDDDD!”

      The bed shook as my wife shuddered beneath me, her hands gripping the sheets and thighs clamping down on my head. With a final sigh, she relaxed beneath me, body melting into the mattress. Kissing her thigh and feeling proud I’d given her so much pleasure I let her pull me up to her desperate lips.

      “Oh honey,” Annie moaned, words mumbling into nothing as we kissed.

      Once more her slender fingers found my manhood and I let her push the head into her tight entrance. Words were gone and so was thought as we connected again on the most intimate levels. My wife is a tiny woman, requiring me to ease myself into her with short little thrusts. Even with her wetness making a mess of the sheets and mattress, it still took a long minute before I could let loose and drive into her with the urgency of two years of abstinence.

      I’d like to say it was a beautiful hour of lovemaking, but the sad truth was she felt way too wonderful for me to last longer than a couple minutes. With tears of love in her eyes, my wife welcomed my seed into her womb and held me as I collapsed beside her, spent and exhausted.

      I spent that first week acclimating back into my life. My wife took a few days off work to spend with me, and we had a wonderful picnic at the lake on the last day she had off. The town was quieter than I remember, but the people refused to be downtrodden, keeping a sunny outlook now that the war was over, even with the threat of soviet invasion hanging over everything.

      It only took one day home alone for me to go stir crazy, but it would be a year before they opened the recruiting office up in town and I didn’t plan on collecting an Army check for doing nothing until then. The next day I sat at the kitchen table making phone calls to anyone who would pick up in Washington, while Darla sat with me sipping coffee and keeping me company.

      It’s common for a man to be uncomfortable around his mother-in-law, but usually for different reasons. Darla and I had spoken little before I’d gone off to war. Annie’s father was a traditional man, seeing the woman’s place as in the kitchen and silent until spoken to and with his disapproval of me I’d spent little time around the woman. Her beauty had always seemed remote and severe, but as we got to know each other over those two days, I came to learn she was a sweet natured and giving woman.

      “First Sergeant,” the bureaucrat on the other end of the line said after I finally got through, “with your record and honors you should run a Ranger or Airborne company, not heading up recruiting in a Podunk town. At the least come back to DC. We could use a good man like you to establish the Pentagon.”

      “They gave me the assignment back in my hometown just so I didn’t have to put up with any of that nonsense anymore,” I said, trying to ignore the proud gaze and fierce smile from Darla as she overheard the conversation, “Look, I keep having to explain this, I’m happy with my assignment, but the office won’t open for a year and you people insist on paying me even when I have no one to report to.”

      “Sir!” The older man’s voice said, “You’re an American treasure!”

      “I’m a young man too broken down from war to do anything other than serve as catnip to dumb boys dreaming of glory,” that shut the voice up right quick, “And I’ll go crazy if I have to sit around and think for a year, so please, can’t you find anything in this area the government might need me for?”

      “I think I understand First Sergeant…” I heard papers rustling in the background and the man spoke up quickly, “Sir, let me call you back. I might have something for you, but it’s going to require some wavers, even with your clearance. Hell, we may need a Senator or two to fast track it, but I think you’re perfect Sergeant Williams.”

      “Get back to me then,” I said and hung up.

      “It’s a beautiful day out,” Darla said, “and we’ve been in this stuffy house all morning. Why don’t we go for a walk down the river trail?”

      It was indeed a beautiful day, and the exercise put us both in a better mood. Dinner was on, smells filtering out into the backyard as I cut timber. I had in mind to build a couple flower beds for the backyard and plant a garden as I’d seen many houses in eastern France had. The thought of walking out and picking fresh produce was romantic as well as practical.

      “Dean!” Darla called out the kitchen window, “Your friend’s on the line!”

      Dusting off my hands, I hurried in and took the receiver.

      “Sir, I’ve managed to get clearance from up top, and when I passed along your file, the program’s director jumped at the chance to have you on board.”

      “Great,” I said, letting out a relieved sigh. “Sign me up.”

      “That’s the thing sir, it’s a testing facility working on a top-secret project and they need a test subject. They can only take you on once you’ve passed the requirements, a car will come by to pick you up tomorrow and take you to the facility.”

      “Not quite what I had in mind,” I said, “but it’s important research?”

      “According to the Director, the fate of our nation rests on it, maybe the entire free world. Can I tell them you’ll be ready, sir?”

      “I’ll be ready,” I confirmed, “and thank you, again, for this. I really appreciate it.”

      “I’ll miss our days together,” Darla said after I’d hung up, her smile sad but proud. “It’s been so nice having someone around during the day to keep me company.”

      “He said it’s not full time,” I said, finding with surprise that I’d miss our times together as well, “and a daily walk down the river sounds like a recipe for a healthy life to me.”

      I shouldn’t have felt as warm and happy inside when she smiled back at me as I did, but the feelings were easy to ignore once my gorgeous wife got home. Instead of being exhausted at the end of a long day, the tireless woman flitted all around the house, talking about her day and enquiring about ours. When I told her about the opportunity, she was happy for me but nervous about what I might be testing.

      “Swallow nothing that glows,” she cautioned, “or let them put machines in you.”

      “Do what?” I asked.

      “I heard it on a radio show,” she said, grinning, “They’re trying to make a Super Man to fight the Soviets.”

      “Don’t listen to her, Dean,” Darla said with a frown at her daughter, “it’s all those penny novels she reads. They’re going to rot your brain, Annie.”

      Annie let the comment slide, but her suspicious never left. That night she rode me like a wild woman, arching her back so her massive breasts shook before my face. She seemed desperate to please me after begging me to kiss and lick her once more. As our moans filled the house, coupled with the squeaking bedframe and mattress, an image of Darla lying in bed listening to us flashed through my mind and I could no longer hold back my orgasm. Annie crying out in surprise as a powerful blast of cum shot into her womb.

      Darkness dragged me under moments later, as it usually did after an orgasm. Annie softly kissing on my neck as she snuggled close. My last thought was amusement as my horny little wife rubbed her wetness against my thigh. She’d made me promise on our wedding night never to relieve myself, unless overseas of course, believing it a sin that ruined marriages. I could sense her frustration but was unable to do anything more as I faded into dreams.

      I put on my dress uniform, not knowing what to wear, and was surprised when the car pulled up and the driver was a long-haired beatnik fellow with an aloof expression. He didn’t seem interested in talking as we drove and ignored my questions when we started heading deep into the woods.

      He took us down country roads until we arrived at a large black gate, newly installed at the road’s end. A strange box stood outside, and the man waved a badge before it, and magically the gates swung inward. He pulled the car down a freshly paved drive and parked outside a boxy concrete building.

      “Head on up to the entrance,” the man said, pulling a soft pack of Lucky Strike out of the glove-box and lighting one up, “Doc will get you took care of. She said it will only take an hour or two, so I’ll just wait, drive you back when they’re done.”

      “Thanks,” I said, “my names-.”

      “Nope,” he interrupted me, holding up a hand waving me off, “Not supposed to know each other’s names, security, you know how it is.”

      “What do I call you then?”

      “Driver? I don’t give a shit man; it’s an easy gig and I don’t want to lose it.”

      “Fair enough,” I said, nodding and stepping out.

      A narrow door at the corner of the building opened, and a round-faced woman peeked out. Her eyes widened when she saw me and she looked down at a clipboard in her arms, reading quickly, then looked back up at me and nodded. Grinning, she waved me over.

      “Mr. Williams,” she said enthusiastically, “It’s an honor to meet you, sir!”

      “Thank you, ma’am,” I said, offering her a polite nod and extending my hand, “I’m grateful to be of service.”

      “I’m Dr. Eleanor Rigel, I can’t tell you how thrilled Helmond and I am that you’ll be joining us,” she reached out a diminutive hand, blushing a bright shade of red when mine swallowed hers. The woman was easily ten years my senior, but she was acting like a schoolgirl around a visiting professor and I found the experience odd, though not uncommon since I’d returned.

      “If you’ll follow me, I’ll show you to the shower,” turning the white-coated doctor led me down a narrow dimly lit corridor. It felt almost like being in a bunker again and a cold sweat popped out across my back and shoulder, but I pushed the memories down, doing my best to ignore them and focus on what the woman was saying.

      “Unfortunately, we won’t be able to explain the research we’re conducting here until, or unless,” she flashed me an apologetic smile, “you meet the conditions Dr. Wagner has laid out. But with a man of your obvious physical attributes, I think you’ll do just fine.”

      “What kind of tests?” I asked.

      “I’ll let the doctor explain,” she said, “but don’t worry, it’s nothing complicated, drawing a little blood and maybe some calisthenics. Keating will escort you to the Dr. Wagner’s lab, just knock on the other door when you’re done, and make sure to scrub extra good!”
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      I was about to ask what she mean when I noticed the bar of fresh soap; she held in one hand and a rough bristle brush in the other, as we’d stopped outside another narrow door. Taking the items from her, I opened it to find a tiny bathroom, complete with shower stall and sink. It wasn’t until I’d stepped under the shower’s icy stream that I realized there was nothing for me to change into. This didn’t shock me, it being typical in army induction facilities, but this wasn’t the army. I didn’t think Annie would appreciate me walking around in the buff before strange women and pulled on my drawers before knocking on the other narrow door.

      The door swung open moments later, and I saw with surprise that Keating was a woman. A tall woman with severe features and a hard frown as she glanced down at my drawers. Her pale blonde hair was pulled back in a tight bun and heavy framed black glasses sat low on her nose. I took her for a nurse at first from the white uniform, but I didn’t recognize the cut and the skirt was long and flowing, its edges brushing the stone floor.

      “You will leave all foreign materials within the building,” the woman’s thick German accent made ‘the’ sound more like ‘ze’, and her tone was firm, almost harsh, brooking no argument.

      “You can’t really mean,” I said, but from the hard look in the woman’s eyes I saw she did indeed mean exactly what she said. Sighing, I stepped over to the small bench where I’d folded and set my undershirt and pants.

      “Alsace?” I asked, recognizing the region her accent was from and trying to think of anything but the fact that I was about to drop trou’ before this stranger.

      “Good ear,” she said, and I noted a grudging acknowledgement in the tone, “Get a move on marine. The doctor’s cultures won’t keep forever.”

      “Ranger,” I said, turning my own frown on the woman.

      “Doesn’t matter,” she said, then froze, eyes widening in her first sign of emotion as she took in the sight of my manhood, “I suppose we can check that box.” She glanced down at her clipboard, checking a box, “Of course we must measure it both tumescent and soft, but it’s a beautiful specimen you have there.”

      “Specimen?” I asked, voice sounding more than a little strangled as I tried to cover myself with my hands.

      “Follow me,” Her eyebrow rose, and the faintest hint of a smile curled the corner of her lips as she said, “Ranger, boy.”

      If she thought the comment on my age would upset me, she definitely didn’t know much about my past. They call it the fast track to command and there’s nothing pleasant about it. Men don’t want to take orders from a young man in his early twenties, no matter how wise he might be in the ways of war. I’d endured far worse from tough old salt’s that would make Nurse Keating weep.

      The air had a chill, but I ignored it, instead trying to take in every detail of the rooms we passed and do my best to ignore the feeling of eyes following my naked back. They lay the lab out like a long hallway, with rooms on either side and branching intersections. Most were closed with the lights turned off, but most had large windows so I could peer in.

      Odd walls of blinking lights filled one room. I would have loved to see the machines, because with in the darkened space the blue, green and flashing red lights looked ominous. Another was a chemist’s lab, filled with beakers, flasks and bubbling concoctions in various shades of green. Swallowing hard, I hurried after the nurse, feet slapping on the concrete floor.

      “In here,” she paused beside an open door, indicating a small barren room with a single chair and table, “have a seat and touch nothing.”

      “Except the chair,” I joked, offering the woman a wink, trying to make things less awkward.

      She refused to even crack me a smile, waiting with a stony face until I stepped into the room, then slamming the door shut quickly. I listened to the sound of her shoes clicking away for a few feet, then she turned into a room. Taking a seat as instructed, I got down to some serious hurry-up-and-wait.

      The steel chair was chilly on my backside, but a trickle of warm air pumped into the small room. Lifting a few strings tied to the vent took the chill off. I can’t say how long I waited, but it must have been around forty minutes before the door opened and a tiny man bustled in.

      Standing to shake the man’s hand, he gave a little jump of surprise at my height and offered me a weak smile but didn’t extend his hand to shake. Instead, clutching his hands close and straining to avoid touching me. Shuffling around the edge of the room, he sat quickly, his movements and manner queer.

      “I will conduct your assessment, Sergeant Williams. Take a seat and we can begin.”

      The odd little man had an accent even thicker than Nurse Keating’s and the hairs on the back of my neck stood up. Narrowing my eyes, I took him in from head to toe. The wispy white hairs on his head stood up in all directions, wild and unkempt. His lab coat was clean and pressed, but under it he wore an old woolen suit with patches in places. Instincts in such recent use are hard to put down, especially when they can mean the difference between life and death. But this man’s heritage didn’t stand in place of his character, and I had yet to learn about that.

      “Rodger, doc.” I said taking a seat.

      “First, we will begin with your medical history,” he scanned down his clipboard and read off a prompt, “Are you allergic to any medications?”

      “Not that I know of,” I replied.

      “Have you had any major surgeries?”

      The little man who’d yet to introduce himself rattled off about two dozen questions that grew increasingly personal until the last question he asked was about relations with my wife.

      “You really need to know?” I asked, but the man didn’t reply, simply staring at his paperwork and waited for my reply. Sighing and shifting uncomfortably, I mumbled a reply, “No, I never have over one… orgasm an evening with her… Once on our honeymoon we… twice… but there had been a lot of tequila, and she…” but I couldn’t seem to finish the thought aloud.

      The small man checked something off and wrote a brief note before nodding to himself.

      “Thus concludes the initial assessment portion of today’s testing. Next we’ll check your levels against the culture standards I’ve grown. Follow me.”

      Not waiting for a reply, he turned and walked out the way he’d come in, eyes locked on the floor. Hopping up and covering myself with my hands the best I could, I hurried after him. On the other side of the door was a small medical office with an exam chair and a rolling steel tray covered in several needles of various sizes.

      “Have a seat,” he indicated the exam chair, “and please, try to relax. Any anxiety or stress your feeling could influence the results and disbar you from the experiment.”

      “What’s the experiment, doc? What are you working on out here?”

      “They have advised you of the security protocols,” he said, “but sympathize with your curiosity. Only if you’re a viable candidate, can I inform you of the research we’re conducting and the advancements we’ve made.”

      “How am I looking so far?”

      “From the evidence thus far you’re a prime candidate, Mr. Williams, but we must make absolutely certain. The consequences of adding the catalyst to an organism unworthy of hosting it would be catastrophic. The risks are too great and we could lose decades of research.” The odd doctor was lining the needles up, so they were all perfectly parallel with one another, the tips all in line. Once they were, he stood up straight and looked at me for the first time. His gaze slowly climbed from my feet, up my legs, and pausing at my manhood long enough that I felt uncomfortable before traveling the rest of the way up to my shoulders and arms.

      “We’re going to need the restraints, I think,” he said to himself, lips pursing in a frown, “Forgive the delay Mr. Williams, I’ll just be a moment.”

      Turning, he opened the room’s other door and stepped into another concrete lined hall, letting the door close behind him. He returned with the Nurse a moment later, the tall woman carrying a set of leather straps and buckles.

      “Dr. Wagner, could you hold this end?” The nurse asked, sliding the constraints through loops on the underside of the steel exam table, “Perfect… now sit back down Dean, and we’ll get you locked in.”

      “Why do you need to restrain me?” I asked, not yet ready to put myself completely at these strangers mercy.

      “Have you ever had spinal fluid removed, Sergeant Williams?” Dr. Wagner asked, eyes once more on his toes as he held up a terrifyingly long and thick needle, “I will push this between two vertebrae and piercing the lining of your spinal cord to withdraw a dram of fluid. You are an exceptionally large and muscular fellow, Sir, and were you to flop or become violent, there is a likely chance the needle would tear your spine and you’d be a paraplegic for life.”

      “Right,” I said, shivering and wanting nothing more than to get the hell away from that needle but unwilling to let the pair see my cowardice, “Straps it is then.”

      The doctor wouldn’t touch me, in fact he avoided even brushing against the nurse in the tiny exam room with single-minded determination at times. Nurse Keating moved with practiced efficiency as she looped the padded leather around me. The buckles were neither too tight nor too loose when she was done, locking me firmly in place and awakening a new anxiety at the loss of all control.

      Forcing myself to ignore the giant needle and the pressure band around my lungs at feeling so trapped and helpless, I let myself appreciate the nurse. Her severe expression and thick frames masked a face of elegant symmetrical features. Her height and uniform hid the subtle curves of her body, but I suspected there was a phenomenal ass beneath her long, loose skirts. Like the austere European beauties, I saw overseas, always alluring but untouchable. The nurse noticed my regard but gave no hint of being flattered or upset by the attention.

      In the years I spent overseas, I’d never once strayed from Annie and our marriage vows. Even when given ample opportunities with women eager to thank their liberators, I’d stayed faithful. Now, just because I never dipped my wick in another honeypot didn’t mean I was a monk who refused to even look at women.

      “We’ll begin by drawing blood,” he patted on the inside of my elbow and I felt a sharp stab as a needle poked in, “Then progress to the other bodily fluids.”

      Gritting my teeth, I nodded, eager for this to be over with and thinking I was ten times a fool for volunteering. After twenty minutes I felt like a pincushion, but having the spinal fluid drawn wasn’t as bad as I’d feared. When the doctor finally set the last syringe on the metal tray, I sighed out in relief.

      “There’s one more extraction to perform, and a few measurements to gather, I’ll let the nurse handle it. Thank you for your patience, sir. Dr. Riggle will contact you with the results over the weekend.”

      “Just relax, sergeant,” the nurse said as the doctor was pushing the tray out of the room, “this shouldn’t take more than a minute or two.”

      Stepping around me, I caught a flash of excitement cross her features before the icy mask once more fell into place. The tall woman walked over to a cabinet and drew on a pair of yellow gloves and took up a narrow measuring tape. The doctor’s comment from earlier whispered in the back of my mind and I grew nervous as she turned, a gleam of some suppressed emotion deep in her eyes.

      “Please think about baseball, cold showers and anything else that will keep your manhood from becoming… tumescent,” her voice softened into almost a whisper as she moved to the side of the exam table.

      “Are you really going to…? oh shit…” the shock of her icy fingers on my limp penis make me shiver and it forced me to follow her instructions, doing my best to ignore my body’s natural response to her touch.

      Shutting my eyes, I tried to forget her, instead all I could focus on was her breathing as it grew deeper and slower by the second. A scratch of pencil on paper. Then her fingers were manipulating me again, laying the measuring tape along my softened dick.

      “Now, take a deep breath, Dean,” Nurse Keating whispered, her accent sending a thrill down my spine, “I’ll have these next measurement’s quick and have the procedure over as soon as possible.”

      “What procedure… ahhhh… but… I can’t…” The woman’s long slender fingers tightened around the base of my cock, awakening my guilt as my eyes flashed open to see her standing above me, cheeks red and wet lips parted.

      “Quiet, sir,” she hushed me, “We need the measurements, and the doctor needs a sample of your… It’s just a medical procedure… there’s nothing to feel guilty about.”

      I couldn’t be sure if she said it for my benefit or her own. The composed nurse from earlier was gone. The woman standing beside my exam table stared at her hand circling my cock in fascination. When she stroked me, my cock betrayed instantly as it thickened and hardened. She bit her bottom lip, and I thought I detected a faint whimper from the back of her throat.

      Wanting to look away but unable to, I watched the beautiful nurse stroke me to steely hardness. Breath panting and fingers trembling, she pulled up the cloth tape-measure once more and took her measurements. Hurriedly jotting them down, she grabbed a narrow glass tube and set it between my thighs.

      “Now… now I’ll collect the sample,” Keating said, eyes flickering up to mine for a moment and cheeks brightening.

      I could only lay there and let the woman stroke me, trying not to stare at her as she in turn stared at my dick. The look of fascination and apparent desire stealing over her beautiful face had me more turned on than I would have admitted.

      Annie is the only lover I’ve ever had, and she’d never been keen on foreplay, preferring the dirty deed before I opened her mind the night of my return. The only hand to ever given me pleasure was my own, and that rarely, given my wife’s disdain of the act. The nurse’s hand’s felt incredible. One gripped me tightly near the base while the other ran gentle fingers up and around the head, teasing and stroking lightly.

      “Oh god…” I moaned softly after a couple minutes of exquisite torture. The woman’s eyes gleamed brighter and her smile grew, my cock throbbing in her hand as she quickly grabbed the beaker and tilted it so my seed would pool at the bottom.

      “Yes…!” Nurse Keating hissed, the table shifting as she ground her hips forward into it, and then I was moaning, toes curling and spine tingling as I felt my cock spew forth a massive load. “Excellent, Mr. Williams… excellent.”

      I was panting and shaky as she wiped me down with a clean towel and unhooked the restraints. Neither of us spoke as I stepped off the table and followed her back to the tiny bathroom where my clothes waited. When she stepped aside for me to enter, I caught her last glance down at my manhood and the glitter of desire in those cold blue eyes and instantly felt guilty as my own desire leaped up to match hers.

      “Have a good weekend, Sir,” the nurse said before closing the door behind herself.
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      Dr. Riggle was waiting for me on the other side of the bathroom with the ever-present clipboard pressed to her chest. She offered me a bright smile when I stepped out and led me to the exit, flashing her badge to let me out.

      “I really hope this works out,” she said when I’d stepped outside and the driver started the car, “We’ve been praying they’d let us start a human trial subject for months now and from everything Dr. Wagner’s seen so far you’re perfect!”

      “Great,” I said, unable to ignore the guilt hanging over me.

      “Sir,” she said, looking up at me thoughtfully, “This research is important if our country hopes to win the next big war. I know some of the doctor’s procedures may seem… extreme… but they all have a purpose, I can assure you.”

      “Assure my wife,” I grumbled.

      “I could, sir,” the woman piped up. “If it becomes an issue at all.

      “What?” I asked, turning back.

      “It’s true, sir,” the woman flashed a bright smile, “they have authorized me to brief your spouse and any adults living within the residence of the nature of our testing. Assuming you qualify as a subject, I’ll be informing her separately about what you’ll be undergoing and what the objective is.”

      “I thought it was all top secret?”

      “Oh, it definitely is,” she said, nodding quickly, “but, without getting into too much detail, if successful, our experiment would involve the wife as well.”

      “Like I was today?” I asked, anger bubbling at the image of my wife strapped to an exam table.

      “Certainly, not!” Dr. Riggle shook her head, “Please Mr. Williams, you’ll just have to trust us for now. We have yours, your wife’s, and the nation’s best interests in mind at all times.”

      Trust the woman or not, I’d already signed up and there was no backing out now. Feeling like a failure, I let the man drive me back home. Darla was preparing a hearty supper, and I was able to avoid her probing questions. Instead, I headed into the backyard to work on the planter boxes and try to forget my odd morning.

      That weekend we drove up to the lake and had a picnic, Annie and Darla packing a wonderful spread of fruits, meats and bread. I swam out to a small island on the lake and explored for an hour while Annie and her mother sunbathed in their new suits.

      The new swimsuits were scandalously small, being two pieces that bared their midriff and the bottoms little more than a tiny skirt and panties. Annie and her mom were eager to try the new suits but had only wanted to if I drove them to a hidden beach on the north side of the lake.

      Feeling like a deviant, I couldn’t help myself as I stole long stares at the pair of them on as they laid out in the sun. Their smooth pale skin kept drawing my eyes, and I found myself welcoming the future if my wife turned out half as beautiful as her mother.

      I didn’t feel guilty until that evening when I was behind my wife, taking her with slow strokes so as not to hurt her tiny pussy, an image of Darla’s wide backside flashed through my mind as I flooded my wife’s womb with cum. I fell asleep and tried to let the guilt fade, knowing I’d never act on the desire, but my dreams were plagued by fantasies tinged in corrosive emotions. I woke before dawn in a cold sweat and went for a long jog, drawing stares from early risers at the odd behavior.

      When I got back to Darla’s house, I saw their neighbors were packing up and moving out. The elderly couple was quiet and sweet, and I spent an hour helping their movers carry boxes out to their truck before going home and taking a shower. The pair had gotten an offer they couldn’t refuse for the old house and were heading south.

      Other than that, it was a lazy Sunday of working in the yard, my world starting to feel somewhat normal again. In the afternoon, I received a phone call from Dr. Riggle, who was brimming with excitement.

      “Sir, I just wanted to let you know everything passed with flying colors! I’ll arrange a chance to speak with your wife tomorrow before we inject the catalyst.”

      “Let me see when she’ll be free. Honey! Could you come here?”

      Annie was more nervous and excited to find out about the experiment than I was. She and her mom speculating late into the evening about what it could be as we sipped cocktails.

      “Whatever it is,” Annie said, resting her hand on my forearm, “They couldn’t have chosen a better man for it. I just know you’ll do us proud, Dean.”

      “Of course he will, dear,” Darla said with a slightly drunken smile, “Why, Dean’s an American hero. And just the biggest and handsomest man in town, maybe the entire state!”

      “Mom,” Annie warned her mother with an embarrassed grin, “you’re going to embarrass Dean if you keep speaking like that.”

      “Honey, one thing you need to learn about men is they love compliments just as much as us women,” Darla offered a sly wink, “And you give a man the right one and he’ll, hic! turn into putty in your hands.”

      “Oh, really?” Annie asked, eye twinkling as she looked up at me, “Like what kind of compliments?”

      “I can’t give away all my secrets now,” Darla said, flashing me a crooked grin, then blinking owlishly and looking around a touch lost, “I think… I think maybe that last high-ball was one too many.”

      “Yea, maybe mom,” Annie said with a laugh, extricating herself from my lap and helping her mom to bed.

      “Sleep well, Darla,” I offered in way of farewell and the older woman paused, swaying in the doorway, and offered me a wide, almost hungry grin.

      “You too, Dean…Thank you for a wonderful evening,” she opened her mouth to say more but closed it after a second, face flashing scarlet red before she let her daughter help her to bed.

      An hour later, laying in bed, Annie hooked a leg around my hip, drawing me into her hot depths. Her kisses were extra urgent that evening and I found her sopping wet. Her hips rode me with wild abandon, uncaring of the bruising her sex would take from my massive manhood. Her large firm breasts a pleasing handful.

      “Oh god Annie,” I moaned when her pussy shuddered on my cock in its second orgasm of the evening, “What’s gotten into you tonight?”

      “Complaining?” She asked with a crooked grin and I gripped her firm little ass, giving it a smart spank and causing her to yelp in pleasure and feed me one of her firm little nipples. “Mmmm I love that… yessss, there… fuuuck… Did you see her tonight?” Her hot whisper filled my ear, and I released the nipple, confused, “Two cocktails and she couldn’t keep her eyes off you… oh fuck… there… oh yes… She must have seen this perfect… massive cock and grown so… oh shit…. Jealous… There baby!”

      Her words shocked me even more when they so obviously turned her on. When we’d first married Annie had been innocent as a nun, but over the past week, ever since I’d blown her mind with what a tongue could do, she’d been eagerly searching out new pleasures.

      The feeling of her orgasming pussy writhing on my cock and the sounds of her reaching such pleasure, along with the wickedness of her words, sent me over the edge with her. My cock throbbed again and again as she sighed in bliss, resting atop me for long minutes as my cock softened within her.

      “Mmmhmm,” Annie said, curling up in my arms as we spooned, “maybe mom was right about compliments.”

      “Maybe,” I breathed.

      “Or maybe mom’s still got it, eh?” Turning, she threw me her most wicked grin, and moaned when I pulled her into a passionate kiss.

      The feel of her hand reached down to stroke my length made the memories of the nurses ‘procedure’ flash through my head and despite the shame it brought up, it was also powerfully exciting. Annie gasped when my dick grew to life once more, eyes wide and an eager grin stretching across her lips.

      “Twice, husband? Mhmmm,” she bit her bottom lips, gasping as I rolled atop her, “Maybe I should bring up mom more often in bed. Tell me… mmmhhmmm! Is it… those huge breasts of hers?”

      “Annie!” I said in shock and she laughed, pulling me into a kiss and cupping one of her own large breasts.

      “Fuck me, baby,” she panted in my ear, “Fuck me hard… god damn you hurt so goood tonight!”

      Her cries of pleasure were echoing off the ceiling and would have woken the neighbors if they hadn’t just moved out. I realized Annie was drunker than I’d seen her since the wedding and completely uninhibited. We made love for another fifteen minutes of passionate sex before passing out in a sweaty bundle of sheets, spent and exhausted.

      When we woke up, we were both a touch delicate and Annie didn’t seem keen on bringing up our antics from the night before and having no wish to create tension or a fight; I steered far away from it. Darla was feeling under the weather that morning as well, and it was a dour crowd puttering around the house that stormy Monday morning.

      Annie began her new position as Shift Lead of graveyard and was enjoying the change. After pouring herself a bowl of Cheerios, she curled back in bed for a few hours’ sleep before she had to get ready and meet Dr. Riggle at the malt shop for her debriefing. I tried saying goodbye to Darla, but she locked herself in her room, apparently like mother; like daughter.

      The laconical driver was waiting for me right on time and took me to the remote mountain facility without a word shared between us. Unlike the previous trip, he brought me to the front entrance of the building this time, a longer loping driveway that wound through pastoral oaks before dropping us before a gothic concrete structure.

      For the first time I saw guards, and the sight brought a frown of disapproval to my face. Two men slouched off to one side on folding chairs. They played cards, ignoring the car as it drove up and not even bothering to look up when Dr. Riggle walked out to greet me.

      “Morning Mr. Williams,” the doctor called, waving me up to the double glass doors, “We have an exciting day planned for you, I just need to handle your briefing, then Dr. Wagner can begin administering the catalyst.”

      “Are they private security?” I asked, motioning to the two men.

      “Yes,” she said with a dismissive wave, “It’s so tedious dealing with them day in and day out. No one knows what we’re working on out here, so there’s very little reason for any security at all.”

      “I wouldn’t say that,” I said, but the woman wasn’t paying attention to me, and I had no desire to start off by telling them everything they were doing wrong, so I kept my concerns to myself.

      “From now on, you’ll be spending most of your time with me and Nurse Keating while we put your through a series of… physical and endurance tests. Ahh, here we go,” flipping on the overhead lights in a small conference room, I saw a pile of papers had been set up and a blackboard dragged over with a complex drawing of a molecule on it. “If you’ll just have a seat, I’ll grab a cup of coffee, want anything?”

      “Sure,” I nodded, taking a seat.

      There was a large manila folder sitting before me with red markings on the cover denoting its top secret status and stenciled in large block letters across the top it read: PROJECT ENKYOS. I didn’t recognize the word at all, but it sounded Greek, which fit with other projects I’d heard about.

      Dr. Riggle returned, setting a small cup of black coffee before me and taking her seat with a bright smile.

      “Let’s see…” She shuffled a few folders, glancing at them and frowning, “We’ve never done a briefing for a subject, so this will be the first. I guess I should begin with Helmut’s research, and his initial findings.” Pulling a stapled packet from the bottom of a pile, she handed it to me, “This is the original paper, published in ‘42 that identify certain… traits in humanity. The doctor identified several traits that have proven more beneficial to mankind than others. Citing specific instances in history when, in the wake of war or great tragedy, these traits could spread more widely within a generation. In each instance humanity saw its greatest flowering of culture, science, art and often peace.

      “You see Dean, America is at such a crossroads right now. Certain individuals within the government saw the tremendous opportunity the doctor’s research could afford us, if America is willing to capitalize on it.”

      “That’s what Project Enkyos is?” I asked, flipping through the packet she’d handed me but unable to understand the dense scientific language or the pages of formulas.

      “Exactly,” she nodded, “The doctor has been hard at work creating a serum that will identify and trigger these traits, activating a side of humanity that’s lain dormant since the last great crisis our race faced. With this serum, or catalyst, more accurately, our hope is that America can give birth to a generation of thinkers, intellectuals, warriors and scholars that will lead us into the new century as the most powerful nation the world’s ever seen. Thus, ensuring peace and democracy spread, while we can stop the red menace.”

      “Sounds ambitious,” I frowned.

      “Oh, it is,” she nodded, “but as with anything, in order to change things you have to start small. Or in our case, with you, Dean Williams.”

      “I still don’t understand-.”

      “Let me explain,” she said quickly, “From historical evidence in human’s blood, it appears that a few special individuals spread these powerful traits widely, and from those lines they’ve matriculated down into the wider population. Take, for instance, the desire to triumph over tremendous adversity… In nature, most animals would roll over and die, but because Genghis Khan spread that trait so widely, we’ve benefited from it for hundreds of years. Unfortunately, the results of our study won’t be publishable for a generation or more, but the Doctor and I believe we can see the truth of it here, in you, sir.”

      “In me?” I asked, struggling to make sense of what she was saying.

      “Oh yes, Dean,” her cheeks flushed a pretty shade of pink as she went on. Drawing out a long sheet and reading down it, “I established the testing criteria based on the Doctor’s assessment of beneficial traits. We’ve run nearly three thousand tests on different men, and none have come back with more than a thirty percent match. But you, Mr. Williams… you check every single trait we’ve been searching for. It’s almost a miracle.”

      “What does that mean exactly?”

      “The catalyst Dr. Wagner’s designed will only activate if it reaches a certain threshold of synchronicity with its host.” Seeing the confusion on my face she went on quickly, “It’s more effective the higher your percentage match is.”

      “Activate?” I asked, feeling a little uneasy about the term.

      “Oh yes, but don’t worry, the effects are additive, not subtractive, and they can be reversed at any time with a simple pill. Now let me go over the specifics of what I foresee the changes will be,” drawing out a sheep of paper with neat small handwriting she began to read down a list, “If visible signs present themselves they’ll be minimal and mostly associated with aspects of your bodies density. You will most likely experience an increase in sexual drive and potency. There is a corresponding effect of changes to pheromones and unconscious social receptors, but those will scale with your absorption of the catalyst. Dr. Wagner doubts the efficacy of such items, but I have my doubts. I suspect there is more at play with attraction than symmetry. You said your wife, and you were planning to conceive?”

      “We are,” I said, “we’ve been trying since I got home.”

      “Perfect,” she grinned, “you see that’s the entire purpose of our study, Dean, to make sure America can give birth to a generation of geniuses and hero’s that will innovate a new future for us.”

      “Sounds great,” I said, not really caring one way or another. Oh, the idea of America triumphing over her enemies sounded great to me, but I doubted a few egg-heads tucked back in the mountains were going to make it happen with a broken down soldier as their guinea pig.

      “You have no objections to being our subject, then?”

      Her weighty tone made me pause and consider the consequences of what I was agreeing to. Did I really want to let some strange scientists inject an experimental serum into me? What if I died? Or infected Annie with something terrible? The truth was, I didn’t want to take on that much risk, but to back out now… To look scared or weak, even in front of these strangers, wasn’t something I could accept. I’ve been called bull-stupid before, and I can’t argue with the assessment, but so far it’s managed to keep me alive.

      “If it’s going to help our nation, then I’m on board ma’am,” I said with a nod.

      “Perfect,” the doctor bounced to her feet, “just wait here, Nurse Keating will be in with some waivers and paperwork for you to sign. I’ll be popping over to the Malt Shop now, but I’ll make sure to check in on you when I return. I can’t tell you how exciting this is Mr. Williams!”

      “Dean,” I said, “Please, if we’re going to be working together, just call me Dean.” These civilians seemed incapable of remembering or using rank properly, and I had no desire to waste my time teaching them.
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      Once more Nurse Keating was cold and remote as she laid paperwork before me and pointed out where I should sign. It was me who sat awkwardly shifting in my seat the whole time, unable to get the image of her immensely capable hands out of my mind. Especially when they flashed right before my face.

      She wore the same uniform as before, but oddly it appeared to have been taken in at the waist and bust, the starched material conforming to the curves of her body in a way I didn’t remember from my first visit. She also wore a floral perfume that was enchanting, the occasional hint that made it to my nostrils only making me crave her more.

      “If you head down this hall,” she indicated a short hall heading to the back of the complex, “You’ll find the lavatory you used before. Once you’ve disrobed and bathed, give a knock and I’ll take you to the examination room.”

      I gave a nod in the affirmative and headed down, finding the small bathroom just as I’d left it. After scrubbing myself raw with the hard bristled brush and lye soap, I toweled dry. Keating was waiting for me with her clipboard once more in hand, and on silent feet she led me down to the exam room.

      “We shouldn’t need the restraints today,” she said as I lay down and I saw the first crack in her cold exterior when a hint of blush entered her pale cheeks and her accent grew notably stronger, “But the doctor will need another sample… after the catalyst has been given a time to react in your system. Should you need help again…”

      “I’ll be fine,” I blurted, hating how much I had to force the words out, and the nurse gave a quick nod, eager to be past the subject as she busied herself at the cabinets.

      “I’ll have the doctor sent in then,” she said, unable to meet my eyes as she slipped out of the room.

      Once again I was forced to wait a good thirty to forty minutes before the odd little doctor came busting in carrying a single vial and syringe. He didn’t greet me, instead walking over to the counter nurse Keating had just left and sighing in frustration. Reaching out with one hand, he quickly arranged everything on the table in perfectly straight lines before setting the tray down. The man certainly liked things orderly.

      “How are you feeling this morning, Mr. Williams?” The doctors spoke without turning, doing something with the syringe and vial.

      “No complaints,” I said, “Although I had a touch too much to drink last night.”

      “Hmm, alcohol consumption is valuable as a restorative to the mind, but I’m afraid I must ask you to refrain from consuming that particular poison. At least for a few days until we can discern how the catalyst has reoriented your internal systems. Please make a fist for me.”

      The order, slipped in without inflection, caught me off guard, but I quickly made a fist as he turned and walked towards me. Still with eyes on the ground, he paused not two feet away, needle lifted in his hand. His lips pressed together in a grimace, almost as if he was in pain, before he dropped his hands and gave another faint sigh of frustration, unable to close the gap between us.

      “I’d hoped my particular affliction would have allowed me to perform the injection of my life’s work into a subject of such high quality as you, Mr. Williams, but I am afraid I’ll need the nurse’s aid.”

      “Uh,” I said, not at all sure what he was talking about, but dimly aware he didn’t like touching people, “sure, no problem doc.”

      Stepping over to the door, he peeked out, and a moment later the nurse strode in. The woman was all business as she pulled the rubber strap around my arm and tapped the vein. With a last glance at the doctor who nodded eagerly, almost bouncing on his toes in his excitement, she pressed the sharp end through my flesh, waiting to see a small bloom of blood before slowly pressing the injector.

      “You should feel a flush to your skin,” Dr. Wagner said, “followed quickly by a mild fever, chills, and body aches. Have no fear, this is all part of the process. Are you feeling the skin flush?”

      “Yea,” I said, a heat rushing down my skin, “and I’m sweating.”

      “Perfect,” the doctor said, making a note on his clipboard. “We will hold you for three hours under observation, then you’ll be allowed to go home and rest for the day. Tomorrow we’ll begin the full gamut of testing. I’ll come back and check on you in an hour, but Nurse Keating will stay nearby in case you need anything,” the doctor left without a farewell, leaving me alone with the austere nurse.

      “I’ll be sitting right back here,” Nurse Keating said, indicating a chair with a paperback novel sitting on it, “If you need anything at all, just ask.” She paused, hesitating as if she wanted to say something else, but then went and sat down.

      I tried my best to ignore the discomfort, sensing if I let myself dwell on it too much I might start to panic about the changes taking place in my blood. Letting my mind wander, I found it kept coming back to images of my wife and her mother laughing together. The rest of the image blurred except for their delightfully thick lips and round breasts.

      What would it feel like? I thought to myself, to feel a woman’s lips on my dick?

      The thought shocked me. It was so dirty and wrong, but also so hot. Heart pounding, I felt my manhood grow so hard it became painful. The blood pounded through my ears, drowning out the world and my own heavy breathing. The yellow overhead lights refracted in my vision, kaleidoscope colors overlaying the world as my thoughts grew more and more sluggish.

      I should have been worried something was going wrong with their catalyst, for my symptoms were more extreme than the doctor or nurse had mentioned. Long minutes passed, and I grew more and more hot and feverish, matched by my growing lust. My mind filling with images of upturned asses of all shapes and sizes, zeroing in on the wet pussies, hungry to accept my seed.

      A subtle sound from behind reminded me of the woman I shared the room with. I drew in a deep breath through my nose, sampling the air. The scent of her womanhood was so powerful it was almost like my nose was buried in it. I could taste her desire. Like notes of citrus, they filled my sinuses, making them tingle. More than that, I could smell the woman’s hope, held in check by propriety and a faint disbelief in the Doctor’s catalyst.

      Instinct told me what to do, but my body wouldn’t cooperate. Unable to stand and claim what was mine by rights of her submission, I trembled in frustration. A sound came to my ears, and I realized the faint whimper had come from me. In the depths of the Catalyst’s reaction, I’d somehow forgotten how to speak.

      I didn’t even recognize the growl that issued from my throat. Its primal sounds were almost like a tiger’s, each note triggering instinctual reactions from those who heard it. In this case Nurse Keating was subject to the full force of my primal growl and it pulled her to her feel, face flushed, eyes wide and mouth parted wetly.

      The woman stood for a long moment, panting, hands gripping her long skirt as she stared at me. There was a hint of fear tightening the edges of her eyes, but also a tiny line of drool sliding down the corner of her mouth and the scent of her sex told me of her overwhelming desire.

      It almost felt like time slowed, my mind entering a state of flow, as I felt my cock give a powerful throb. A single bead of pre-cum oozed out the tip of my dick and began to roll down its fat head. The scent filled the room with an earthy, musky richness that caused Nurse Keating’s hands to tremble.

      The woman’s expression, so carefully composed, frayed around the edges and with a sudden cry of desire she reached out and wrapped shaky fingers around my dick and bent low, shaking further as she put her mouth over the head. Hot breath on the head of my cock. Then her lips tightened, and I felt her tongue sliding around, licking the slit as she sucked hard.

      My eyes rolled back into my skull as I experienced the first blowjob of my life. Thought was impossible with the Catalyst scrambling my mind, but there was a powerful need inside me. I’d heard of the act, of course, but before this day it had always seemed too dirty for a sweet and gentle woman to do. Now the urge to fill her mouth and stomach with my cum, to mark her, was overwhelming. Even when the fever and chills still made it too difficult to move, I still craved that release.

      It was the sounds that drew my eyes down. The woman was shoving her head down, gagging and choking on my cock. The sensation almost painful as she tried again and again to push my dick down the back of her throat. I wanted to stop her, but the fiery mouth, eager tongue, and gripping hand felt so good and my balls ached more with each second.

      Finally, Nurse Keating managed to get my cock into her throat, and she hummed in pleasure. Eyes rolling back as she sucked hard, bobbing up and down, large breasts striking the side of the table each time she took my cock down her throat. She still could not take all of me but didn’t seem to care. Chucks of hair pulled free of her tight bun, swinging wildly as she worked my cock, nipples pressing against the tight bodice of her uniform more firmly with each second.

      My orgasm hit without warning. One moment I was swimming in a sea of sickness and pleasure and the next a wave of euphoria followed by a brief second of clarity. Toes curling and body trembling, I rode the biggest orgasm of my life, dimly aware of my dick throbbing far more often than seemed reasonable as the Nurse stilled. The woman had been single-minded in her desire to throat my cock, and only now in the brief moment I could think straight did I see the reason why. Unwilling to lose even a dram of my seed, she’d created a seal with her throat and now all my cum landed straight in her belly.

      Clarity faded once more, the fever returning, followed by a wave of powerful exhaustion. Nurse Keating staggered to her feet and the last thing I saw before my vision faded once again was her face suddenly gorgeous and shining with euphoria as she closed her mouth, swallowing slowly and placing a gentle hand on her belly.

      I was shocked out of a deep sleep by noxious fumes assaulting me and I blinked to find Dr. Wagner standing before me with a broken set of smelling salts. The first thing to register was my ravenous hunger, and I worried how long I’d been here. It felt like I hadn’t eaten in days. Next, memories returned of what Nurse Keating had done, but they were washed out and distant. Like images from a dream, they didn’t seem real.

      “How are you feeling, Mr. Williams?” The doctor asked.

      “Hungry,” I croaked out through parched lips and a swollen tongue, “Thirsty.”

      “Yes, that is to be expected. Your body is burning with a lot of energy currently, and it will for some time to come. I recommend large hearty meals and lots of milk. Remember, steer clear of alcohol, it would have a diminishing effect on your current transformation… and quite a remarkable transformation if Nurse Keating’s notes are to be trusted… Remarkable indeed.”

      “It was a success then?” I asked, working moisture back in my mouth. A flush came to my skin, and I smelled a sweet herbal scent moments before the door opened and Dr. Riggle back carrying a lunch tray.

      “The Catalyst will need at least twenty-four hours to become fully conjoined with you, Mr. Williams, but from the Nurse’s initial assessment, things are progressing as intended, yes. Ahh, Eleanor, if you would be so kind as to sit with our patient while I check on the results of his lab work.”

      “Doctor,” the woman said in an oddly strangled tone, she’d set the tray down and turned, eyes widening when they fell on me and I could smell her desire swelling to nearly unmanageable levels. A sound started in the back of her throat, pupils dilating rapidly as she stared at me. “I’m… oh my… Dean I met with your wife and I must say you’re a very lucky man… Now that we have her permission,” the woman had forgotten all about the small doctor, lashes fluttering as she looked down at me, reaching up to undo the top button on her coat.

      “Oh dear,” the doctor said quickly, “It appears your compatibility with the subject is higher than we’d first assessed Eleanor… perhaps you should wait outside then, until we have the safety measures in place tomorrow.”

      “Nghhh!” The woman moaned in response before wrenching herself away from where she stood, to flee into the hall.

      The man never looked up from his shoes, so he didn’t notice my look of confusion.

      “I’ll just go check on those results, then you can head on home for a nice rest,” he indicated the tray of food that looked like common cafeteria fare, but in my hunger it smelled wonderful, “Make sure you eat everything on the plate. There are sedatives mixed in, to make sure you sleep through the evening, and are able to ignore some of the more unpleasant side effect.”

      I wanted to ask what to expect, but he chose to leave, and the food was calling to me. Barely pausing to butter the roll, I inhaled every scrap of food and could have eaten three more plates. Laying back down I dozed, in between waves of intense heat or chills that would leave me shivering or shaking. I realized what the doctor meant when he came back to inform me all looked good and I was cleared to head home.

      The sedatives must have kicked in because I could hardly keep my balance as I pulled on my clothes. Needing to sit down to draw on my socks, head swimming the whole time. I didn’t feel nauseous until I climbed into the car and it’s swaying nearly sent me over the edge a couple times. The driver kept a keen eye in the mirror, ready to pull over and let me hurl out the door to keep his seats clean.
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      He pulled up outside my mother-in-law’s house and I staggered out. Weaving my way up to the front door, I saw the new neighbors carrying boxes into the house next door. I looked up and raised a hand in greeting, a hand on my stomach. I hoped they would see a sick man coming home in the middle of the day, instead of a drunkard. Not wanting to make a poor impression.

      I was taken aback by the pair, both tall, the man nearly as tall as me and the woman just a couple inches shorter. They both had pale blonde hair and features I felt like I should recognize. There was something about the pale blue eyes and long cold features that I should know, but the illness, or whatever was going on with me, made it too hard to think straight.

      The woman raised a hand back in greeting, lips quirking into a smile almost against her will before the man threw her a glare and she composed her features back into stoic regard. Shrugging, I ignored the pair and yanked open the front door, screen banging against the wall in my awkward haste.

      “Dean?”

      Darla’s voice called from the laundry room and I heard the clothes bin pushed aside as I staggered towards the master bedroom. All I’d been able to think about was getting to bed and passing out. The sedatives were kicking in and my eyelids growing heavier every moment.

      There was definitely something up with my senses because I was having trouble seeing clearly, but my sense of smell was incredibly powerful. Either I was going crazy, or I really could smell emotions now, and far more about a woman’s mood than I’d dreamed possible.

      With each breath, the scent of my mother-in-law grew more complex and unbelievable. I could smell her floral perfume as well as the herbal shampoo and body wash she used. Beneath those scents was her concern, a soft emotion turning thorny as her anxiety spiked. What shocked me, and sent me hurrying back to my bedroom, was what I smelled underlying all of that.

      Darla’s desire was a living thing once more, unused for so long and recently woken up. Her shame was just as strong, but woven throughout it was a woman unsure what these recent changes might bring. Desire, lust, need, love, envy, jealousy and shame were a wild storm within that she struggled to contain.

      What had me fleeing wasn’t the lust I sensed from my beautiful mother-in-law, it was the effect her scent had on my own desire. My manhood felt painfully hard as it pressed against my pants and the material tented obscenely. Without meaning to, I let out a whimper of pain when the aroma became too powerful and my knees buckled, shoulder thumping into the wall painfully.

      “Dean!” Darla said from right behind me, the scent of her filling my head, “Are you ill? You feel feverish,” wrapping an arm around my waist she steered me into the bedroom, “Let’s get you into bed and out of these sweat drenched clothes… What did they do to you today?”

      “Injected… a catalyst,” I mumbled, struggling to find words and trying to pick my head up and look at Darla, my eyes fell on the deep shadow between her massive cleavage and locked on, unable to look away until I fell back onto the mattress.

      “A catalyst that does whaooooHHHHHH MY!”

      The woman’s lust and desire rose when she’d first seen me, but I’d convinced myself it was a figment of my addled brain. The sharp spike, when she saw the tent pressed against my slacks, was so strong it felt like the hairs in my nose were singed. For my own part, illness and lust had been warring within, but as I looked up at the woman standing before me, the illness faded and that animalistic part of my mind crawled to the fore once more.

      “Dean,” Darla breathed, one hand rising to her mouth, fingers trembling, eyes wide as saucers as she stared at my slacks, “Your… are you… well?”

      The woman before me was the perfect vessel. With her wide hips, slender waist and massive breasts, she was primed and ready. Filled with the potential to create. More than that, she was gorgeous. Just as beautiful as my wife, but in a matronly way.

      A sound issued from the back of my throat, drawn by instinct or from deep within my subconscious, I wasn’t sure. All shame and doubt gone, instinct driving me now. The primal sounds triggered something within the woman, and I saw her shoulders relax, a beatific smile tugging at her lips as she sat smoothly on the bed. The moment she sat my control slipped, almost as if my body knew the comfort it sought was coming and released my mind back into fever.

      “You need this… I don’t know how I know… but… Christ Almighty preserve me,” I felt relief for one moment when the button of my slacks popped open and my cock pierced the slit of my boxers to stand free. Darla gave a faint gasp of surprise at the sight of me, then it gave a mighty throb, balls aching something fierce, and I heard Darla whimper in desperate need.

      “Ahh!” My eyes squeezed shut, unable to witness what I knew must happen, but the hot wet feeling shocked them open.

      I looked at the sight of my beautiful mother-in-law, thick dark hair cascading over one shoulder as she stared at my cock. I gasped when her warm fingers slipped around the base of and the roaring beast within quieted a hair. The gasp turned into a strangled cry when she bent forward and without warning wrapped her thick lips around the head of my cock.

      My eyes struggled to place what it was seeing in a context it could understand, but failed. My mind reeled in sickness and I fell down into spiraling darkness. Long minutes passed and finally mental fingers clawed at consciousness and I swam to the surface of my thoughts for one precious second, enough to realize the intense pleasure I was feeling wasn’t just in my head.

      Darla had crawled onto the mattress at some point, skirts bunched around her hips as they shifting regularly. I couldn’t quite believe what she was doing down there, but also couldn’t focus on it because of the unbelievable sight at my crotch.

      The woman threw her entire upper body into the motions. Fingers circling my cock and making a tight ring before her lips as she took me deep into her mouth, tongue swirling my glands. The feel of her throat, soft and sucking on my cock, was incredible. Even in the illness's midst, which threatened to make me sick, I’d experienced nothing as magical.

      Sickness pulled me down once more, sweat breaking out on my skin and head throbbing. I heard more than felt Darla scream in orgasm as my cock unloaded into her mouth. Once again it felt like I must be in a dream because I felt the woman suck even harder after, unwilling to give up my still hard cock. Darkness stole me under one last time as I felt the perfection of her throating my dick once more.

      Strange dreams plagued me that night. I was a wolf, racing through the forest, hunting the scent of a she-wolf in heat. Then I took a step and became a stag. Stalking the forest in search of my herd, the heat deep in me. Challenges were called by other males, but one look at my magnificence and they slunk away. I’m a bull elephant crossing the great Ganji river, all watching in awe as my trunk sprays a perfect arc hundreds of feet as I climb free of the cleaning waters. The females of the herd tremble as my mighty phallus swings free and they catch a scent of me… THE ALPHA is here.

      I was slow to wake. The dreams seemed to cling to my thoughts, unwilling to let me go of them, and when my eyes finally popped open, it took long seconds to recognize the room I lay in. The floral wallpaper and pink curtains threw me off at first, and then I remembered my wife and I were sleeping in my mother-in-law’s bedroom. That thought sent images flashing through my mind of the beautiful older woman kneeling beside me on the mattress, expression desperate as she…

      No, I thought to myself, that must have been a dream.

      Sitting up, I found it hard to convince myself it was a dream when I saw the large white stain on the sheets beside where I lay. My head swam for a moment, but I pushed down the nausea and took stock of myself. The fever was gone, or much reduced, and I no longer felt dizzy and achy all over. Strange scents assaulted my nose however, and I remember the delusion of thinking I could read emotions… and even more.

      As hard as I tried to convince myself it had all been a dream, or feverish product of the Catalyst, the scent filling my nostrils wouldn’t let me. The scent was of something cold… Cold and hard. It pulled me to my feet, and I drew on a pair of boxers before pulling open the room’s small sliding glass door. As I stepped on to the narrow deck, I felt my head swoon once more, but that smell called to me.

      The sun had just peeked over the low eastern hills and I was bathed in its warm glow as I walked into the backyard. The rays calmed me and set the world right. My headache faded like fog and took with it the last bits of whatever illness had been lingering.

      Drawing in a deep breath, I let my lungs fill with the world’s scents. My mind filled with an explosion of sights, sounds, colors and memories as I drank in the scents. The grasses each had their own unique smell, from green shoots to dead and brown. They formed a mélange that spoke to me of each organism’s life cycle. The dirt exuded nitrogen and other fumes, the scents speaking of farther off locations than I might have guessed, the wind carrying them far.

      Trees, both ancient and young, had histories of roots, rain and fear of fire while their lesser counterparts, the bushes, lived far more interesting if briefer lives. Constantly jostled and witness to the wanderings of predator and prey alike.

      I stood in the center of the natural world now. Or was I perhaps at the top? The thought made me intensely uncomfortable. If there was one lesson my mom and dad hammered into me it was humility and I was finding it increasingly difficult to ignore the truth of what I was now.

      The sound of metal scratching on metal reminded me why I’d walked out here. Someone was in the neighbor’s backyard at dawn, and they sounded hard at work on something mechanical. The oddness of their behavior registered but not nearly as strong as that cold hard scent. I’d never smelled anything like it before, but it felt like I should recognize it.

      As I neared the planter boxes I’d been working on, I caught a strong whiff and knew deep in my bones that it was a woman. A woman from far off, determined, strong of will and capable of anything. But… there was a softness there… an aching to be seen and loved…

      “Dean?” Annie’s voice called from the front of the house.
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      The cold scent disappeared as if it had never been, and all I could think of was my wife. Turning, I grimaced in pain, glancing down I saw the front of my boxers had become obscenely tented and causing a sharp pain in the side of my manhood. The scent of her filled my nose though, and all other thought left me.

      “Honey, how are you- Oh my…” Annie had dropped her bag in the bedroom and was standing in the sliding glass door opening looking out, “You’re throbbing, Jesus Dean, it really happened! What are you… Oh, Dean!”

      Her words went in one ear and out the other, not registering when so much more information was being fed to me. I drank in my wife, seeing her for the first time as I walked across the backyard. Whom ever had been in the other backyard, forgotten for the moment.

      Annie’s scent wasn’t cold and hard like the other, nor was it earthy and seductive like her mother’s. Hers was all her own, and I recognized it at once, but even as I recognized her, I realized there was so much depth and complexity to this woman that I’d never appreciated before. She smelled of the hard night’s work she’d put in, and I could smell the respect she garnered from other women at the plant, even those twice or more her age. She led by example, as she had throughout her entire life.

      The perfect little wife, employee, and church girl exterior hid a wildness beneath that I’d only just begun to tap. I was dimly aware of the screen bending as I shouldered my way into the room, a preternatural growl deep at the back of my throat. My wife backed up before me, shedding clothing and trembling. Words tumbled out of her mouth, but I’d ceased to care what she said, nearly all of my focus bent on the woman I was about to mark as mine.

      “She said you would become what I always knew you were… Dear god almighty it looks… Oh heavens… it worked! I’ve already got one or two picked out… Oh Dean, it’s throbbing even harder,” her knees hit the back of the bed and she fell, shirt still half unbuttoned.

      The mattress sagged beneath my weight as I rested on one hand. The other reached up and took a firm hold of her shirt and ripped it off. Like paper, the fabric tore free, along with her panties, and the scent of her womanhood filled my head. Her lust and need nearly a match for my own, dwarfing anything I’d have assumed she was capable of. My little wife was filled with surprises I would come to learn.

      Like a beast, I took her on the bed. Not even taking the time to draw off my boxers, the material soaked in my wife’s juices as our hips slapped against one another. My back was hunched as I gripped her small, firm ass. All I could focus on was the tightness gripping my cock, hotter than it ever had before, the walls writhing in near continuous orgasm.

      Annie had other desires, and she pulled my face to hers, lips seeking mine. Her eyes burned bright as she stared up at me, the bliss of multiple orgasms a haze over an expression of deep love and odd excitement. The love hit me deeper than I thought it would, and I felt my own profound affection for this amazing woman unlock my orgasm. Balls throbbing, I unloaded deep within Annie’s womb.

      “Holy!” Annie moaned, “So hot! God, I feel it… oh Jesus NNNGHNNN!”

      My cock was still hard, and I growled in frustration. Something feeling incomplete about our unions. Annie was trembling, fingers gentle on my neck, but her eyes flashed open wide when I rocked my hips again, digging my cock deep into her.

      “Again?” She asked, and neither of us were sure if it was hope or fear that made her tremble beneath me.

      “I need…” I knew what I needed but couldn’t seem able to say it out loud.

      Annie nodded quickly, biting her bottom lip eagerly as she slithered around beneath me and I grinned. Rising on my knees, I pulled her ass back into me. Gripping her hips, I slipped my fingers into the hollows of her hipbone, loving the sight of her firm little ass bouncing every time I slammed into her.

      “Baby…” my wife moaned, “You’re so hard… Fuck! Mmmmhmmm…!”

      The scent of Annie’s pussy was powerful, and I could taste the pleasure I was giving her just as easily as I watched my cock covered in her cream. Another scent hit my nostrils, and I noticed a faint movement out of the corner of my eye for the first time. I don’t know how long Darla had been there, but Annie must have left the door open when she came in after work.

      Turning my head, I took in the sight of my mother-in-law standing in the hallway, hand over her mouth as she stared at her daughter getting railed like never before. Shame, jealousy and desire warred across her features for one moment when she stared into my eyes, then she fled down the hall and I was forced to turn back. Annie sat up, ass slamming back into me again and again as she arched her back, fingers lacing into my hair and drawing my lips to hers. She grinned with a wild fierceness into the kiss, and I lost myself into her once more.

      The lovemaking wasn’t enough. I had a need deep inside that remained unfulfilled, no matter how many loads I filled Annie’s womb with. I took her again and again until finally, sweaty and exhausted, she begged me to give her a rest.

      “Sorry,” I breathed, the first sane words I’d been able to utter in a while, “I don’t know what’s come over me lately.”

      “Mmm, don’t ever apologize to me husband,” she snuggled into my arms, purring in happiness, “It’s me who’s sorry. Look at it,” she ran a finger up the side of my throbbing member, “It’s always been big and beautiful… but you’re so hard now… Mmmm deliciously so.”

      “Don’t start on that,” I warned, pushing her teasing fingers away.

      “Hmm but I have to make sure you’re ready for your testing later today,” her eyes twinkled mischievously up at me and I frowned, opening my mouth to ask what she knew but she laid a finger across my lips, “Uh unh, I don’t want to spoil the surprise. Just make sure you do everything the doctors tell you and know no matter what, I’ll always love you.”

      I nodded, but from the look on my face she knew I wasn’t going to let this rest that easily. Sighing, she lay back on her pillows and turned to the nightstand. Pulling open the drawer, she drew out a strange metal bowl with a wick of paper hanging down into it.

      “This,” she said, indicating the bowl, “Is all I care about. The doctor told me their tests would unlock your true self, and the ultimate goal was to conceive. They designed this test for me to take every morning to see if I’m with child or not.”

      I frowned at the strange bowl, wondering how in the heck it was supposed to do that, but she ignored my questioning look and went on, the words shocking me as the meaning sank home.

      “Dean, they warned me your hungers might be… too great for just me to handle,” she blushed a deep shade of red and went on, “I must confess I didn’t trust her at first but I’m beginning to understand… I love you Dean; I hope you know how much I do and I… I understand.”

      I opened my mouth to ask what she meant, but she’d already spun into the bathroom and shut the door behind her. Feeling more normal than I had since the Catalyst’s injection, I threw on clothes and went in search of food. I found it ready and waiting for me. A heaping platter of scrambled eggs, crunchy bacon, and half a dozen flapjacks were warming in the oven with a note that read: Enjoy! written in Darla’s elegant cursive script.

      Of the woman I saw neither hide nor hair, but the scent of her perfume lingered on the air. Forcing my thoughts onto the upcoming baseball season, I struggled to name each player on my favorite team. My thoughts kept returning to those massive breasts of my mother-in-law’s and the hazy memory of sensations I’d never dreamed possible.

      I set the cleaned plate on a dish towel to dry and drank the last of my coffee just as my driver arrived outside. Yelling to Annie that I was leaving, I pulled on my coat and headed out. The weather had taken a turn for the worse and I could smell dust on the air. I wasn’t sure how, but I knew that meant rain was incoming and I grabbed my umbrella even though the sky was clear.

      Sitting down, I glanced up front when the driver didn’t pull away immediately. The man’s eyes were round as saucers as he looked in the mirror at me, as if he was seeing me for the first time. Our eyes locked for a brief moment and I sensed the challenge in him. This was no shrinking violet to be pushed around simply because I was taller and larger. The man had a mean streak and a dislike of authority.

      All of this flashed through my mind in an instant, awakening the wild beast that slumbered fitfully within my breast. I wish I could have seen how I looked because one instant the man stared daggers at me, like he might attack or something. The next he shuddered in fear, as if seeing the truth of what I could do to him, if I had the desire. Shifting in his seat, he reached up and dropped it into drive.

      “Fine day, sir…” his tone was awkward, unused to speaking and especially so submissively.

      “I smell rain on the air,” I said, “but it’s a beautiful morning, you’re right.”

      “Sorry sir, I said Mr. but mayhap I should have said Captain? Or Sergeant? I never learned my ranks.”

      “Dean is fine,” I said, sitting forward and reaching a hand between the seats as he pulled to a stop at a sign. Security had its uses, but if the man was to be my daily driver, I didn’t see the harm in exchanging names. “pleasure.”

      “Vernon, Sir, Dean, sir,” he turned and shook my hand. For one second he tried to grip mine hard, but a simple flex put the man in his place, and I settled back in my set. “I must say it’s been a treat, this job. Didn’t think much of it at first, driving some military man into the middle of nowhere. They don’t even let me visit no friends or nothing when I’m not driving you, but I sure have liked it, I must say. And you, sir, seem like a right good man. Can see why they chose you for their testing. I heard a rumor before I was picked. They plan to make a Superman here, but heck, might have already done it with you, right, sir?”

      I smiled and nodded, content to let the man speak and speak he did. It was as if a floodgate had been opened and he seemed unable to still his tongue. He knew his place now, and I was content to offer the occasional smile now and then to let him know I paid attention. That was enough to keep him content, ecstatic even.

      We arrived at the remote facility and I glared at the lazy security guards once again. The men lounged a hundred feet away, one dozing, head tilted back, while the other shuffled a deck of battered playing cards. The man gave me a sour glance, keenly aware of my displeasure at his attitude but choosing to sneer at me instead of feel shame.

      Dr. Wagner was waiting for me in the lobby, a young nurse standing by his side. This was my first time being greeted by the man, and I felt a touch of sadness at not seeing Dr. Riggle. The nurse standing beside the bespectacled doctor stole my attention. She was young, clearly just out of nursing school and eager to look professional in her starched uniform and red hair pulled back in a tight bun. However, the thick red lips, big round doe-like eyes and the shyness of her stance spoke of her lack of experience.

      “Mr. Williams,” the Doctor said, “If you will head on down to the changing facility and put on the heavy gown hanging in the room, I’ll meet you in the examination room.”

      I nodded and was about to give the man a greeting, but he’d already turned into the lab and heels clicking on concrete hurried off. Shaking my head, I headed down to change, curious to find all the doors and vents closed off on my way.

      In the bathroom, I found a lead-lined gown hanging from a peg. After showering, I pulled it on. It felt weird with the heavyweight dragging on my shoulders. The garment had been specially made for me, because it hung down to brush the floor when I stood tall and the collar reached up to cover my neck, leaving only a small amount of my face exposed.
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      When I entered the exam room and lay down on the table, the opposite door swung inwards a moment later and the doctor stepped in with a clipboard and pencil in one twitching hand. The nurse was there again, the young woman hovering in the hallway with a rolling tray of implements.

      “Perfect Mr. Williams, I would ask you not to speak just yet, as it’s part of the test plan. Nurse, you may begin by taking his vitals. Remember the protocols, Miriam.”

      The doctor had picked his head up off the ground and was observing the nurse as she approached me closely. When I did the same, I saw the effects I was having on her. The young red-head’s complexion was pale, and she had a smattering of freckles across her nose and cheeks that appeared pale in the sea of redness that was her flushed cheeks now.

      I’ve been privileged in my life to know what the regard of women feels like. Mostly from those who enjoy height or muscles. The way the girl was staring at me as she approached, you’d have thought I was a movie star or recording artist, jumped straight off the record. When she drew within arm’s reach, I took in a deep breath through my nostrils, drinking in her aroma.

      Dr. Wagner’s pencil scratched across his clipboard, eyes lifting from the ground and bright as a bird. The man was slowly losing his hesitancy, which was nice to see, but I didn’t pay it much mind. The nurse held my attention, her aroma filling my head.

      “How are you feeling this morning?” The doctor asked.

      “Much better,” I said, as the nurse took up a thermometer and blood pressure collar and approached, “Although there have been some strange side effects. It’s almost like I can-.”

      “Please hold all observations for now, Mr. Williams,” Dr. Wagner said, cutting me off and motioning for the girl to hurry up, “and just focus your attentions on Nurse O’Callaghan.”

      “This should just take a moment… sir,” squeaked the girl, big blue eyes locked on my face as she slowly wrapped the collar around my upper arm.

      If the doctor spoke again, it didn’t register. My head was full of the girl’s sweet perfume. The perfume she’d sprayed on herself that morning hoping to attract the attentions of a well-set up man, but also the perfume leaking from her increasingly wet sex. The mélange of scents spoke of the girl’s innocence.

      A year out of high-school and already with her nursing degree, she was an overachiever to be sure. With all of her time spent in study or prayer, she’d experienced none of the adventures her peers had. The girl was offered up on a platter for me and like a trembling fawn, trapped in a wolf’s jaws, the look in her eyes told me she’d already been captured.

      “What’s your first desire, Mr. Williams?” Dr. Wagner asked in a sharp tone that cut through my sluggish primal thoughts.

      “Desire?” I asked, shaking my head and breaking eye contact with the nurse and looking over at him.

      “The Catalyst appears to have been successful in awakening many observable primal traits. I believe the nurse will agree with me that the procedure has been a success. Nurse?”

      “YeEESsss,” the girl said, her high-pitched voice warbling as she removed the blood pressure collar. I felt her skin contact mine, the barest tip of her finger brushing my flesh, but the girl gasped and stepped back. The collar dropping in a clatter to the ground. “Oh, my god doctor… I don’t know if I can…”

      “Interesting,” Dr. Wagner said, the hint of a smile tugging at his lips as he wrote furious notes while observing the nurse, “Very interesting. Yes, Mr. William’s, desire. I’ve identified many of the traits that create the perfect Alpha Male, and a way to activate many of them, thus creating a cascade of reactions that would trigger the traits I haven’t identified. I’d like to-.”

      “NNghhhh,” the nurse moaned, fingers lacing together across her stomach. I stared at her thick red lips, letting myself really see her beauty for the first time.

      “Hmm, I see time is pressing. The reactions are far more powerful than my hypothesis describes… interesting. Miriam, this is your last chance to quit the program, I suggest if you want to go-.”

      “No!” Nurse O’Callaghan blurted.

      The young woman shook her head hard and a single lock of her hair broke free of the tight bun holding it in place. The coppery curl hanging down the side of her pale, slender neck. My eyes traveled down the soft flesh, watching the artery in her neck throb faster and faster. Her scent on the wind changed, and I sensed she’d settled something in her own mind, wariness fading as I tasted my prey at the back of my throat.

      “Quickly Mr. Williams,” the doctor said, expression intense at he stared at me, all evidence of his extreme discomfort around people gone as he implored me. I couldn’t read the man as powerfully I did the nurse, but it was clear his anxiety had gone, if not his oddness. “I must know what motivates you, what it is you need?”

      “I need to stand,” I said, my voice dropping to a low tone, the rumbles of sound coming from the back of my throat doing interesting things to both the nurse and the doctor.

      The girl’s blush deepened and her thick bottom lip trembled, tongue reaching out to wet her lips as she gripped the tight white uniform with suddenly sweaty palms. The doctor drew in a slow deep breath and even hazarded a brief disbelieving smile at his own comfort around me, before quickly jotting down notes about the experience. I rose to my feet slowly, eyes locking onto the short nurse’s pale green.

      The idea had been hovering in the back of my mind earlier in the day, but I hadn’t been able to put it together. The doctor’s question put things into perspective, and I knew I had a need. The nurse had never dreamed of doing such a depraved and dirty act, but as I rose, her legs weakened and I saw her mouth water. Ripping her eyes away from mine they fell to the slowly rising swell pushing the heavy robe out.

      “Nurse!” The doctor’s urgent whisper just making it to my ear, “The Alpha, has he communicated with you?”

      His eyes remained on me, unable to break away, but he didn’t seem able to address me directly anymore. His expression was intense as he fought against the internal struggle to submit, as he knew he must, and remain separate to observe as a good doctor should. I knew once I’d taken what was mine, the man would relax, until then his discomfort or lack thereof wasn’t my concern.

      “Yes, Doctor,” Miriam said, her girlish voice faint and breathless, my cock throbbed and she shivered, fingers lacing together and pressing against her heart, “Or… maybe… Sir, I,” she tried speaking to me but when her eyes rose towards mine they flinched back, and then again when she saw the tent in my robe. “Doctor, I can’t… Dear Lord, forgive me.”

      The last came out as a whisper, barely audible.

      “You, will observe.”

      My words came out hard, not a question or statement but a command directed at Dr. Wagner, and without looking I saw him nod sharply and back into the shadowed corner, clipboard held close as his pencil scratched quietly.

      The moment the man was out of the young woman’s direct sight, she relaxed noticeably. A faint smile even tugged at the corners of her mouth, and I read the change in her mood as easily as if she were a book. The eyes of authority were gone, or at least out of sight, and her Alpha had proven dominant.

      “You, will kneel.”

      No sooner had the words left my mouth than the girl dropped to her knees. The youthful features were beautiful, with soft round cheeks and a cute little nose. Her thick pouty lips were the kind of bee stung beauty that would have made the boys in her school melt, but I could tell from the hesitation and hunger throbbing within her scent, she’d never let any steal even a single peck.
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      Reaching up, I gripped the heavy, lead-lined robes and yanked them over my head in one mighty heave, hurling it across the table. The effects of my naked body suddenly revealed and the musk of my manhood permeating the room was apparent immediately. Nurse O’Callaghan swooned, eyes rolling up into her skull and one hand actually reaching down to press a palm between her legs, hard, folding up her short white skirt and revealing the tops of her white garters.

      The look of ecstasy on the young woman’s face, combined with the glimpse of garters and pale thighs, caused my cock to rise the last few inches. Its mammoth hardness bobbing before the woman’s beautiful pale face. Her freckles stood out as the redness faded and a dreamy look stole over her features. The hand between her leg rubbed hard, the other reaching out hesitantly before pausing.

      “Sir…?” Miriam asked, her voice trembling with naked desire as she tore her bright green eyes away from my manhood and look up at me imploringly.

      There was no need for me to speak. The bead of pre-cum oozing out the head of my cock called to her and with a moan of gratitude she reached up and let her trembling fingers circle the shaft. Her fingers barely met on the other side of my girth, and I watched in wonder as the beautiful nineteen-year-old nurse kissed my cock with chaste innocence.

      I stood with patience and let the young woman find her own was in the beginning, not wanting to frighten off this delicate little flower. Her eagerness led to clutching, grasping fingers and a scrape or two of teeth, but faster than I would have dreamed she found a rhythm and created her own technique.

      Beginning with small shy kisses around the head of my cock, I watched her eyes widen as the soft yet hard feel of it. Her lips brushing the soft skin and tongue darting out to taste my pre-cum. The flavor must have been something else, because she moaned like a whore, panties dragged to the side and wet squeaking sounds filling the room to join the licking, sucking noises.

      The hackles on my back relaxed, and I drew in a deep breath, letting it out slowly as I watched the beautiful young nurse worshipping me with her mouth. I hadn’t realized how much tension I’d been feeling leading up to her total submission, nor how much I’d hungered for this bond to be formed.

      “Is it the submission?” The doctor whispered to himself, too quietly for any but my newly sensitive hearing to hear, and I shook my head, raising my eyes to meet his.

      The small man gave a jolt of shock at being heard, writing furiously as he watched me reach down and cup the back of the nurse’s head. The young woman sighed in gratitude. Hunger driving her forward as I slide my cock in and out of her sucking mouth.

      “Drink it down.” I commanded, and the girl moaned in eager agreement, her throat already swallowing hard. The tip of my cock felt like it was in a vise, a delicious feeling as I unloaded rope after rope of cum into her stomach.

      Sighing, I stepped back, letting my cock flop free of her mouth and watching the nurse shiver in orgasm, thighs wet as her hand frigged her hard clit. She closed her mouth, eyes rolling back into her skull as she swallowed every drop of my cum. The groan of ecstasy drawn from the back of her throat, as she gave one final shudder, caused my dick to throb into wakefulness once more.

      “Bonded mating… the Alpha seeks to imprint himself upon the viable female… but what is the purpose?”

      “Now,” I growled, Nurse O’Callaghan’s eye’s flashing open at my tone, chest heaving as she stared from my rising cock up to my face, lust, desire and fear warring across her features. “You’re ready.”

      “Sir, please… anything, anything at all just let me taste you again,” she leaned forward, hands gripping my thighs, large chunks of her red hair dislodged from the bun, giving her a drab, disarrayed appearance.

      Her lack of strength offended me and with a growl I snatched the young woman off her feet and into the air before me. Her heels clattered to the floor, feet dangling as I held them six inches above the ground. I clutched her nurse’s coat, the material strong enough to hold her in place without choking her. The nurse went limp in my grip, eyes fever bright and thighs parting in eager anticipation of the breeding to come.

      Reaching up, I delicately pulled the pin holding her hair in place, letting a pleased smile part my lips as the thick curls cascaded down one shoulder. Turning slightly, I set her firm little ass on the table and she grunted eagerly, ankles sliding up the outside of my legs. My display of dominance had only heightened her desire. The girl panted, hot and heavy, trembling in my grip as I drew her hand to my cock.

      Letting her stroke me slowly, I popped the buttons on her uniform, savoring my power and control in this moment. The doctor still watched, but he was inconsequential, a man in his place and not a threat. All that mattered was forging this bond as completely as possible.

      Desire was a storm within Miriam and her innocent mind, never exposed to such a torrent of intense need, was overwhelmed. Taking my time, I drew off her clothing one piece at a time, exposing her to my gaze. Instead of feeling vulnerable as she’d feared, she flourished under the attention.

      Arching her back as I popped open the last buttons of her blouse, her firm little breasts pressed up into my face and I couldn’t help but rip off the conical bra and feast on the pale pink nipples waiting for me. The girl moaned in joy, but she had other ideas on her mind. Her small hand slipped around my hardness, pressing the fat head into hot wetness. I felt her virgin hole part opening as if it had been made for me and she whimpered in pleasure, tension relaxing when she felt no pain. I eased forward into her slowly, need driving me.

      Tightness gripped my cock unlike anything I’d experienced before, and instinct kicked in. My thighs flexed, hips aching as I halted my beast like thrust into her.

      “Oh dear heaven it’s heaven I feel it dear lord in heaven please deeper, just a little, oh god slow, just… more please deeper, oh god you’re so thick Sir, make me your woman, I need you… so bad please sir, tell me, tell me god almighty I want to feel it shooting again, like down my throat. Can I feel that pleasure again, sir?”

      The young woman babbled throughout the process of her virgin pussy relaxing to accept my girth, until I felt a spongy resistance against my dick and the beast awakened within slathered in hunger. Not to take something innocent, although was wickedly titillating, but to fill this willing and ready womb.

      “Dear lord, it’s happening I can feel your giantness inside me, please…”

      Halting myself with difficulty, I turned to meet the young woman’s bright green eyes, the beautiful red hair framing her adorable face. Something passed between us, her words still, the fluttering of her heart quieting, and our souls touched in a way I’d never thought to experience with anyone other than Annie.

      Colors deepened and the overhead lights seemed to cast a brilliant sheen to the world. The moment was perfection as her womanhood accepted me. Without pain, her body could give into mine, her slender legs wrapped around my hips and my toes dug into the ground.

      “MMmghh,” I growled, lips curling into a possessive grin as I slid my hands down her sides, fingers rough as I fondled and cupped each curve of her youthful body.

      The girl moaned, table creaking beneath her as I thrust into her, pulling out slowly as her body convulsed in orgasm.

      “I’m… holy…!” Her innocent face scrunched in ecstasy made my cock throb all the harder and I began fucking her with slow, deliberate thrusts, easing into my conquest.

      The world faded, and all became the flow of her and me, our lovemaking and then wild, intense fucking. My dick throbbed as I took her tiny sex, patience winning out as she relaxed around me, pussy taking the shape of my cock and allowing me to take her with the urgency I desired.

      I drew first one slender pale leg up, kissing her calf and placing the ankle over one shoulder before doing the same. The feel of her tiny waist in my hands while her firm little breasts jiggled was delightful, and I fed her hungry little pussy its first massive load of cum there.

      Nurse O’Callaghan was shuddering, whimpering wordlessly in orgasm as I rolled her onto her stomach, cock throbbing as her firm ass bounced before me. Running my hands down her back, I gave one check a firm slap, loving how her pussy writhed around my cock and she moaned out in illicit pleasure.

      “Please, sir!” She begged groggily, and humped her small ass back at me hard when I spanked the other cheek, leaving a faint red hand print. “Yes!”

      “What are you?” I growled in her ear.

      “Yours!” She panted, tongue wetting her lips quickly as she flexed the muscles gripping my cock with in her, “Please, sir, let me be yours… anything… anything you desire… You know what I need!”

      And I did. Gripping her hips, I took her, loving the dimples above her firm little ass as I sawed my cock in and out of her tightness. I lasted longer that second round, but not much. I’d never felt anything like her tiny, young pussy, not even on my honeymoon, but more than that, our bodies both craved to complete the union.

      When I stepped back from the table, leaving a dreamily smiling nurse to curl her legs up, trembling in bliss, I knew deep down, in the center of my being that my mission had been successful. The woman drifted into unconsciousness as I watched. Taking a deep breath and letting a smile of accomplishment tug at my lips, I staggered back, suddenly more exhausted than I’d been since boot camp.

      “Woah, there Mr. Williams!” Said an odd little voice. Shaking my head, I remember the doctor and looked over, surprised to see a short figure standing beside him in a bulky black rubber suit, complete with a diving helmet and oxygen tank. Reeling once more at the sight, the doctor raised his hands quickly, “It’s just Dr. Riggle! It’s Eleanor! She’s in a containment suit to impede the spread of… well, yes. Please, Mr. Williams, you’re going to experience several hours of exhaustion if my calculations are correct.”

      I couldn’t get a scent from the person standing beside the doctor and not being sure caused my hackles to rise. My top lip rose, but the man was right, I was exhausted and weaving on my feet.

      “Let your Pride care for you, Dean.” The muffled voice coming from within the helmet was definitely Dr. Riggle and like a marionette with its strings cut I sagged, nearly falling to the floor.

      I’m only dimly aware of how the short woman helped me through a shower and into my clothes, but I roused myself as we staggered out the front door. Her pinch to my butt cheek hadn’t been so much painful as shocking, the feel of her palm caressing the muscle oddly lacking in any intimacy to me without her scent, to help know her intent.

      “The good doctor has your tomorrow as well, but on Wednesday and after,” I could almost hear the smile curling up her lips, “You’re all mine.”

      The jest awoke the predator within me and I froze in place, eyes hardening as I looked in the round view port. A glimmer of brown eyes within met mine and the woman beside me trembled, large twin points pressing against the front of her rubber suit, evidence of her massive hardening nipples.

      “It’s true…” she whispered, “We really did it… You’re HE. Dear god almighty, Helmut’s hypothesis is correct. Go, sir, and tell Darla you’re in need tonight.”

      “Darla?” I asked, then flinched at a sharp poke to the back of my hand and a cold hiss of air on the surrounding skin.

      Looking down, I noticed strange advanced tech in her hand, almost like a plastic gun. Before it disappeared into the rubber folds of her robe as awareness faded from me and the brawny arms of my driver caught me. The last thing to register before darkness took me completely was the doctor warning him to take care, as he dragged me across the gravel towards his car.
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      I came to with a kink in my neck, cold wind blowing on my face and the sound of wind rushing past the car’s open window. Like a bear suddenly roused from hibernation, I sat up with a jolt. A familiar scent, faint at first, had struck me full in the face, just as we pulled to a stop outside my mother-in-law’s house.

      “Perfect timing, Mr. William’s,” my driver said. The pleasant grin he offered me looked odd on his normally laconic face. “Got you home in record time, sir! Well now, who’s the dame?”

      I followed the man’s gaze across the neighbor’s green lawn and into their garage, where the tall blonde man and woman were in the process of hanging an American flag. The couple’s starched white country club outfits looked odd on them for some reason, and I found myself climbing out of the backseat and walking over, ignoring the driver.

      The man and women turned the moment I stepped free of the door. Their faces cold and hard before breaking out into wide, plastic smiles. The man stepped forward, intending to shake my hand and opening his mouth in greeting. The moment my eyes locked onto his, the hackles on my neck rose.

      Nothing about his appearance or manner seemed threatening, except perhaps for his large shoulders, but I felt it rolling off him in waves. The man’s smile faltered and his hand drooped, then fell as he came to a stop a few feet away from me. I couldn’t say what threat the man posed, but I knew deep in my bones he was. We stared at one another for a long moment, his friendly face growing colder and colder.

      The beast within me seethed, wanting nothing more than to tear this man’s head off, and from the look stealing over his features he must have been feeling the same about me. Our hands had curled into fists and I wondered what the neighbors would think when they saw the man and I rolling around on the grass beating one another.

      “Hello there, neighbor,” came a throaty purr, and I was shaken out of my growing rage by the tall blonde stepping up beside her husband, “Can we help you with…. Lenin’s teats… they’ve done it!”

      “Excuse me?” I asked, only half hearing her muttered words as the scent of her filled my head. I was trying to puzzle out why I couldn’t smell the man at all, when the spike of the woman’s arousal fogged my brain up and tightened my pants across the crotch.

      “I… um…” the woman said, raising one hand to her head, eyes widening when they noticed the bulge at the front of my pants.

      “You’ll have to forgive Sarah,” the man said, narrowing his eyes and frowning at the woman, “She’s had a difficult time with the move. You know how women can be,” he glanced back at me, the fake smile finding its way onto his lips again, “Always some vapor or humor that disturbs their thinking. Come on, Sarah, let’s get you inside and out of this sun.”

      “Your name, sir?” The woman asked as the man began leading her away.

      “Dean,” I replied, unable to tear my eyes off her face and figure, just as she seemed unable to look away from the stiffness now tenting my pants. The man looked anywhere but at me, and I dismissed the threat of him, all of my predators’ instincts now focused on the woman whose heels dragged through the grass as she was muscled along. “Dean Williams, First Sergeant.”

      I don’t know why I felt the need to add the rank, but I knew from the odd cold scent of her, this woman came from a hard place. A place that valued different things than I was used to. From the surge of desire I scented from her, I knew she hungered to bed a killer. Like cold water down my spine, the realization chilled me to the core, and I roused myself out of the fog of lust and need clouding me. The man suddenly turned, looking at me with a hard glare.

      “My wife is not feeling well,” he said, a hint of accent creeping into the words as he struggled to remain composed, “It was a pleasure to meet you. Have a nice day.”

      The stilted words were made even more awkward by the look of intense anger on his face, and the war of emotions on the woman’s. There was so much complexity in her scent it was impossible to discern much. The desire and lust she felt were foreign emotions, pushing against some rigid conditioning or trauma. Finally, the conditioning reasserted itself and she tore her gaze away from me, eyes taking on the same hard anger as the man’s before they slammed the screen door shut. The American flag lay on the concrete, forgotten and disrespected.

      I wanted to go pick it up, hating to see it that way, but there were too many emotions swirling within me. Feeling frustration and confusion at the odd interaction, I staggered up to my mother-in-law’s house. The screen twisted beneath my hand and I stared at the metal like it was a foreign object. Trying to puzzle out how steel could crumple like cloth in my grip.

      Roasting meat and vegetables filled the house with their sweet aroma’s, but it was another smell that pulled me from my reverie. Goosebumps popped out on my arms, as I stepped into the living room to see Darla sitting nervously on the edge of an upholstered chair. The older woman had taken great care in getting ready, her hair and makeup pristine and outfit finer than anything I’d seen her in before.

      A storm of thoughts and emotions swirled in me. The threat I’d sensed from the neighbors made little sense, but the response it generated from me awoke something that had lain dormant until then. Staring at Darla, I felt immensely protective and possessive. Not only was she my mother-in-law, tied to me by the bonds of family, this woman was willing, no eager, to be so much more.

      The scent rolling off her was soft and warm. The only label I could put on it was pure femininity, submissive and eager to serve. Echoing in the back of my mind were Dr. Riggle’s words, but there was no need to command Darla.

      The woman wore a cream-colored dress that molded itself to her upper body. Her hair had never looked so shiny and thick, its artful curls drawing my eyes down her smooth neck and across the expanse of her massive breasts contained beneath the expensive cloth. Her hands were twisted together in her lap, the only sign of her nervousness. I sensed she feared rejection, and her trembles grew as I let my eyes travel down the length of her body.

      Plenty of times over the past couple weeks I’d stared at Darla’s delightful curves in appreciation, but never where she could observe me openly. Now I let her witness my open regard. Her eyes widening as my cock throbbed even harder, the pants bending my erection down painfully. My eyes drank in the massive roundness of her breasts and the small mounds of nipples pressing through the thickness of her bra. The dress ended just below the knees, showing a pair of pale delicate ankles strapped in red heels.

      “Dean, what are… The scientist mentioned…” her voice trailed off as my eyes locked on hers, the pale blue orbs widening and her thick red lips parting as her breath deepened and slowed.

      “Last night wasn’t a dream,” it wasn’t what I’d been meaning to say, but the words just popped out of my mouth. Darla blushed a deep shade of red, pressing her lips into a firm line before shaking her head slightly.

      “Lord Almighty help me, no,” her words came out as a whisper, shame and desire warring within her, “I’ve never… That side of me has been shut down for so long and you just… You were in need.” I didn’t say anything, just held her gaze as she shifted on the edge of the couch, thick thighs rubbing together as her fingers twisted deeper in the fabric.

      “Can I…” swallowing hard, she went on in a hopeful voice, “I know I’m old and fat, but if you ever need…”

      She struggled to get the wicked words out, cheeks darkening even further when she finally broke eye contact and looked away. I wanted nothing more than to throw her on the ground, rip off those beautiful clothes and take her right there, but I sensed the turmoil it would cause in her to move too quickly. A large part of me needed to dominate this woman, to make her mine completely.

      Trusting my instincts, I reached up and dragged free the leather loop of my belt. Darla’s eyes widened, and she licked her lips with a dainty pink tongue, shifting on the edge of the couch as I slowly pulled the leather out of the metal buckle. My head filled with the scent of her womanhood as it flooded and her eyes lifted from my crotch to mine, filled with all the hope I smelled rolling off her.

      “I’ve never experienced pleasure, like I remember from that night,” the pop of steel on leather as the flange sprung free, drew a whimper of pleasure from the back of Darla’s throat, “You’ll prove it was no dream. On your knees before me.”

      Darla bit her bottom lip, eyes wide as saucers as she stared at me. The shock of receiving so many things she’d been wishing for was too much, overloading her system and locking her in place.

      “Now.”

      The growl I let enter my tone struck her on a subconscious level. My mother-in-law was off the couch and hurrying over before the shock even registered on her face. When it did, I reached out and stopped her, gripping her slender upper arm and shoulder in one hand. Searching her eyes, I took a moment to make sure my new primal powers weren’t forcing her into anything against her will.

      “Please,” Darla plead, eyes growing desperate as she pressed against my hand, trying to get nearer to me, “You need this Sir… and I want to do it for you… I’ve dreamed for so long. Of you… of tasting you, I even practiced on squash when you were overseas… I’m a terrible mother, I know it, but I don’t care… And lately, dear heavens I’ve never been so desperate for anything in my life. Please Sir, don’t turn me away now!” Reaching out her fingers played over the buttons of my pants, popping then open quickly, “Please let me… I’ll show you,” I let her sink to her knees, sighing in pleasure as she dragged down my pants, “Just let me… Mmmpfh!”

      The sight of my beautiful mother-in-law desperately pulling forth my large manhood was incredible, but it was nothing compared to her expression of dreamy pleasure as she pressed her thick red lips to its velvety head. Planting quick kisses, almost like she’d returned to a lost lover, Darla worked her way down to the shaft where she ran her tongue down the side, looking up and grinning broadly at the pleasure on my face.

      “Get it wet,” I ordered, my dick throbbing harder when she moaned in submissive pleasure and slavishly ran her tongue up and down its thickness.

      I marveled at the sight of her perfect hair and makeup being mussed and the drops of saliva staining the front of her expensive dress. I hungered to see every piece of her, and perhaps once I would have insisted she show me those massive breasts right away. Now, however, I was content to be worshipped. The beast within knew it would have this first necessary bonding before I took what was mine.

      I stood in the living room, the large picture windows behind me looking out over the sleepy neighborhood where anyone could have looked in. The glare on the windows, drapes and furniture scattered around the living room would have made it hard to detect us, especially with Darla on her knees, but the possibility added to the woman’s thrill as she took my dick into her sucking mouth.

      “Holy…!” I moaned in pleasure as her mouth tightened into a hot wet glove, her tongue swirling around the underside teasing me.

      She sucked hard, working my cock in and out of her mouth, deeper and deeper. The pleasure I’d half remembered from before definitely wasn’t a dream, the pleasure was even greater than the sight and I felt my balls tightening. Darla moaned and stitches popped on her narrow skirt as she spread her knees, the air filling with her womanhood’s scent.

      Her hands were suddenly working me along with her sucking mouth. Twisting in opposite directions as the fingers milked my cock. Her pale blue eyes opened wide, and I saw the corners of her lips curl in a smile just as the world faded into white pleasure, my orgasm exploding through me. Faint coughing and choking sounds made it to my ears as Darla struggled to drink down every drop of my cum.

      Her thick lips plumped up into an almost obscene ring as she suckled the tip. I caught my breath as she continued to slowly stroke the shaft and tease my balls, tongue teasing the slit of my cock as she sought the last bits of my cum. My dick never softened though, and Darla sighed in surprised pleasure.

      “Use me,” she breathed, both hands sliding up and down the wet shaft of my cock as her lips played around the head, “Show me what you like.”

      Reaching down, I took the back of her head in both hands, balls throbbing as she moaned in submissive pleasure. I slid my cock into her hot, tight mouth again and used her just as she’d asked. Beginning with long slow thrusts, I pulled her forward, elongating her neck so it could take my cock down it.

      “Mmmphmmhhm!” Darla moaned, one hand sliding down between her legs.

      The sound and scent of her wet sex unlocked the beast within me once more. Suddenly the heavenly feeling of Darla’s mouth, almost better than my wife’s pussy, wasn’t enough. There was only one thing that would quiet the raging monster within, and my mother-in-law cried out in disappointment when I pulled my cock out of her mouth.

      “No,” she panted, hand clawing at my thighs, “It’s ok! I loved it! Take meeeeeEE!”

      She cried out in surprise then joy when I picked her up and threw her over my shoulder. I felt her hands grab my back as she tried to push herself off, but growling a threat I spanked her ass firmly and she stilled, letting me march down the hall.

      “What… where are we… oh god… your marriage bed?”
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      I didn’t have to speak once I’d tossed her on the bed. Bouncing, she stared up at me with a touch of fear, unsure. Once I knelt on the mattress, crawling towards her, eyes intent upon her body, she gave a hard swallow and I saw the vein in her neck race wildly. Her knees parted, drawing me into her even before I’d taken a handful of the expensive dress and pulled it off her.

      The buttons on the side of her dress proved awkward and most popped free and tumbled to the floor before I could undo them in my haste. The most amazing part was Darla, who shucked her drawers and bra before I’d dragged the dress off her, wiggling beneath me and cradling my cock in her hands.

      The heat of her sex called to me and my dick throbbed even harder, and I felt Darla shivering in desire as a bead of precum oozed out of the head and dropped onto her stomach. I froze, arrested by the sight of her naked body in all its glory for the first time. I’d seen nothing as magnificent as her naked breasts in all my life. They were round and firm, still maintaining their shape and capped in large pink areola with large round nipples that stood out firm.

      My mouth watered as I stared as I stared and Darla sighed in pleasure, my cock nestled between the wetness of her lips. The touch of her sex on mine broke the stillness of the moment and with a growl I thrust my hips forward, dick darting into her pussy in one fell swoop.

      “OOOoooofff!” Darla cried, her nails digging into my back, “Yes! Take… oh god, what is…. OH GOD I’M!”

      I hadn’t even pulled my cock all the way back out of her surprisingly tight pussy before she was spasming around me in orgasm. I ignored her cries of pleasure, intent upon one thing and one thing alone. My hips drove into her, harder and harder as I sought that final union.

      “Oh… god!... Yes!... Take!... Again… happening… AGAIN!” This time her pussy sprayed me with wetness I’d never dreamed possible, and I welcomed the lube on my massive cock.

      Again and again Darla’s pussy came on my cock as I fucked her hard. The orgasm approached slowly until she pulled my face into one massive breast, feeding me the nipple and groaning in pleasure as I sucked, teased and licked it. It was with a nipple in my mouth, her fingers gripping the back of my head tight and my hands filled with her round ass that I flooded her womb with load after load of seed.

      Awareness returned slowly as we held ourselves there, catching our breaths and letting our hearts slow. Darla’s gentle fingers pulled my face up, and I saw the tears filling her eyes. For one second I feared the worst, then she pulled me into a kiss. Soft lips pressing against mine with more intimacy that I’d felt during our wild session. Her tongue snaked into mine and in moments we were making out. Not like teenagers wild with lust, but slowly and filled with love. We took our time as the sun set outside, exploring one another’s bodies with hands and kissing without words.

      The wild beast within had calmed once I’d filled her with my cum. I could have slept then and was tired enough that it called to me, but Darla was still in shock at what we’d done. I should have been in shock also, or at least ashamed, but all I felt was grateful. The woman hadn’t known physical love in more than a decade and I couldn’t ignore her scent, so filled with need and desire, filling my head.

      My mother-in-law spent a long twenty minutes exploring my clock with her hands, then her mouth. Even when she worked me up to the point I desperately wanted her again, she made me promise to let her swallow a load of cum first.

      “My husband thought it was gross and sinful,” she confessed to me that night, “but I’d always dreamed of trying it. I… I love it,” she grinned as she stared at my hard cock, “It’s so big, I never dreamed one could be so beautiful… Annie’s a lucky woman.”

      “You really want to talk about her now?” I asked, my smile growing crooked.

      “I want to know how she pleasures you,” Darla said softly, eyes intense, “I want to know what you like, what you need, I want to know everything!” She grinned mischievously, gripping my cock, “Besides you got even harder when I brought her up.”

      “Get to work,” I ordered, loving the wicked look that flashed across her features before she went back to worshipping my cock.

      She got her mouthful of cum, and then some. The sight of the pearlescent liquid dribbling down her chin sent a thrill through me. I was up and on my feet before I knew it. My mother-in-law’s thick dark hair in my fist as I bent her over behind the makeup table and mirror my wife had overtaken.

      “Yes!” She cried, massive breasts swinging side to side, “Oh god Dean, this should be so wrong, but it’s not. Put it in me… please… oh baby please!”

      I held my dick at the entrance of her pussy, the fat head stretching her lips. Resting my hands on her wide hips, I gazed up at the inward sweep of her waist and the pendulous swing of her breasts. My mother-in-law’s hair was in disarray, and her makeup smeared, but she still looked as beautiful as ever.

      My eyes locked on hers, and we came to an understanding in that instant. Right or wrong, this was and there was nothing that could undo it, even if we’d wanted to. More than anything else, we knew neither of us wanted to stop, or would be able to. As I pulled her back into me, thrusting forward gently, Darla gave out a gentle sigh. The sound combined love, joy, and the basest of desires, all in one.

      Reaching up, I took her hair in one hand, drawing her back as I fucked her with slow, steady thrusts. The sight of her massive breasts jiggling in the mirror spellbound me and she reached up, cupping both in her hands and massaging them.

      I didn’t even recognize the growl that emitted from the back of my throat, but it sparked a massive orgasm in Darla. I reached up, cupping one massive breast and drawing the nipple to her lips. Eyes widening as her pussy writhed on my cock in orgasm, she sucked the large firm nipple into her mouth. The scent of my mother-in-law went wild. Something about being pushed into more and more taboo things by her powerful Alpha son was driving her wild.

      We couldn’t stay standing and fucking so hard for long and soon she was bent over the back of the chair, screams of pleasure filling the house and her face twisted in pleasure as she watched me in the mirror. The corners of her lips rose as my hips faltered. My toes curled, and I grunted as the orgasm rushed through my balls, but Darla pressed me back, turning and letting my cock slip from her sex.

      I was about to utter a curse of anger or worse when her delicate hands wrapped around my dick and she jerked quick. Dropping to her knees, she sucked my cum covered cock into her mouth, throat cradling, cupping and milking the head. My curse turned into a groan but she wasn’t done there for as I unloaded she pulled back, still stroking me off.

      Both of us watching in wide-eyed fascination as my dick shot forth long, thick streams of cum across her breasts. I’d known since the catalyst that my loads were bigger, but I had no idea they were anywhere near this big. In seconds, her upper torso was coated in the pearlescent liquid. For a half second I felt mortified, then the musk hit Darla, and I was witness to the most intense and powerful orgasm I’d ever seen a woman have. Shuddering in bliss, she stared up at me with worshipful eyes, her pussy spraying the carpet without even being touched.

      Staggering back, I fell onto the bed. Legs dangling off the edge as I panted in exhaustion. Long minutes I lay there, heart slowing and mind quieting. Like a tiger gorged on a bison, I sought slumber. Dimly I was aware of Darla pushing my feet up and propping a pillow beneath my head as she moved about the room, humming happily to herself. Then sleep carried me away into strange dreams of icy landscapes and brutal conditions. Of harsh masters and endless mental programming.

      I woke slowly; the dreams clinging to my mind and leaving faded afterimages of strange locations and harsh masters in my mind. Rousing myself, I staggered into the bathroom to shit, shower and shave. I heard Annie get home from work as I was drying off and not ten seconds later my bubbly wife popped her head in the bathroom, grinning mischievously.

      “How was your first day of experimenting?” A shadow of shame fell upon me and my lips pressing into a firm line before I opened my mouth to confess, unable to maintain the darkness between us.

      “Ann,” I began, “There’s something I have to tell you.”

      “Do you love me, Dean?” She asked, walking into the bathroom and circling my waist with her slender arms.

      “Of course,” I said without hesitation, “Baby, I love you more than anything.”

      “Then nothing else matters,” she said with a wink, “We’re going to start a family together, Husband, and nothing is going to get in the way of that.”

      “But…” I couldn’t ignore what had happened the night before.

      “When I passed momma’s room she was sleeping with a smile on her face,” Annie’s eyes twinkled as she looked up at me, “I never see her smile like that unless she’s around you, big guy. I take it she helped you…?”

      My wife worked her hand within my towel, her small fingers circling my cock. I could count the times on one hand she’d actively touched my penis, and the sensation had me tumescent in moments. My shock at the touch was matched by my shock at her words and the wicked gleam in my wife’s eyes.

      I’d been feeling normal all morning, or normal for me. But her touch awoke the beast within. Growling desire, I picked the small woman up, ignoring her squawks of protest then excitement as I tossed her on the bed. My cock throbbed as I took in the sight of her. Even in work clothes, she was breathtakingly beautiful.

      She lay in nearly the exact position I’d dropped Darla in the night before and the taboo fact that I was about the fuck the daughter, just as I had the mother not eight hours before, made my balls ache with need. I took Annie there, not with breathless need as I had her mother, or wild uncontrollable lust and need as I’d taken the nurse the day before. The beast lived within but was content with the love we made together.

      Stripping her naked as I kissed and caressed her body, I was within her legs and the familiar motions of our lovemaking carried us away into nirvana. I took her three times. Beneath me and then bent over on the bed, her cries of pleasure and surprise driving me on to fuck harder and faster. Annie loved that. Screaming out in orgasm louder than I’d ever heard before.

      My little wife was awakening to her sexuality over the past couple weeks, but that morning her awakening took a supercharge. Pressing me onto my back, she planted her heels to either side of my hips. Reaching down, I supported her firm little ass as she planted her hands on my hard chest and rode me like a wild woman, her large firm breasts bouncing delightfully.

      Annie had never looked as gorgeous as when her dirty blonde locks were thrown back, pale skin glistening in sweat and firm breasts bouncing. It wasn’t the heavenly feeling of her tight pussy spasming in orgasm on my dick that sent me over, but the flash of joy in her eyes when she saw me drinking the sight of her.

      She passed out in my arms after that, spooning together for long minutes. Holding her in my arms, I’d never felt as close to my wife before, her breathing slowing and the scent of her filling me with nothing but love, affection and satiation. And yet still… there was something missing from our coupling. The connection should have been perfect, but it felt incomplete somehow.
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      Climbing free of the sweat damp sheet, I covered Annie and set a glass of water on the nightstand for her. Closing the blinds tight and shrouding the room in darkness, I let her sleep and gathered my clothes for the day. As I did so I worried over the fact that I felt a deeper connection to a young nurse I’d never met before, and barely spoken to, than I did to my wife, who I loved like flowers love the sun.

      Stepping into the hallway bathroom, I cleaned up, trying not to dwell on the thought. Turning back, I caught a powerful aroma and my cock throbbed in response. Darla popped her head out of the guest room, eyes wide as she looked from me back down the hall to the master bedroom where Annie slept.

      Once upon a time I might have wondered what was going on in the beautiful woman’s mind, but with the ability to parse through her emotions and the currents of her thoughts, I knew what hidden desires lay behind the mask of her gentle expression. I could also smell her juices coating the fingers of one hand and knew how incensed listening to us had made her.

      “Dean,” Darla said, lips trembling as she searched for the right words, “Did you… Maybe I could…”

      Stopping close enough that I invaded her personal space slightly, the older woman trembled but didn’t move back She wore a thick house coat but from the hardness of her nipples pressing the material out, it didn’t look like she wore anything beneath it. Reaching up, I hooked a finger in the soft belt of her robe and dragged it free; the cloth swinging wide and revealing how correct my assumption had been.

      “You didn’t shower, after,” her beautiful pale blue eyes softened as I gazed at her massive breasts, sagging ever so slightly under their prodigious weight, “perhaps I could…”

      She wasn’t able to finish it. Perhaps under the cloak of darkness, like last night, she could have said those wicked words, but she shivered now. Shame, embarrassment, desire and a swelling tide of lust warred within her.

      Reaching up, I took one over those glorious breasts in one hand, my fingers digging into the flesh. Their weight and softness felt even better than I remembered, and Darla moaned softly when I rolled a fat nipple between thumb and finger. She never moved, staying still and letting me caress and touch her as I saw fit. Her lust and desire only grew as I manhandled her, and I sensed what she was desperate to do.

      “Clean me up,” I commanded, and Darla flashed an eager grin, grateful that I’d spoken it for her as she dropped to her knees, popping open my pants and fishing free my cock in seconds.

      I didn’t even realize the growl of desire coming out of the back of my throat until Darla’s whimpers of need were cut off by my cock filling her mouth. Wet squishing sounds soon joined her sucking mouth, and I saw one hand between her legs as she touched herself. The sight of a woman masturbating struck me as wildly taboo, and I knew I wouldn’t last long.

      Tightening the muscle deep beneath my belly, I staved off my orgasm for as long as possible, but there are only so many minutes a man can endure the incredible pleasure of Darla’s giving mouth. Nor the sight of her incredible body, massive breasts swinging as she threw herself up and down my cock, tongue slithering out to gathering in the last dregs of cum on my cock and balls.

      Dragging my cock out of her mouth, Darla’s eyes flashed with anger for one second before curiosity took over her expression. It was the sight of her massive breasts, bigger than any I’d seen before in my life and my thick cock sliding between her plump lips. That gave me the idea. Reaching down, I gathered the firm yet soft flesh and wrapped it around my dick.

      “Ohhh I never thought of this…” Darla breathed, watching in fascination as the head of my slick cock slid up within centimeters of her lips then back down as I slowly fucked her tits. “It feels amazing… oh Dean, coat me again… please, give me your cum!”

      Her hands replaced mine on the side of her breasts and I pulled the back of her head forward with a growl of desire. Darla moaned loudly as she suckled the head of my cock, a spray of wetness hitting the hallway’s carpet as she came again from being manhandled. I couldn’t last long under the incredible onslaught, and with a fierce grin I marked my territory. Stroking my dick, I let thick ropes of cum coat my mother-in-law’s face, neck, breasts and belly.

      Feeling like a lion striding across the savannah, I left Darla there in the hallway trembling in a fourth or fifth massive orgasm as she fingered her pussy and massaged my cum into her skin. The gorgeous woman was now mine, totally and completely, and I’d never felt more secure in my manhood than when I stepped out of the house that morning.

      The feeling of connection I’d created with my mother-in-law after coating her in cum should have kept me on cloud nine, but soon it disturbed me more and more, because I hadn’t felt it with Annie. I loved my wife more than anything, but for some reason I felt closer to her mother, more connected on a primal level than I did with her.

      “Morning, Mr. Williams!” The driver said as I approached, his expression cheerful.

      I offered the man a pleasant smile, but he could see something distracted me and left me in silence for most of the drive. It wasn’t until we left town and were just beginning to climb into the forest that I saw him staring into the rearview mirror with a frown. Turning in my seat, I saw an unfamiliar white sedan with dark-tinted windows following us.

      “Don’t know how long it’s been back there, but he’s been following us since the middle of town at least,” the driver said, “Pardon Mr. William’s but I’ve bene told not to let anyone follow us from town to the lab, even if it’s just some looky loo.”

      At the first intersection, he turned off the usual road onto a narrow winding street. The white sedan continued to follow and the hackles on my neck rose as he dropped back a few dozen meters, then maintained the distance. My driver had taken us into a wealthy neighborhood of country club style homes. The subdivision was still being built, and the roads were filling with workers as we wound our way through the neighborhood.

      We lost the car in the twisting and turning streets and were back on our way to the lab less than ten minutes later. The driver didn’t think much of it. Having never served, his instincts for such things were poor. When we pulled up, he offered me a friendly wave as I stomped up to the two security guards sitting playing cards.

      “Sir?” Drawled the older guard, a portly fellow with sandy grown hair that fell across his face like a beatnik.

      “There was a car following us out here this morning,” I hooked a thumb at my diver, “he lost them in a subdivision, but I thought you should know. Keep an eye out for anyone scouting the roads around here.”

      “Who would even care?” The younger guard asked, “Doc told us they’re just testing mice or some such, turning them purple. Stupid egg-heads just wasting taxpayers’ dollars, huh!”

      “Shut up Smitty,” the older guard growled, “you want to lose this sweet set up?” Looking up at me with a sour expression he said, “We’ll keep an eye out, what’s this car look like?”

      I gave them a description and the little I’d seen of the plate, but they wrote nothing down and were eager to see me on my way. Promising they had everything under control.

      “Don’t worry that pretty head, sir,” the older guard said with a sneer, “Us grunts been doing this for years. Just leave it to us.”

      Grinding my teeth, I held back the harsh words I wanted to say. Rank and experience had taught me long ago that some men would never learn proper discipline. If I were to burnish my rank to these men and started barking orders, they would instantly resent me and search for ways to undermine the order and myself.

      There was only one way to win men like this to your side, and that was to be an example of excellence when the opportunity presented itself. I doubted that would happen out here, and to be honest, I didn’t care what they thought about me. I only wanted them to do their duties properly, but I was a subject here, and not their superior.

      Dr. Wagner was waiting for me inside the entrance once again. He stood with straight back, shoulders square but relaxed, and once again was able to meet my eyes when I stepped through the doors.

      “Greetings Dean,” even his tone was more at ease, and I paused, tilting my head to take him in again.

      “Doctor?” I asked, “You seem to have changed.”

      “Almost as much as you, Mr. William’s,” he said with a crooked grin, “It’s your synthesized blood that’s done it. Head on back and get changed. Meet me in the exam room and I’ll explain more. We’ve got a lot to do this morning, Mr. Williams, it’s all so exciting!”

      He hurried down the corridor, and it comforted me to see he still walked awkwardly and seemed to have difficulty dealing with the door. Wrapping his lab coat around the handle before he would open it. But other than small eccentricities, the doctor was remarkably… normal, around me at least.

      The lead robes were gone, and I took from the lack of clothing hanging on the normal hook that I was supposed to disrobe fully. In the past I might have felt shame at striding down the hall with my cock swinging side to side, bouncing on my thighs. But this was my place, and these my people, even those who didn’t know it yet, and besides, what reason did I have for shame?

      I couldn’t make out the faces, but nearly a half dozen figures were pressed against a foggy window. Their shadows moving on the other side and the chatter of feminine voices were all I could hear as I walked down the hall. The half-mirror had been a window before, and I wondered what games the doctors were up to. I couldn’t catch a whiff of the women’s scents, but from the powerful pull of air currents across my skin and up into the vent system, I suspected they were getting a full blast of my pheromones.
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      Stepping into the exam room, I found it empty and took my customary place on the bed. Only this time I fiddled with the controls beneath it, so I was in a more upright and comfortable position. There was something too submissive in being caught prone when someone entered that I couldn’t abide.

      After a couple minutes the doctor stepped in, followed by nurse Keating with a rolling tray. The rolling tray had a large hypodermic syringe on it with a terrifyingly long needle. I should have been curious about what was in the needle, about the doctor’s changes, or even about what tests they had planned for me that day. None of that registered once Nurse Keating’s scent hit my nostrils.

      The tall blonde woman looked as pristine as ever. Her hair was pulled back in a severe bun, uniform pressed and blindingly white. Once again, she’d taken needle and thread to the garment, ensuring its upper half molded itself to the seductive curves of her body. Her scent reached into my sinuses with sharp spikes of desperation and need. The composure she wore masked the swirling emotions within, but as I stood that composure cracked and shattered, her hands trembling and eyes widening as she stood in the doorway.

      “Mr. Williams, if you will lay back down, we can begin the steroid treatment,” the small man had gone to the cabinet and was pulling out a blood pressure cuff, when he turned around he saw me looming over the shaking nurse and I heard him swallow audibly, “Oh dear… Oh dear, oh dear. Nurse Keating, perhaps you should remove yourself… It appears your presence has disturbed the subject.”

      “I… I can’t doctor,” the nurse breathed, as my eyes traveled over her finely sculpted lips, remembering the feel of them sliding over my glands. My cock gave a throb, and the woman whimpered.

      The doctor was speaking, but I paid the little man no mind. He knew his place now, and I had a higher imperative. The tray clattered to the side as I stepped close to the nurse, and she shoved it out of my way. Her bottom lips trembled, and one hand gripped the skirt of her nurse’s uniform, drawing up the white material and revealing a flash of slender ankle.

      “Nurse! Report!”

      The doctor’s voice registered, and I felt far off surprise that he asserted himself. He directed the order at my woman, however, and the beast within could allow no challenge to my authority. Pausing, I turned my head slowly, eyes narrowing on the bespectacled man. The faint growl in the back of my throat caused him to tremble and curl in on himself, wetness blooming in the crotch of his pants as his scent changed from sharp curiosity to mind numbing fear.

      “Please, sir,” he whimpered, “I would never…” his scent spoke truth, and his groveling appeased the Alpha in me. My growl cut off, and he swallowed hard, “Please tell me Dean, what’s going on?! What’s driving you?”

      The mention of my name cleared the fog of need in my brain somewhat, and I considered his question. I’m not a man prone to reflections, and until this point I’d been letting instinct and need draw me forward. Taking a moment to examine the impulses within, it slowly dawned on me what it was I needed from her.

      Turning back to Nurse Keating, the older woman’s expression was a mixture of shame and hope. Our eyes locked and her short sharp breaths deepened and slowed, her pupils dilating and nipples hardening against the stiff material of her uniform. Words were hard, but I managed to condense my overwhelming urge down to a single word.

      “Breed.”

      “Yes!” Nurse Keating said, hands gripping her skirts in bunches.

      I advanced on the woman, massive hard-on leading the way. There was no love, nor intimacy between us, only overwhelming need to breed. I knew deep in my core she and I were already connected, that I had but to plant my seed in her fertile womb.

      The nurse’s gaze fell to my throbbing member and her desires matched mine perfectly. Moaning in need, she turned right there in the doorway, gripping the frame with one hand and reaching back to pull up her long skirts with the other. I was there before she could finish, the growl of desperation I let out made her knees weak and I was forced to hold her up by the thick white panties covering her perfect pale ass.

      The panties were down around her thighs and her narrow sex accepting my cock in moments. The raging monster quieted to a dull roar within as I gripped her firm hips and began to dig my dick into her depths. The nurse’s bun broke loose, her hands gripping the door frame as she cried out in ecstasy. Out of the corner of my eye I saw a dim red light turn on in the hall's corner and a lens flash, but it was no threat to my conquest.

      “The patient and subject appear to be in complete sync. The female presents herself, letting the Prime Alpha know she’s ready for mating. Evidence of her willingness, nay, eagerness to breed drips down her thighs. If this breeding takes hold, my theory on imbibing and imprinting could be correct. Already the female has achieved orgasmic relief, with only a single insertion of that remarkable phallus. Is this to activate the love and devotion paradigm in females? I must remember to have Keating describe the force and factor of her bliss.”

      The doctor’s faint voice and the scratching of his pencil on parchment registered only faintly, as did the fact I stood half in the long central hallway and half in the exam room. At any moment one of the half dozen doors could open and someone step out and see the nurse and I in coitus.

      The doctor continued to mutter to himself, but his words faded as my focus fell entirely on Nurse Keating. The woman’s sex quivered around me and her face was twisted in pleasure, lips pursed in a ring of pleasure as she sighed and cried out.

      “Ohhh ohh! OHH!”

      I would have loved to see and feel her body. There was a deep need to sample and suckle her breasts, but my balls were aching and cock throbbing and with a growl of pleasure I didn’t bother holding back. My toes curled as pleasure raced down my spine and out to my extremities. Fingers digging into her firm hips, I felt her pussy massaging my cock, milking every last spurt of seed into her womb.

      “I feel it sir… oh gods I’m… again…” her voice was so faint it trailed off and I had to hook an arm under her belly, the stiff material folding as she slumped, eyes rolling back into her skull and a blissful smile stretched across her face as oblivion took her.

      In the wake of my orgasm some sanity returned, and I stood, holding the woman in one arm awkwardly. I felt no shame for what I’d done. The woman had craved it and I knew deep down it had been necessary, but I hadn’t been expecting this reaction. Turning to the doctor, I held up my arm; the woman swinging like a wet blanket, my fascinated horror making its way to my face.

      Before the doctor could speak, fingers scratching across the strip of table parchment he’d used for notes a door at the far end of the hall banged open. I still stood in the exam room’s doorway and angling my head saw the pretty young nurse from the day before hurrying down the hall with a wheelchair. Her expression looked harried, tiny whips of hair out of place as if she’d been running around and the chair was covered in dust.

      Miriam flashed a dimpled grin at me as she hurried over, creamy cheeks shading red when her gaze fell to my cum slick cock. She slowed at the sight, and I saw her tremble when my dick gave a single throb in recognition of her beauty. The young nurse was gorgeous, there could be no denying it, but I felt a deep connection with her that went past lust or desire.

      I couldn’t put a finger on it but when she drew near, and I turned to set Nurse Keating in the chair, taking a moment to arrange her skirts and make sure her lolling head didn’t fall to the side. Her lips widened even further when my fingers touched her neck, and she pressed both hands between her legs in an obscene caress that was wild to witness. She wasn’t entirely conscious though as the nurse turned her quickly, flashing me a wink and another dimpled grin before hurrying back down the hall.

      “That was… quite fascinating,” the doctor said from just behind me, turning I found him peering up at me with a slightly awed expression, “Perhaps… yes, perhaps the steroid injection won’t be necessary for the coming experiment. What do you say, Mr. Williams? Would you like to test the bounds of your newfound… appetites?”

      “What’s your purpose here, doc?” I asked.

      It was simple curiosity on my part, but the man’s scent jangled with fear that sent acrid spikes into my nostrils and he hurriedly explained.

      “I don’t seek to manipulate, sir!” His tone and stance at once put me at ease, his eyes unable to meet mine for fear of sparking challenge, “You are… or have already become… something. You see?” He indicated down the hall with one hand to the frosted window with five shadows pressed against the glass, “Eleanor open the vents! Please tell me, sir, what do you… taste? Or is it smell?”

      Small strings on the vent lifted and danced as the system kicked on and warm air flowed into the room. It brought with it the scent of several women. My mind found it hard to parse one from the other, but one dominated all the others. A special woman whose scent told me of her greatness. A mind as keen as the doctors, beauty as flawless as the moon, and a strength to her that kept her stiff and firm in my nostrils when the others frittered about.

      “Several women, but one of them… one stands out. Who is she, doc?”

      The man’s face scrunched up in confusion, “Describe it to me.”

      I did as best I could. As I spoke, I was able to identify each of the women from their pheromones. Like different flavors mingling together. They were all roughly the same age, but each was wildly different. One was so painfully shy I could almost hear her teeth grinding as she struggled to be ignored by the other four. Another wasn’t shy, but her innocence hit me as the blandest scent of the lot. Two were far more experienced and the last I could discern much through the brilliance of her perfection.

      “Fascinating,” Dr. Wagner muttered, hand still scratching out notes, “and the connection you mentioned feeling with Nurse Keating, you experience it with none of these women?”

      “No,” I said with a shake of my head.

      The beast within was rousing once more, the five women each offering the possibility I so desperately craved. My confusion at the doctor’s question faded as I thought back to my encounter with Darla. The connection I’d felt with her had awakened that first night. Just like my connection with Nurse Keating had appeared the first day. It made no sense to me, but everything lined up and the doctor was smiling as he saw the realization overtake my face.

      “You know what must be done, yes?” He asked with breathless excitement and I nodded in reply, “Dr. Riggle?! Begin preparations, two and two if you please.”

      “Helmut, I must insist my subject be given the opportunity-.” The electronic hiss of Miriam’s voice rang out from speakers hidden in the ceiling.

      “Very well! But last,” the doctor muttered to himself as he walked out of the exam room, “I don’t see what melanin has to do with viability of offspring and the protection of future generations, but the woman won’t shut up about her subject.” Turning in the hall, he looked back at me with a frown, “Come along Mr. William’s we will begin the day’s trials without the aid of my steroidinol concoction. If you’re unable to complete all four… err, five bonding’s, then we’ll be forced to employ the stimulant.”
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      The concrete was cold under my feet, but the air felt wonderful on my naked skin. The doctor took me to the far end of the hall and let me into a small room with a short couch, cushioned footrest, and a thickly padded reading chair. Like every other room in this place, it had two entrances, but one wall had a mirror set into it.

      “This will be your new… err, exam room, yes.” He indicated the cushioned chair and the stack of books set beside it, “You can read if you would like, or even take a nap. I apologize, but there may be a delay while we ensure everything is in order. Only get one chance, and all that!”

      I opened my mouth to ask a question, but he was already bustling out of the room, pulling the door closed behind himself. I figured it would have been a waste of breath to ask for Sport magazine, or something with the box scores. Sitting in the chair, I sighed in surprised pleasure as the odd, crushed fabric rubbed against my skin.

      Glancing at the stack of books, I noticed Jules Verne and pulled out the slender volume. Five minutes later I was lost in the year 1866 and a tale of remarkable adventure. Once upon a time I would have lost myself in the story, allowing it to transport me away from the stress of interpersonal relations. My new senses wouldn’t allow me to ignore the two women who were moved into the room beside mine.

      Setting the book down, I drew in a deep breath, sampling their scents. Neither was the goddess I craved, but now that I was closer, I caught a much clearer image of each, and my cock throbbed when I noticed both were in at the perfect point in their cycles. That knowledge pulled me to my feet, and I was a full stride towards the locked door before I realized what I was doing.

      There was a small sound behind me, and I glanced back at the mirror, shocked to hear the panting breath of Dr. Riggle, then the flick of a switch. A short electronic click sounded, and the door was unlocked. Ignoring the good doctor, I ripped open the door and stared into the small prep room.

      Two women were in the middle of changing clothes, both undoing the waistbands of their long pleated skirts. Long linen robes hung from pegs before them, and both had set their shoes under a bench. They froze when their eyes fell on me, cheeks darkening and all four pupils dilating.

      “You know what you’re here for?” I growled the words.

      My desire had been shaken by the frightened looks stealing over both women’s faces. The question elicited different responses. The willowy blonde nodded quickly and bit her bottom lip, fear shifting to wonder as her eyes traveled from my massive swinging cock, up the ‘V’ of my muscled torso. The shorter brunette, a few years older than the mid-twenties blonde, shank in on herself, her shyness overwhelming her scent.

      “Speak up, woman.” The hard tone brought up the brunette’s perfectly quaffed updo, and her eyes still shining with fright met mine.

      “Yes, sir,” her voice was gentle and something in me felt for her, in this strange place with a strange man, “Please, we gone through so many trials…”

      “She’s right, sir,” the blonde piped up quickly, her green eyes dancing with flirtation, “we uhh… heard you and the nurse.”

      “The government promised us war widows a son.” The brunette breathed; eyes still locked on mine, but her words trailing off as she swallowed hard. “Strong and smart, heroes for a new age…”

      “Leave the robes,” I ordered and stepped aside, making way for the women to step into the furniture filled room.

      The brunette clung to her skirts, holding them up to mask the slight softness around her midsection, but the blonde let them hang down at a cocked angle. The sight of the woman’s lacy pink panties set against the pale skin of her flat stomach sent a jolt down my spine, right to the tip of my cock, making it bounce suddenly hard as steel.

      I didn’t fail to notice each woman draw in deep breaths through their noses as they passed me. The doctors had set up the room so the air flow had kept them from the full assault of my naked pheromones. Both women’s shoulders relaxed, and I even thought I saw a hungry little grin flash on the older brunette’s cute face.

      I took the opportunity as they passed to appreciate how well the good doctor had chosen. The blonde was all legs and neck. Her slender form, so perfectly poised and graceful to me, she must be a model. Her face was flawless and once upon a time I might have cared overly much about the perfection of her features, but now, they were merely an ornament, as I sought to appreciate the whole. Her breasts were small and high, trapped in a conical bra that looked fetching in her sleeveless pale green top.

      Her companion had none of her willowy beauty, but there was a pleasing weight to her hips and breasts. In fact, the woman’s bust was even bigger than my mother-in-law’s, from what I could see beneath her thick wool sweater, and she had the thickest puffiest lips I’d ever seen on a woman. Her shy green eyes glanced up at me when she passed, and I thought I detected a hint of fire banked deep down, and I definitely saw the flash of a smile when she glanced at my hardness.

      No longer resigned to doing my duty, I pulled the door closed behind me, relishing what was to come. The pair stood before the couch, glancing at the massive mirror, eyes flicking to me and each other. They held each other’s gaze for a long moment before turning back to me, drawing in twin breaths as they settled their nerves.

      “You know each other.” I said a statement, not a question. The easy comingling of their scents finally making scenes to me.

      “Yes, sir,” the blonde said, and the tremble in her voice spoke more to her desire than nerves from what I could scent, “Sandra and I went to university together.”

      “But you weren’t friends.” The women glanced at one another, tension growing.

      “Clara was the most popular in school,” the brunette said. “I was a nerdy TA.”

      “Get undressed… but do it… slowly, sexy.”

      The command cut through their tension like a knife and replaced it with shock. The shock faded almost immediately as I moved into the room, my cock drawing their gazes as it bounced hypnotically. Once again, they did twin gestures without even knowing it, licking their lips and flashing dimpled grins of greed.

      Clara was the first to shimmy out of her top. The thin blonde worked the buttons on the front of her blouse like they were magic, but fanned the garment, grinning widely when my hungry eyes took in her perfect pale flesh. The growl ripped from the back of my throat tore aside her artifice and both women’s knees actually buckled, though neither fell.

      “Almighty, they really did it, Clara,” the shorter brunette breathes, hands bunched in her sweater as she struggled to undo the large buttons, “he’s a… super man!”

      “Ngghnnnhh!” The blonde whimpered, her shirt tearing like paper cloth as she ripped it over one shoulder. The pink bra beneath, perfectly matching her panties, incensed me.

      One heavy step forward and both women were falling to their knees, skirts bunched around their thighs, forgotten for the moment and shirts tossed aside. The pair stared in fascination at my massive hard-on, Sandra’s jaw dropped as she gazed up at its length from below, the heavy bra holding down her breasts strained as she took in deep ragged breaths. Clara licked her lips, gazing from the fat bead of pre-cum on the tip up to me with a hopeful expression.

      “Worship it.”

      No sooner had the words left my lips than Clara threw herself forward. Gripping my thighs, she chomped down on my cock like it was a kielbasa and I growled in disapproval. Reaching down, I gripped her hair, not so hard it hurt her but enough to halt her.

      “No teeth.”

      Clara stilled, nodding in answer before eagerly going back to her work when I released her. The woman was one of the most beautiful I’d ever seen, and I’m no expert on blowjobs, but she was dreadful at it.

      Her movements were overeager and fumbling and she struggled to keep her teeth from scraping the sensitive flesh when she kept shoving her head forward hard, trying to swallow all of it in one go. It sounded even more awkward than it looked, and I grimaced, resigning myself to stroking off into her pretty mouth.

      Sandra saw the expression on my face and gave an exasperated sigh before pressing the younger woman back. Clara gave her a surprised look, eyes widening further as Clara’s hands slid the other woman’s saliva up and down the shaft and head with sure hands.

      “Just because he’s a man doesn’t mean every touch has to be rough and fast,” Sandra breathed, nipples pressing even harder against her bra as she moved up close, breath warming my thigh. She glanced up at me, grin flashing, “Do you like that, Sir?”

      Her cheek might have earned the woman a growl, but I read the promise of pleasures to come in her scent, and instead I gave her a groan of agreement. Clara was enthusiastic but terribly inexperienced, while Sandra had just as little experience but a far greater imagination. The mousy brunette had thought long and hard about such dirty deeds, and I was about to be the sole recipient of what a powerful mind can do.

      “Slow and gentle at first,” Sandra said, turning and flashing a little grin to the tall blonde.

      One hand stroked my cock, fingers gliding over the smooth flesh until she caressed the head, then back down. Reaching over with her other hand, she lifted the blonde’s elegant wrist and placed the other woman’s hand beside hers.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 15

          

        

      

    

    
      I’d never experienced such a thrill as when both women were touching my cock together. It throbbed in their grip and they looked up in delighted surprise. Clara looked beautiful and eager to try sucking me again, but there was a wicked speculation dancing behind Clara’s eyes. The combination of sensations, sights and knowledge or my dominance over these women. Another clear bead of precum oozed out of the tip, its scent causing the pair to tremble and swallow hard.

      Licking her lips, Sandra leaned forward, sliding her tongue over the soft head of my cock. Sampling the thick bead of cum, she moaned like it was the most delicious thing she’d ever tasted and sucked me into her fiery mouth without thought.

      “Yesss,” I moaned. The intense pleasure of the hot sucking sensation and her tongue playing along the bottom wasn’t quite as wonderful as Darla’s but leagues better than Clara.

      The gorgeous blonde watched in fascination as the shy brunette’s thick lips puffed out, drawing me in until she choked softly. Giving the head of my cock a few gentle bobs, tonsils caressing me before she pulled back off and sucked the head. Sitting back, her eyes stared at me intensely while her cheeks blushed a deep shade of red.

      “That was so good Sandy,” Clara enthused as she shuffled even closer, pressing against the other woman as she pulled the head of my cock to her lips, “let me try.”

      Looking up at me with those gorgeous eyes, she gently took my cock back into her mouth. With quick looks over at Sandra for guidance, she sucked me hard. Back and forth they traded my cock until the little brunette, smiling mischievously, drew Clara toward her as she planted her lips to the side of the fat head.

      Giggling, the taller blonde kissed the other side. Their tongues played along the underside as both kissed up and down the sides. The sight of the two women worshipping my cock together was incredible, and I felt my balls tightening up as my orgasm neared. When Clara reached around Sandra, drawing the busty brunette into a sloppy kiss, lips still teasing my dick, the sight was so hot I could no longer hold back.

      “Cumming,” I growled, the deep vibrations in my voice drawing a strangled cry of need from the pair as they clung to one another before me.

      The women’s cheeks pressed together, eyes and mouths wide as they stared with twin fascination at the winking slit of my cock. Their hands worked the shaft in tandem, the motions well synced as my cock throbbed one final time, then shot forth the biggest load I’d ever seen.

      Thick pearlescent strands shot out across their faces, both women gasping in delighted pleasure, Clara crying louder as she orgasmed hard. My toes curled, and I felt my knees go weak for one second as more and more cum coated the pair. Pressing the tip into the brunette’s eager mouth I let her drink a few this spurts then into Clara’s who trembled while she waited her turn.

      “Mmmhmmm,” I sighed as the pair kissed around the tip.

      “Jesus, it tastes…” Clara moaned.

      “Sweet… delicious! I need more,” Sandra pulled the other woman to her and kissed her long slender neck, licking the cum off the blonde’s flawless skin.

      I felt the connection forming, that simple imprint that bonded them to me, opening their bodies up to my eye. The women seemed to have forgotten me in their desperation not to miss a drop of cum. I watched with a growing grin as the pair fell onto the rug, hands caressing each other as they kissed, licked and sucked my cum from one another.

      When Clara pushed the busty brunette onto her back, hauling off the woman’s thick bra so she could lick the cum that had collected around one massive nipple, I couldn’t help but firm up again at the sight. I’d never imagined two women making out and touching one another’s naughty bits could be such a turn on.

      Sandra saw how much the sight turned me on and she grinned wickedly, guiding Clara’s lips to one of her nipples and cupping the massive breast. The sight of her tits alone would have gotten me hard again. They were magnificent. Not quite as big as my mother-in-law’s but larger than my wife’s and with a pleasing firmness to their shape. The woman bit her bottom lip in pleasure as the blonde sucked her nipple.

      “That’s fucking sexy,” I growled, and though I didn’t mean to a deep bass entered my voice and both women shook like dry leaves in a breeze.

      I’d been planning to enjoy the sight of them making out for a minute or two, and maybe even coaxing them into further sapphic love, but my primal needs had other ideas. Once my cock stood in steely hardness, the beast within cried out to complete the breeding before the chance disappeared.

      “Take her,” Sandra muttered in a groggy voice, her movements sluggish and panties soaked as she reached up to the woman kneeling above her. With weak fingers, she tried to fumble down Clara’s pink panties.

      The willowy blonde didn’t seem able to form coherent words as she looked back at me over one shoulder, eyes pleading with me. The air filled with the smell of their desire and the overwhelming need each had to be bred. Ignoring their cries of surprise, I reached down and heft the pair up onto the cushioned footstool.

      “What are you-?!” Sandra cried.

      They flopped onto the small piece of furniture, arms grabbing at one another. Sandra lay on her back, legs hanging down to the ground and spread while the leggy blonde lay above her, legs spread to the outside, perfect little ass presented to me.

      Clara tried turning her head to speak, but I shoved her lips into the thick brunette’s and felt my cock throb when they moaned into the kiss. The pink panties tore free as well as the off-white of Sandra’s and the pair of pussies lay before me, their juices mingling as fine blonde hairs dripped into dark.

      I’d knelt behind the pair, cock in hand, its massive length throbbing with need, but I froze for a moment. I’d encountered something odd. My discerning senses couldn’t parse between the two women’s scents, and something deep down wouldn’t let my seed be emptied into an unwelcoming womb. Bending low, I pressed my face into their pussy, tongue reaching out to sample their wetness as I did with my wife.

      “Sir, what are… oh heavens… Oh, Sandra… you have to… Nggh!!!!!”

      The flood of wetness that drained down my chin and into the dark-haired woman’s pussy tasted sweet and healthy. Leaving the blonde’s engorged love button alone, I dragged my long tongue down into the other woman’s pussy. Swirling my tongue into her depths, I tasted what I couldn’t scent, that place in my core relaxing when I sensed she was healthy too. A few quick circles around her hard-little clit and she came just like her new lover.

      “Nghh… ohhh… I… this a… It’s in!”

      Unable to wait a moment I longer I hunched forward and pressed my thick cock, angling it down into Sandra’s dark-haired pussy. Her wetness parted for me like butter before a hot knife. The moment her sex engulfed my cock, the beast within quieted to a dull growl and blood rushed past my ears. The world devolved down to the soft, hot wetness gripping me.

      Screams and moans of pleasure made it to my ears, but they sounded faint and far off. I drove up into the blonde slit, feeling its surprising tightness part before my mammoth cock like she’d been made for me. It was almost magical how easily women could take my girth and length now, and once I’d sampled both pussies, the beast within stilled, allowing me to enjoy the sights and sounds of this incredible experience.

      “So… oh god Sandy… you… were…. Oh god, cuming!”

      Clara arched her slender back and turned to look back at me with pleasure filled eyes. Running my hands up her body, I felt the firmness of her stomach muscles and the firmness of her small breasts. Caressing one firm nipple, I let her lips find mine, tongue darting into my mouth as she hammered her little ass back into me.

      Gentle fingers slide to their side of my cock and I felt Clara stiffen against me as we realized together it was Sandra’s hand playing with the woman’s pussy and stroking my cock. The wickedness sent both of us over the edge and my dick flooded her womb. The tight walls of her pussy milking my cock as she pressed back into me, needed me as deep as possible when I filled her.

      My hardness didn’t relent, and I pulled out of the blonde’s slender pussy, and pressed myself into Sandra’s hungry hole. The blonde lay atop her friend, groggy and out of it, hands caressing as I hammered away at the busty woman’s pussy. The sight of the two women kissing, naked skin touching as their hands wandered each other’s body was sinfully sexy, and I knew this couldn’t be the last time I took two women together.

      “Oh god,” Sandra moaned, “cuming again… please Sir! Fill me! I… uhh… I need your cum… I need… please!”

      Running my hands all over the woman’s body, I grinned as Clara came to and slipped off, kneeling at her friends’ side. The older woman drew me down into her massive cleavage. She flashed a grateful grin at the delight on my face as I feasted on first one, then the other. The cute brunette had just drawn me into a kiss when I felt something press between my legs.

      Gasping into Sandra’s lips, my eyes flew open in shock as Clara’s wicked tongue slid quickly over my swinging balls. Then it was Sandra’s turn to cry out in shock as the other woman licked up her juices.

      “Mmm good girl,” I growled, dick digging deeply into the soft pussy beneath me.

      The mewl of pleasure I got in response pulled a hungry smile onto Sandra's thick lips and she pulled me down into a kiss once more. The sensations were incredible, but my need to complete the union was overwhelming and my balls filled, needing to spew forth their weighty package.

      Leaning back, I gripped the woman’s wide hips in two big hands and slid into her with long strokes. The willowy blonde moved up to my side, chin wet with her friends’ juices and eyes bright with pleasure. She watched in fascination as my cock parted the other woman’s puffy pussy lips. Those glorious breasts rolled side to side and Sandra's eyes rolled into the back of her head, pussy writhing around my cock as my toes curled in orgasm.

      “Your… throbbing… fuck! NNGghhh!”

      “Take it.” I growled, our souls connecting as her hungry womb swallowed my seed.

      “That was the most incredible sight,” Clara breathed, one elegant hand caressing her friends’ stomach while the other ran down my back, “Sir you’re… you’re glorious!”

      Grinning, she darted in for a kiss, moaning into it as she reached down between Sandra and I’s bodies. My manhood gave another throb of desire when her fingers slipped around my cock, tightening around the base and stroking it softly into her first cum filled pussy.

      “Mhmm,” the busty brunette moaned, eyes glassy and distant.

      “Once she’s back from cloud nine, we’re going to suck you together, Sir,” Clara breathed, her gorgeous face filled with lust, “I need to feel you again… once wasn’t nearly enough-.”
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      Her words were cut off by a loud electronic buzz that sounded from the speaker in the corner. My face scrunched in confusion, but the women looked at one another with an expression as if their favorite toy had been stolen from them.

      “Ladies, if you will exit,” came Dr. Wagner’s clipped voice, “the next test can begin.”

      “Yes, doctor,” Sandra and Clara said at the same time and in nearly the same tone of sadness.

      “I’m not done with them,” I said, standing and turning to the large mirror.

      “Have no fear, Mr. Williams!” Pipped up Dr. Riggle’s high-pitched voice, “Clara and Sandra will be part of your ongoing experiments and neither will seek the arms of another man soon.”

      Her words quieted the roaring need within me, and the air flow started again, bringing with it two other scents. My cock throbbed at the scent of unbroken womanhood’s that wept with desire for me. The two women stood slowly, gathering their clothes, and each darted into a steal a final kiss. Clara caressing my cock with one hand and gazing fondly at it as they slipped out the door.

      “It will just be a few minutes while we set things up,” Dr. Wagner said, but I was having none of it, I wouldn’t wait around for another thirty minutes then go through another awkward introduction.

      “Send them in now.” I ordered, no doubt in my mind the man would disobey me.

      There was a rapid series of buzzes and then my senses filled with the scent of the next pair. Almost as if it was magic, my mind cleared of Clara and Sandra, as the next pair walked through the changing room warily.

      I knew the moment my raw pheromones flipped the switch’s in them, because their aromas went from smooth and slightly nervous, to both wildly turned on. By the time they stepped into the room, each was trembling, knees weak and each with an arm wrapped around the other’s back. Their nipples stood out hard against their tops and chests heaved as they drew in deep lungfuls of air.

      The first thing to register was recognition. The second was that the doctors had outdone themselves in selecting desirable women for their experiment. One of the women was familiar to me, and it took me a moment to place her as the bank teller who’d helped me open an account years before. Annie did most of the banking, but the shock of seeing someone I knew almost quieted the beast within.

      If seeing someone from my outside life gave me pause, it did the opposite for the gorgeous woman. With a cry of surprised elation, she disentangled herself from her friend and flew into my arms. Shock froze me in my tracks as her lips sought mine hungrily and her hands slid over my muscles, the scent of her filling my head.

      These women were in a frenzy from the earlier assault of my pheromones then having to hear the other pair screaming and moaning in ecstasy for so long. Released into the furnished room and struck with the full force of those pheromones in the raw, neither was faring well. The woman in my arms, Carol, if I remembered correctly, was normally shy and awkward. However, with everything that had been building in her, to be suddenly confronted with a man she’d secretly lusted after for years…

      The result was a loss of inhibitions on her part, giving her friend license to do the same. The thick blonde was shedding clothes as she crossed the room. My eyes widened, and I drew the tiny black-haired woman to my side, her hands sliding all over my muscles but too shy to touch my cock just yet. Her friend was a force of nature.

      The thick blonde was rounded in all the right places and the woman knew it too. Hips swaying as she dropped her top, the skirt slipping off her hips and pooling around her feet without being touched. Flashing a wicked grin of her own, she reached up and caressed her large firm breasts and popped open the bra and dropped it to the side. A growl of appreciation came from the back of my throat and the busty blonde trembled, lips writhing as she stared at my throbbing cock.

      A single bead of clear pre-cum oozed out of the tip, the room filling with the aroma of those special pheromones, and the blonde’s knees thudded into the ground. Drool gathering in the corner of her mouth, she shuffled forward, intent on one thing and one thing only.

      “It’s you,” breathed the raven-haired, her eyes tracing the lines of my face as she pressed to my side, ignoring the other woman who knelt before me, reaching out to stroke my cock as she whimpered in desire. “I’ve always been so jealous of Annie… When they said we would get to bed a Super Man…” her words interrupted by the guttural groan then wet sucking of the thick blonde as she tentatively began sucking my massive cock, “I mean I lay at night dream it would be you Dean… Do you… Do you remember me? Carol, from the National Savings and Loan?”

      Glancing in the mirror I saw the scene laid out as the doctors must and for a brief second saw how insane it must look. A gorgeous blonde with hair teased out and curled, looking like the spitting image of Marilyn, knelt before me both hands wrapped around my appendage, lips puckered, and cheeks hollowed out as she whimpered in orgasm from just a sample of my cum.

      While a delicate little woman with milk white skin and a heart-shaped face pressed herself to my side, eyes shining with love as she poured out her heart. Her eyes searched mine, hungry for recognition or approval, while her skirt bunched further and further up her pale thighs as she rubbed herself on my thigh. The juxtaposition of the two felt right and reaching down with one hand I cradled the side and back of the beautiful blonde’s head, loving the groan of pleasure it elicited from her and with the other reached around the tiny woman hugging her close.

      “I remember,” I said, letting the words conform to the gentle affection I’d always held for the quietly competent and adorable woman.

      Her finely sculpted lips flashed in a delighted smile that I couldn’t help but kiss. Reaching down and cupping one tiny butt cheek, I gripped her close, tongue exploring her mouth. The sounds of gentle gagging reached my ears, and I broke off the kiss and glanced down. Carol’s gentle gasp of shock when she saw her friend throating my cock, drool draining onto the rug, made my balls throb.

      “MMopphmm Gumuch yugh coughmm Mhmm!”

      “Oh god,” Carol whispered, “do it Dean, give her your cum!”

      I needed no more encouragement as I clung to Carol and watched the blonde’s brown eyes glaze over as I filled her mouth with cum. She swallowed fast, but a thin line dribbled down her chin. The smell of it made Carol grind her pussy against my hip. Skirt now bunch up and revealing the lacy black panties she wore.

      I couldn’t think about my sexy banker though because the blonde wasn’t done with me, nor I with her. The woman pulled me down atop her, gripping my thick cock and fitting it between her legs. No words were necessary, for we both knew what we needed, what we wanted. Her hands slid up the muscled of my back, fingers sliding through my hair and drawing my lips to hers. As kiss deepened the intimacy, my cock slid into her sex. Once again the woman’s tiny pussy welcomed my massive cock as if it had been designed for me. The muscled relaxing and gripping me tight as they only would for her true Alpha.

      Like animals, we rutted. Everything fading but the touch of skin to skin, hands caressing, lips and tongue seeking one another as our hips joined in perfect union. Time stretched and I couldn’t have said if a minute or ten passed, but eventually her gripping walls milked yet another load of cum from me and I felt a sharp pain in my balls.

      Breathing heavily, I rolled to the side, my giggling blonde rolling against me and throwing a leg over mine as she snuggled in close. Her eyes were distant and vacant as I caught my breath and blinked as a shadow passed between me and the ceiling lights.

      My tiny banker stood over me, reaching around to undo the back of her long-pleated skirt. Her scent was shy again and nervous as she looked from the blonde to me. The man in me wanted to lounge and laze about, but instinct drove me to my feet.

      This delicate little flower stood in a precarious place, fragile ego nearly broken as she witnessed such raw sexual energy, but my arms drawing her into a fierce embrace stilled the hurt. When I slowly stripped her of her clothing, laying her slender little body down on the couch and placing her hand on my stiff manhood, the hurt dissolved into joy that she could make me respond so easily.

      Reaching down, I let her hands caress my manhood and fit it within her tiny slit.  Gripping her firm little behind I pulled her up onto me loving the expression a pleasure and surprised joy blossoming on her face. Knowing this woman added an extra layer of intimacy, further heightening our pleasure. Her eyes widened further in surprise that she was able to take my entire length and girth in one firm thrust.

      “How…?” she whimpered, “Oh God… so big… coming, coming!!”

      I've never been extremely turned on by small breasts but there was something so beautiful about her tiny body and the small firm breasts jiggling each time I hammered into her. She was so tight when I drew my cock out, the lining of her pussy was come with it, then she would let out a loud “Ooof!” when I drove back into her.

      Gripping the woman's tiny ass in one hand, I let my other roam all over her body, caressing her breasts and slender neck. Carol shivered in added pleasure when my fingers circled her neck and her pussy quivered when they tightened slowly around it. The woman’s long nails dug into my back and her guttural cries of pleasure filled the room.

      It wasn’t long before I felt the churning in my balls letting me know my orgasm was approaching. However, just as my hips began to falter in their rhythm I felt a wicked hand reach between my legs and tug gently at my balls, sending me over the edge.

      “Yes!” Carols cried, eyes widening as my seed flooded her womb, “So much! I can feel… so hot… mmhmmm.”

      Sweat dripped off my nose as I sat up. The blonde hands found my cheeks and drew me into a deep kiss. The woman pressed me back into the couch, tongue invading my mouth as her hands stroked my softening slick cock with quick jerks of her wrist.

      “Quick before they buzz… just need to feel you… filling me …. Oh god baby…. Fuck!”

      Three hard slaps of her hips to mine was all it took to send the blonde over the edge again. Throwing her head back, hair hanging down and eyes rolling back into her skull. The woman shuddered in bliss once more, then Carol was there. The tiny brunette moved in behind her friend, small hands gathering up large handfuls of soft breast flesh and massaging them into the woman’s chest.

      My cock gave a throb of pleasure at the wicked sight of her sliding one hand down into the other woman’s wet sex, fingers parting around my cock. Grunting in pleasure, I gripped the blonde woman’s wide hips, my cock thickening again. Her eyes flashed wide when she felt my cock throb and she grinned back, elated.

      Just as she was about to open her mouth to utter something wicked, the electronic buzz sounded from the speaker overhead. Both women’s faces fell in sadness, and I felt an ache deep in my balls when the blonde pulled herself off my lap reluctantly.

      “Promise me this won’t be the last time,” Carol whispered as she brushed a kiss across my lips, “this can’t be, Dean!”

      “I can’t say,” I said with a sad shrug, “It’s their experiment.”

      “Barbara and I will do anything, anything! To feel you again.” the blonde nodded eagerly, arms full of their clothing.

      “I’ll talk to the doc,” I said, sensing neither would have left without some assurance they’d be graced with the glory of my cock again.

      The women flashed me eager grins and hurried out, careful not to offend the powers that be too much. But before they left, they each slipped an arm around the other’s back, breasts pressing together as they let me witness one incredible kiss between the pair. Lips locked, tongues sliding along one another’s, and hands caressing each other’s breasts, necks and faces; it was an incredibly hot sight.

      Spoiled only by the occasional glances, each would send my way to gauge the impact they were having. The kiss only lasted a couple seconds, but it was enough to put steel back in my dick and send my heart racing. It also had the intended consequence the women desired, for I knew I’d be seeking them out on my own. I had to know what wickedness those two might be willing to get up to for my pleasure.
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      When the door closed behind them, I felt a wave of exhaustion sweep through my body. Not only did the flesh of my cock feel sore, but my balls ached too. Sweat dripped from my nose and my muscles were worn out and rubbery. The queenly creature still waited, but I had no idea how I was going to do my duty once more, let alone twice.

      When the outer door opened, and those unique pheromones reached me, all doubt about my efficacy to perform disappeared. My head filled with the perfection of her. I’d just had four of the most beautiful, intelligent and dynamic women in the state. Four women most men would kill for the chance to touch, let alone claim them as completely as I had. And in pairs, no less.

      The four women were as invalids compared to an Olympian when held against this woman. The click of her heels on the concrete let me know she wasn’t about to bother with undressing and pulling on the robe they’d hung for her. As she approached the door, I found the hairs on my arms standing on end, heart racing and butterflies dancing in my stomach as they hadn’t since I was a boy.

      “Mr. Williams,” cut in Dr. Wagner’s unusually bored tone, “this was Eleanor’s experiment, but if you’re offended or wish to cease, then we’ll understand-.”

      “No, we won’t!” Cut in Dr. Riggle’s voice from the background.

      The odd exchange faded from my thoughts when my goddess swept into the room. My desire matched only by my shock, as the doctor’s strange mannerisms and words becoming clear.

      “Well?” Asked the gorgeous black woman as she cocked one perfect hip, placing a hand on it as she raised an eyebrow at me, her light brown eyes almost glowing under the dim overhead lights.

      “Tell me, big boy,” the woman purred in a throaty voice, “do I offend you?” She shifted her weight from one foot to the other, hips popping out and the pale green dress she wore clung to her incredible curves, thin material molding itself to her dark skin and revealing that her perfect curves were unenhanced by bra, girdle or panties, “Are you scared to touch my dark skin too? Or do you want to find out just how good a Sista can be?”

      “I…” words were so difficult to formulate with the full force of her presence before me. I sensed a challenge here, a woman whose viability could match mine own, but I also sensed unseen pressures and knew from my experiences in the service how those seen as the least of us by some can be abused. Swallowing hard, I locked eyes with the woman’s, taking one step closer so I could get draw in a pure breath of her scent.

      “I need to know you’re here of your own free will,” I managed to say. The effort of sublimating my instincts to claim this creature as mine was harder than I would have guessed. “I’ll not take one such as you from them.”

      “One such as me?!” The woman’s offense was plain. “I’m a free woman. My momma was a free woman, and if you think those stupid white bitches are going to get the gift of a Super Man’s baby, then you better be damn sure I won’t let my people be left behind!”

      “One such as you,” I went on. The woman’s anger only enhanced her beauty. The loose curls of her hair bristled, the ends lightly tipped from the sun, and she stepped close, standing only a head shorter than me. I saw her register my height in shock and she softened somewhat, unused to being shorter than men. She felt suddenly feminine before me. My words as they poured out only further, melting her anger. “Your mind is more nimble and curious than either of out esteemed doctors. Your heart so large you feed dozens of starving children on your neighborhood, from the income of a second job. You’ve never been ill, you’ve never broken a bone, and if you wanted to, you could run for hours on end without tiring. Your face and figure,” I let my eyes linger on the perfect symmetry of her face and fall to the eye popping curves of her body and she actually blushed, hands fluttering nervously unsure what to do, “My lady in all my life I’ve never seen nor heard of any woman half so perfect as you. Forgive me, for saying so but I’d admit the same were my wife in the room and be wroth with her if she didn’t agree.”

      “Well, that’s… that’s an odd compliment,” her pale brown eyes glittered as they held mine then fell and traced the lines of my muscles and down to my manhood, where she grinned mischievously, “So… about this little experiment of theirs… might not be as much a chore as I first thought.”

      The woman’s scent changed, and a wolfish grin stole over my lips, my cock bobbing with my heart beat hard as a rock. A fat bead of clear pre-cum oozed onto the tip of my cock, filling the room with its aroma. The dark-skinned woman flashed a bright smile, her eyes lingering on my manhood as she sauntered around the room, slowly removing the sash of her dress.

      I took the opportunity to appreciate the woman’s beauty, for that’s exactly what she intended. Her athleticism was obvious in the squareness of her shoulders and the grace of her limbs showed. Even her fingers moved with a subtle dexterity that was hypnotic to watch as she slowly undid the wide buttons running down the front of the gown.

      The ever deepening neckline revealed smooth dark skin and the inner curves of her massive breasts. Darla and my wife have some of the best breasts I’d ever seen before, but this creature over topped both by a good margin. Each perfectly shaped, hanging gently under their prodigious weight. The woman’s grin flashed wider when she saw me staring and the dress parted ever so slightly, teasing the edges of her nipples. Growling in desire, I was shocked when she trembled but held her own ground.

      “Sweet Jesus,” the woman moaned, “Missy Doctor was right… you’re a MAN.”

      “Who are you, woman?” the words torn from the back of my throat, the beast within wary of her strength as I encountered a near equal for the first time.

      “I’m Diana Robinson, big boy,” her light brown eyes flashed with desire, thick lips quirking in an eager smile as she went on, “And you better be damn sure, this will be the finest piece of ass you’re ever likely to get.”

      Drawing myself up to my full height, I let my eyes hold hers. The beast within had wakened and she must have seen something of it in my eyes, for hers widened, the slightest hesitation entering them. I was moving before I realized it, instinct driving me. This silent war of domination wouldn’t be lost, nor could I hold back from consuming this gorgeous creature.

      The woman gasped as I grabbed her roughly, drawing her into a passionate kiss and dipping her low. One arm around her back, the other slid up the perfect curves of her side until I took the dress in one hand and tore it free. The woman melted against me, her thick lips sending a thrill throughout my entire body, and when her soft pink tongue touched mine, I ground my cock into her hip in need.

      There was no question about what needed to be done. In my head the strategy was laid out and I entered each engagement like it was a life or death battle, seeking the maximize the woman’s pleasure and experience so she could never doubt who her true Alpha was.

      Diana had never been held by a man as large or strong, and I and I took pains to make her feel delicate and feminine. Laying her down on the plush rug, I drank in the perfection of her figure with hungry eyes, while she stared at my abs and cock, ours breaths deepening. The woman’s large nipples hardened slowly as she watched my cock bounce with my quickening heartbeat, and I sensed how inexperienced she was. Surprising, given that she was a genuine unicorn.

      Beginning with her mammoth breasts, I caressed, kissed and suckled, careful to read her scent and the cues of her body. Her nipples were extra sensitive, but I noticed right away that she loved it when I pinched hard and twisted, while lightly flicking my tongue over the tips. Her fingers laced in my hair and the gentle sighs of pleasure she elicited were driving me crazy.

      Her stomach was taunt, not flat like Annie but actually firm. There was something so erotic about the perfect sweep of her torso as it reached down to her shockingly hairless sex. The woman flashed a bright smile when I realized she’d shaven for me and laced her fingers in my hair, pressing my face into her pussy.

      “Mhmhm fuck baby… no mans tasted my kitty beehhheheeeEEEFFFF OOOOHHHHHHH!”

      Moments into running my tongue around the firm nubbin of her clit and she was screaming in incoherent bliss, thighs clamping down on my head so hard I worried for a moment before she melted back into the rug, a great sigh escaping her throat.

      I might have continued with the pleasant task, but her sensitive sex could take no more than that. Diana’s pheromones screamed at me of her desire and as I moved up, her fingers pulled me to her, lips meeting mine in a desperate kiss. Her hands reached down, searching, seeking.

      “Mhmm baby this Queen’s going to swallow you to the root… Lord that felt so good… Mmhmm your so beautiful,” her pale brown eyes ran over my face as she pulled on my ass drawing my cock to her incredibly thick lips, “So big and hard for me…”

      I stood above the kneeling woman, her eyes locked on mine, the same desire in her as in me. She ran gentle fingers along the shaft, one hand to either side. As she moved, her massive breasts swayed, and I gave a little shiver of delight at the prospect of what was to come.

      Her grin flashed wide when she felt me tremble and with a final deep breath through her nostrils, eyes lids fluttering, she leaned forward and ran her thick lips up the underside. Her fingertips trailed along to either side, and another fat bead of pre-cum oozed out of the tip. Her eyes still locked on mine, I couldn’t help the groan of pleasure as her thick pink tongue slid out and around the fat head of my cock.

      Without pausing a beat, the woman's thick lips slipped over the head and I watched in awe as she lived up to her word. In one deliciously slow motion she took my entire cock deep into her mouth, throat parting without effort, and with a wicked swallow she buried her nose in dark curls. The entire time her incredible eyes never left mine, and I had to struggle to keep from cuming down her throat. Sensing my difficulty, her lips quirked up at the corners and she pulled back slowly, pausing now and then to do this incredible twist with her head.

      “Oh… god damn woman,” I muttered, nothing having prepared me for this onslaught of pleasure, nor she.

      Both hands wrapping around the shaft, she pulled off, tongue snaking out to lick the tip one last time before she took me deep once more. Her eyes closed and a deep moan of pleasure came from the back of her throat. As my pre-cum flowed her moans and cries of pleasure increased and so did mine.

      The sight of her gorgeous face and hands working my cock as those pendulous breasts swung beneath, added to the feel of her thick puckered lips, wide tongue and soft throat soon had me over the edge. Bellowing wordlessly, I gripped her head, loving the cry of orgasm she let out when I took control of her body. Cock throbbing, I flooded her throat, staring into those gorgeous pale eyes as they glazed over in bliss.
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      There was no refractory period. There couldn’t be, not when this perfect woman had finally submitted to me, when her very being was calling out to be taken, and seen by a man of equal strength and worth. The fog didn’t clear from her eyes, but she grinned wide when I pressed her down, ass up and face in the rug. Her hands reached between her thighs, gathering my mighty cock and pressing it, still slick from the back of her throat, into the softness of her pussy.

      The moment I was in her, our rhythm was perfectly in sync. The hot tightness of her sex accepted me as if we’d been made for one another. Lifting herself slowly on her hands, the loose curls of her black hair tossing around in disarray and massive breasts swinging. I gripped her wide hips, the rolling swell of her ass enthralling me until Diana leaned back, hand gripping the back of my head as she pulled my lips to hers.

      Drawing one of my hands up to her massive breasts, she pressed it into the firm flesh and I moaned, fingers sinking in as I massaged it. Pinching and pulling on her big nipple, she moaned into my mouth, pussy writhing on my cock as she came hard. I could sense how sensitive she grew after an orgasm, her hips trembling and my balls throbbed.

      Unwilling to give up this perfect moment, I reached down and pressed my hand into her sensitive sex, stilling her shivers as my cock hammered her again and again. Her orgasm stilled, building and building, her pale eyes widening on mine, and then my own orgasm hit, and the world went white.

      I clung to the woman, the pair of us sinking down into the carpet as I pushed my cock as deeply in her as I could. My dick filling her with cum until I felt it oozing out the sides and dripping down her thighs.

      “Dear heavens,” she whispered, eyes meeting mine, shocked but elated, “your… that was… Oh heavens honey… you’re still hard…. Mhmmm again… Again!”

      She rolled beneath me, unwilling to stay facing away from me, and in moments we were a double-backed beast. If the doctors sounded their buzzer or tried to put a stop to it, we didn’t notice. Time faded, and the world distilled down to the places where our bodies connected to one another. Each point of skin to skin contact only pulled us deeper into that world of wild rutting bliss.

      Afterwards, I couldn’t have said if I came within Diana three or four times. Either way, by the time our lusts had slackened, I hurt in places I didn’t realize it was possible to hurt and muscles I’d never felt before ached. We lay for long minutes just grinning at one another, smiling and staring into each other’s eyes. Finally she snuggled in close, purring like a happy kitten as she pressed her face into the crook of my neck.

      For the first time since taking the Serum, I felt a genuine pang of guilt for this connection I’d formed, and Diana must have sensed the change in me. Sitting up suddenly, she looked down with a knowing smile and gave a small nod before rising to gather her clothing.

      “That was,” I began but failed to find the rest of what I wanted to say.

      “It was something I’ll never forget,” Diana said, “but I won’t pretend its something that can happen again.” A shadow fell over her face, but she held herself upright, certain of who she was, “Your wife is a lucky woman and I’ll thank god they gave me the chance to join their little experiment. You take care of yourself, sir.”

      “Wait,” I said, reaching out and grabbing her wrist, “This isn’t the last time I see you. It can’t be.”

      “It will not be Mr. William’s,” cut in Dr. Wagner’s voice, “The evidence is incontrovertible. Mrs. Robinson will be involved with the later staged of your trial.”

      “Well then,” Diana said, suddenly unsure what to do with her bitterness, “I guess I’ll see you tomorrow?”

      “I’m looking forward to it,” I said with a nod, releasing her wrist.

      Diana laughed and threw her arms over my shoulders, kissing me soundly before flouncing out of the room. I found myself thoughtful as I limped down to the changing room to bathe. The guilt I felt was real, but I knew I’d never be able to give up something as incredible as Diana Robinson. For the first time I wondered what the doctor’s serum had made of me, and if I was comfortable with what I’d become.

      The driver left me alone as I clambered into the backseat and looked out the window. I was still deep in my feelings when the gates began rolling open, but the sounds of tires squealing on concrete shook me out of it.

      “Sir, look!” The driver pointed down the slope to the lower pullout, where the same white sedan from earlier was pulling away in a cloud of dust.

      “Stay on his tail!”

      I shouted, but the man was already stomping on the gas pedal, our own tires screeching as we pulled onto the road. I gripped the back of the seat in front of me, holding on to keep from being thrown around in the backseat. My driver was careening down the mountain, back end swinging side to side as we swept around curves in the road.

      The white sedan stayed ahead of us, but we were gaining on it every second. The road bottomed out in a ravine, crossing a wide creek at a narrow single lane bridge. I was watching the rear end of the sedan when they passed over the bridge, and there were twin flashes near her trunk before the heavy metal bumper fell free.

      My driver stomped on the brakes, our car sliding to a stop before we could crash into the thick bumper, and we watched in frustration as the sedan pulled up the other side of the ravine and sped off into the woods. We stared after the mysterious car with frustration.

      “Who do you think they were, sir?” My driver asked, voice shaken.

      “I have no idea,” I said, “but they definitely aren’t friendly taking off like that. Keep the engine running.”

      Hopping out I ran up dragging the bumper out of our way, taking a minute to inspect the points where it had separated from the car. The two supports have been sawn through three quarters of the way and the final quarter was shorn free, the steel blackened and twisted from whatever explosive had detonated.

      “Let’s head back and warn the doc’s and those two guards,” I said with a grimace of frustration, “Whoever it is, they used military grade explosives to rig up this little trick.”

      The driver’s face blanched, and he drove back up the mountain, eyes wide, scanning the tree lines as if he thought an army of Germans would swarm out any moment. The guards were just as lazy and uninterested as I’d worried they’d be, and when I spoke to Dr. Wagner through the intercom, he didn’t seem worried in the slightest. Certain their guards would keep them safe from any local riff raff.

      I was on high alert on the drive back to my mother-in-law’s house. Scanning side to side in search of the sedan or anything else suspicious. We didn’t see anything, but I was certain we hadn’t seen the last of our erstwhile friends. The neighbor was out watering her flower garden when we pulled up.

      “Sir,” the driver said, “I have a sidearm at home… do you think-.”

      “Carry it with you from now on,” I said with a grim nod, “The doc means well, but there’s something fishy going on here. No local riff raff could have rigged that bumper to blow at the right time like that.”

      “Aye, sir,” the man said with a grimace, “Guess my simple driving job ain’t so simple no more, eh?”

      “It never was Vernon,” I offered him a small nod and climbed free of the car.

      Drawing in a deep breath, I let the worries fade and reoriented myself into this new challenge. The lady neighbor stood slowly, pruning clippers in one hand and the other loosely holding some weeds. The low wolf whistles my driver let out as the leggy blonde stood was low enough it should have only reached my ears, but the woman’s lips quirked ever so slightly as if she’d heard him.

      Her ice-blue eyes locked on mine and the cool confidence of her beautiful features faded, replaced by a curious unease. Pressing the hand filled with weeds to her abdomen as I stepped onto the sidewalk, I felt once again like I should know this woman, her features and mannerisms familiar and yet not.

      “See you tomorrow morning, Mr. Williams,” my driver called as he pulled out, his eyes lingering on the tall blonde’s phenomenal figure. “What a dame!”

      Ignoring the man, I angled over towards the low fence separating our two properties. A small twitch of the curtains on my house told me my mother-in-law had been eagerly awaiting my return and was now spying.

      “I wanted to introduce myself again, and welcome you and your husband to the neighborhood,” I said approaching her with hand extended, “You might have seen my wife, Annie, and that’s her mother Darla peeking out the curtains now.”

      Though I spoke and smiled, pantomiming the actions of normal neighbors, there was something far more profound going on beneath the surface. I drew deeply of the woman’s scent and as I did. The woman’s emotions felt were too dull and muted, except for the wild hot flashes of lust or desire that tore through her at irregular intervals.

      The only other emotions that reached through to me that felt human was her fear. The air reeked with it, like rotten citrus as it tickled my sinuses. There didn’t seem to be any reason for it until I realized just how much I towered over her and how wide my shoulders were.

      She must be a troubled woman, I thought to myself. Maybe that’s why they moved here.

      I was about to turn away when the woman gave a start and reached out her hand, taking mine.

      “Sarah Locklear,” she said, voice giving an odd hitch at her own name, “and it’s a pleasure, Dean. My husband is out right now…”

      Again, that spike of anxiety and fear, sharper than last time and her hand tightened on mine. The moment drew out, and I thought she was going to say something, but just as she was about to her throat tightened and she choked on the words. I tried releasing this strange woman’s hand, but she held fast, eyes burning as they stared into mine.

      The beast within me awoke sluggishly. This woman wasn’t prey, and yet she was. She wasn’t a predator, and yet she was. Nothing was making sense, but my cock throbbed, my balls certain she needed a healthy dose of my seed. Her pupils dilated the moment I had the thought, and I felt her tremble.

      “My husband… O Bozhe!”

      She dropped my hand along with the weeds and clippers she held in the other hand. Turning, she hurried into her house, whispering the same foreign phrase repeatedly and throwing dreadful looks over her shoulder at me.

      I climbed the steps of our front porch and tried to put the encounter out of my head. After the day I had it was a minor blip, but it still niggled at my thoughts as I stepped in and found Darla sitting on the edge of the couch. The eager grin on my mother-in-law’s plump lips pushed the worries to the back of my mind.

      My manhood throbbed as I contemplated another evening spent inside her wonderful mouth, and Darla’s lips curled in a hungry grin as she watched my pants tenting slowly. Then both of us blanched as Annie’s heels came clicking down the sidewalk.

      It seems my evening fun will have to wait; I thought to myself. Then I noticed the wicked gleam in Darla’s eyes as Annie approached, and I couldn’t help wondering what she was planning. The air was thick with her desire and another emotion that was hard to place, but something about it felt… taboo.

      Perhaps I haven’t seen the end of today’s excitement… I couldn’t help grinning as my wife opened the door and smiled back, reminding me how deep and pure our love was. I had much to confess to my gorgeous little bride, but we’d survived being parted through a war. We could survive this.
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      The sound of Annie’s heels on the porch alerted Darla and I to my wife’s approach. I felt a hint of trepidation but Darla had a knowing smile as we turned to watch her walk in.

      “You’re home early!” Darla exclaimed to Annie as I held the door open for my wife.

      “They sent everyone home,” Annie said, setting her lunch pail down and pushing loose dirty blonde curls out of her face, “A problem with inventory control or something. It wasn’t my department.”

      Alarm bells sounded in my skull and I reached out, gripping her upper arm.

      “Which department?”

      “I’m not sure they didn’t say,” she looked up at me curiously, “why do you care?”

      “It could be nothing,” I said, “but my driver and I were followed this morning, and this afternoon the same car was sitting outside the lab on lookout.”

      “You think someone could be trying to steal the doctor’s research?” Annie asked, far too excited for such a scary proposition, “Like spies or secret agents or something?!”

      “You read too many dime novels,” I said with a small grin as I drew her into a hug. My words were dismissive, but she’d given me pause to consider.

      “Wherever did you get such fanciful ideas?” Darla asked as she bustled into the kitchen.

      “Oh, I’ve got an active imagination,” Annie said, looking up at me with a mischievous gleam in her eyes. She ground her hips into my crotch long enough to feel me respond. Then she stepped back and winked before following her mom into the kitchen, “What’s for dinner?”

      The women puttered around in the kitchen getting dinner ready while I sat in the living room. Turning on the radio, I let the game play but only listened to it with half a mind. My thoughts divided between all that had happened at the lab earlier and that strange car who’d been following us. I couldn’t be sure the car was connected to Annie factory being closed, but deep down they felt connected.

      My thoughts moved from the car to the women I’d been with. With each of the six, including Nurse Keating, I now felt a deep and profound connection, similar to what I felt towards Darla now, and Nurse O’Callaghan the day before. The words of Dr. Wagner echoed in my mind, and I knew he’d been correct. The evidence was incontrovertible. It wasn’t my own desires and pleasure I was fulfilled by making the women drink my seed before I bred them; it was an imperative for impregnation.

      My mind set, I felt a hint of trepidation, odd for me lately, at the thought of requiring my sweet wife to put my penis in her mouth. Even more when I imagined making her swallow it all down. A shiver ran down my spine and my cock throbbed in my pants, aching mildly from my day’s activities.

      “Dean?” Annie called, “Would you come in here?”

      Rising, I was pulled along by the oddness in her tone. Turning into the kitchen, the breath caught in my throat and I froze, stunned by what I was witnessing. Annie and her mother stood near the stovetop, the counters strewn with the ingredients of supper, half prepared, while Darla held a zucchini up before her face, the green skin smeared with red and pink lipstick, the colors both women wore. That taboo scent from Darla was thicker, filling the air with is spicy scent, while rolling off my wife was a hunger I hadn’t realized was in her.

      Until this point, I’d managed not to employ most of my primal powers against the love of my life. Sweet Annie never deserved to feel that level of compulsion from her partner, that is until I scented the same submissive core within her I’d sensed in her mother.

      “I had a question about…” Annie’s voice trailed off as she gazed into my eyes and, “I dreamed all last night about your… in my…”

      “It’s necessary,” Darla said in her sweet voice, “Isn’t it Dean? If she wants to have your child?”

      “It is,” I said with a simple nod, words hard to come by right then, “Or so the doc says. And I… I’ve felt a connection formed after… it’s happened before.”

      “Really?” Annie asked in excitement, stepping close and drawing me over to the stove with her, “Do you feel it with Momma? Now?”

      “I do,” I admitted, my shame disappearing under my wife's dazzling smile.

      “And you Mom?”

      “Umm,” Darla grew self-conscious, rubbing her forearm with one hand and looking to the side.

      “Mom, remember what I said,” Darla said, reaching and gripping the woman’s hands in her free one.

      “Oh honey, it’s just too good to be true, I don’t know if I can.” After a second’s hesitation she went on, “And yes, I felt it right then and it only got more powerful last night… I can…” she shook her head, “Oh, god it’s too shameful to say.”

      “Tell me mom,” Annie said, eye boring into her mother’s intensely. I couldn’t ignore my wife’s firm behind as she rubbed it against my crotch, further turning me on.

      “I can feel how much he wants you…” closing her eyes, she whispered the past part, “and me together.”

      “Really?!” Annie asked in surprise, but not at what I wanted. But that her mother could sense it, “What does it feel like? How do you know?”

      “I don’t know,” Darla said, shaking her head, “I just… do. God forgive me for admitting this, but the moment I smell you Dean, your shirts, even the pillow you sleep on… I have a… without even touching myself.”

      “Jesus, that’s hot!” Annie hissed, and I stared in shock at my little wife.

      “I think that’s enough of this,” I said, needing to get a handle on this situation before things got out of control. If Annie wasn’t careful, she’d awaken the beast within me fully. And lover or not, he would have his due.

      “No,” Annie said, her dark curls shaking side to side as her mother said the same thing. The pair looked at one another, scents writhing as they communicated with one another silently, before finally settling down as twin to one another: secret delight, desire and mountains of love.

      “Momma and I are going to have our babies the same day,” Annie announced, eyes never leaving her mothers, the pair of them grinning like fools, “So it looks like we all have some work to do tonight.”

      As they turned to me, I realized what they were saying and though I suspected Darla had already been bred, I didn’t argue with them. Instead, I let a low growl of desire issue from the back of my throat and loved the twin trembles of desire it elicited from the pair.

      Only one other woman in my entire life had been closer to perfection than Darla and Annie, and she’d been picked by Dr. Riggle after a lengthy process to select a fine specimen. The man in me appreciated my wife and her mother’s incredible beauty and poise, as well as their sweet natures. But the beast in me hungered for the twin chances at a near perfect offspring.

      “Follow.” The words came out as a hard command the likes of which id never used with Annie, but she jumped, giggling along with her mother as they linked arms and scurried after me.

      “Are you sure about this Annie?” Darla asked, “He’s your man, and if you don’t want to share him-.”

      “Shut-up mom,” Annie chortled, “You’re pulling me along just as fast as I am you. How many women do you think they had him breeding today? Eleanor said it might be as many as five!”

      “Well, we shouldn’t expect too much if that’s the case,” Darla commented, and hearing them speak about me so casually lit a fire within and I spun right there in the hall just outside the bathroom. Wheeling on the pair, they cowered before my suddenly looming bulk, voices chocked off and clutching one another. My eyes fell to their massive breast squeezing around their arms and my cock throbbed with desire.

      “Oh god…” Annie moaned, “honey, you’re…”

      “He is such a Man,” Darla breathed.

      “Our man,” Annie whispered, eyes alighting on mine.

      “Kneel,” I ordered, and to their credit they dropped immediately.

      “Dean,” Annie began, expression intense as she struggled to formulate the question, “Is mom good at sucking you? Or was one of the ladies you claimed today better?” Her turn of phrase was odd, but not nearly as odd as the question.

      “Darla is by far the best,” I said, reaching down to caress my mother-in-law’s soft cheek. This tender moment oddly easy now that the beast knew he would claim his prize soon enough. “None compare.”

      “Then teach me Mom,” she whispered to her mother, grin flashing, “Show me how Dean likes you to,” glancing up at me, her eyes grew mischievous and her cheeks blushed, “Suck on his big cock.”

      Darla’s eyes widened at the dirty words and I saw a part of her wanted to admonish her daughter for the behavior, but the tent in my pants demanded her attention. Reaching up with hesitant hands, the woman popped the first couple buttons of my pants slowly. I saw the vein in her neck slow its fluttering beat and her breathing calm as she pushed the pants down my hips, and my massive semi-hard cock flopped into the open.

      The scent of my musk filled both women’s heads, and I saw their pupils dilate and cheeks grow pink and each parted their knees slightly, unconscious signs they were willing and eager for it. Darla was still nervous, and I sensed from their scents that my wife’s eagerness was outpacing the older woman’s. As she raised her hands to wrap them around my cock, I raised a finger, halting her.

      “Take your tops off,” I said, voice steely hard, laced beneath with the gravelly tones of command. “Both of you.”
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      It surprised me how quickly and readily they responded to the order, tops flying over their heads and falling to the carpet. Annie reached around back to unhook her bra, eyes glittering with pleasure and bottom lip trembling as her scent filled with such a fierce desire to submit. Darla unhooked a latch at the front of her bra and slowly parted the white material, letting her massive breasts spill free and adding to my hardening cock when she licked her lips in anticipation.

      Annie slipped her pink bra over her shoulders and let it fall to the carpet, hands cupping her large breasts and squeezing them against her chest. Making certain I was watching, she released them slowly, and moved up and to the side slightly, grinning as my cock rose to full stiffness when I saw her breasts sitting beside her mother’s. They looked nearly identical, one set slightly larger and heavier while the other sat higher, with a firm round shape.

      The pair knelt before me, submissively looking up and waiting for instruction. I took a moment and gazed into their gorgeous faces and thanked God, the fates, or anything that would listen for the position I found myself in. Drawing in a deep breath, I sampled the air, cock stiffening when I realized how eager they were to begin.

      Unable to wait a moment longer, Darla slid one hand up my leg and glanced at Annie, seeking the younger woman’s approval and receiving it with a beatific smile. Flashing a grin back, she moved her hand up, palm cupping my heavy balls gently as the other hand came up to caress one breast.

      “Men are visual creatures,” Darla breathed, “a real man… Ngghnnn” she grunted, hips shimmying as she orgasmed, Annie doing the same with a pained expression on her face. The fat bead of pre-cum that had rolled out of the tip of my dick filled the room with my need. “Oh god, Dean… You’re so much… MORE now… what happened?”

      “She,” I growled, eyes alighting upon my wife’s, and falling to her trembling lips. The need to take her completely filled me with so much desire another clear bead of pre-cum oozed out.

      With a cry of desperate pleasure, Darla leaned forward and slid her plump lips over the head of my cock. Moaning in pleasure, I was witness to my wife’s nipples hardening and wet lips parting as she watched Darla sucking me with both desire and grace.

      Her pink tongue slithered out of the side of her mouth and around the head, caressing it as her thick lips ran wetly around the sensitive flesh. The woman’s pale blue eyes tracked mine as I looked from her to her daughter. Grinning, she shifted to the side and reached around Annie's back, pulling her close.

      “Heavens,” my wife breathed as Darla’s thick lips pulled to the side and she pressed it towards Annie.

      “Pull your lips back against your teeth,” Darla whispered softly, the quiet sounds making everything even more intimate in the hallway, “You don’t want to hurt it… yes, taste him, search each part of him out… Mhmm.”

      Darla ran a hand up the muscles of my stomach as she grinned at me. The woman loved the pleasure over taking my face as Annie tentatively pressed her pink lips to the head. Tiny tongue darting out to taste the tip she flashed a quick grin at her mom, then staring up at me she let her tongue run all over the underside.

      My knees trembled and I couldn’t suppress the groan of desire she drew out of me. Darla whimpered, pressing a hand between her legs and bunching her skirt up over her hips and Annie groaned, sucking me down into her mouth and chocking slightly as her throat expanded around the head. All three of our eyes grew wide as her throat parted and stretched around my girth.

      “Mmmhghmmm!” Annie moaned, eyes grinning as she pulled back until just the tip sat in her mouth. Swirling her tongue around the head, she gave it a soft kiss and pushed it back to Darla.

      “No honey, you should…”

      The woman protested, but her will was weak and in a second she was sucking me deep, tongue lapping around the head wantonly. This time she did another trick with her hands, stroking me with both and twisting them right before her lips as she bobbed on my cock. The sight of her massive breasts swaying was glorious.

      Grinning widely, Darla pulled off my cock and Annie took over, testing out the new skill she’d observed. My wife’s body looked even more incredible; and feeling my balls churning, I was filled with potency once more. I drew in a sharp breath. Before I could warn her I was about to cum, Darla moved in close, having seen my balls tighten.

      “Start to swallow now.” Darla whispered, “No don’t take him too deep you’ll cough it out… Yes… Here it comes baby, oh God I can feel him throbbing!”

      Annie’s eyes locked on mine and filled with love in the moments before I flooded her mouth with cum. Her expression registered shock as my toes curled and she drank down that first thick spurt. With a happy little moan at the taste, she sucked harder, fingers milking me into her mouth. All of this registered dimly as pleasure raced along my nerves and I grunted, knees suddenly weak.

      Reaching out a hand to steady myself on the wall, I bit my bottom lip, nearly breaking the skin as the intensity of my orgasm never ceased, instead growing to the point where it hovered on the edge of pain. Annie had swallowed every drop, sucking my cock clean, and was now licking and stroking it with a frenzy I’d never seen from her.

      It must have been the scent of their Alpha’s seed that did it, because Darla was in a frenzy as well. Oblivious of all else the two pressed their thick lips to either side, hungrily lapping, kissing and sucking me back and forth as they clung to one another. As they did, the air filled with a scent I’d know for a long time, a scent that was home and life all wrapped in one, as Annie’s pussy wept down her thighs.

      A grunt was all it took to pull my wife’s attention up to me and from the burning desire in her gaze she wanted it as much as the beast within. Sensing my needs, Darla released my cock from her hungry mouth with a little moan of sadness, and I scooped Annie into my arms.

      She cried out in surprise, but it turned to a giggle when I threw her on the bed and crawled between her legs. The skirt was stripped free and her body open and willing in moments. With a sigh of satisfaction, my manhood sank into her hot depths and Annie gave a surprised moan of pleasure.

      “Oh, Dean!” She cried, her thick lips finding mine in a hot kiss, tongue dancing with it, “oh yes baby… that’s it… I feel it… the connection, oh God, it’s really going to happen! Do it, Dean! Oh… nhngn! Fill me!”

      Sex with Annie had never been so immediate or intense. Her tight pussy gripped me harder than normal, with her white cream coating my cock every time I pulled out of her. Her hands gripped my ass and back, nails digging in as she pulled me into her again and again. My cock digging deeper into her depths than it ever had before, and I felt her shivering in a second orgasm before my balls tightened.

      With a scream of pleasure Annie came beneath me, her pussy clutching my cock and drawing forth my load. With my own bellow of joy, I flooded her womb. As I did, I felt the connection between us bloom into existence, and I couldn’t help the shining tears that came to my eyes as our lips met in a kiss filled with love.

      “Oh baby,” Annie moaned, hands stroking my back, “That was incredible… you’re like a wild beast… Mhmmm I can feel it filling me… You’re not done yet, big boy.”

      She flexed her sex on my cock, making it just within her, and I stared down in surprise. My little wife was glancing to the side, and biting her bottom lip, eyes dancing with amusement. Following her gaze, I was shocked to see Darla leaning against Annie’s vanity. Her skirt bunched up, and a hand buried in her lacy white panties, working in fast little circles as her massive breast shook with each movement. Her face was flushed with desire and embarrassment when we looked over.

      “Breed her,” Annie whispered in my ear, “Go take her Dean, right now!”

      I was up and moving before the words even registered. I felt far off shock at Annie’s forwardness, but it was muted by the desire swelling along with my cock. Darla whimpered, eyes widening as I loomed over her and with a cry she spun, presenting her ass for me. With a growl of pleasure, I gripped the woman’s hips and drove into her dripping pussy.

      Darla’s hands gripped the edge of the white desk as I drove into her again and again. The vanity’s mirror reflected the room and at first I watched Darla’s face twisting in pleasure as her first orgasm hit, her juices draining down her thighs. Those massive breasts looked so incredible as they swayed beneath her. Then I noticed Annie over her head. My little wife had a hand between her pussy and another massaging one large round breast. She bit her bottom lip and I could tell from the tension around her eyes and the tremble in her thighs she was about to cum.

      Watching my wife cum on her fingers, a first for me, while I fucked her mother with powerful strokes, was one of the hottest things in my life. I couldn’t last much longer and with a bellow I buried myself to the hilt in Darla and flooded her womb with my seed.

      Staggering back, my cock flopped out of her tightness and the woman gave a cry of elation, body still trembling in orgasm as she turned and fell to her knees before me. Sitting on the edge of the bed, I watched in awe as my mother-in-law, cum draining down her thighs, ran her tongue and lips all over my cock, sucking and licking it clear.

      If I thought my duties for the evening done, I was sorely mistaken. Darla wouldn’t release my cock and when Annie scooped close, the older woman wrapped her massive breasts around the growing member and gave me a slow and delicious titty-fuck. Annie was fascinated by the act and joined her mom on her knees.

      When my cock was between my wife’s firmer tits, it felt even more incredible. Especially when Darla leaned over and began licking and sucking the tip when I popped out between them. Neither would release my cock until I came. Their cheeks pressed together, I was in awe of their incredible beauty as my cock shot pearlescent liquid into their open, hungry mouths.

      It wasn’t until late after midnight that I finally fell asleep. Exhausted from one of the most incredible and strenuous days of my life, I couldn’t help the grin plastered on my face as I nodded off. Darla and Annie had both ridden my cock one final time before passing out, their incredible curves now pressed to my sides. My final thought before drifting off was to thank the doctors once again for the incredible gift they’d given me.
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      Something startled me from a deep dream and I sat up in bed, suddenly wide awake. My ears caught the rumble of an engine dying down and I was rising from the bed in a heartbeat. Annie grumbled something in her sleep, shifting into the warm spot I’d left and throwing an arm around her mother. Seeing the pair gave me pause and flashes of the night before ran through my head. Pulling on a pair of jeans, I tried to suppress the grin tugging at my lips.

      The engine roared to life once more and the beast within awoke, suddenly recognizing the engine’s sound. The floor boards groaned under me as I pounded down the hall, and the entire house shook when I bounced off a door jamb, turning into the living room. The far off sound of wood cracking and nails popping free of joints reached me faintly, but I was already shouldering my way through the front door.

      In my haste and ignorance of the strength I possessed when in a rage, I cracked the front door in half, tearing through the screen and buckling out the front wall of the entire house. Bursting onto the lawn, I was forced to shade my eyes against the rising sun, but not before catching sight of a familiar white sedan parked in front of the neighbor’s house.

      The blonde-haired man was just pulling the passenger door closed, an angry glare on his face as he stared at his wife on the porch. The woman clutched her hands together, tears streaming down her face that twisted in shock when I burst outside.

      The driver stomped on the gas, tires squealing as he pulled away, the passenger door slamming shut. The blonde man’s glare shifted to me and his lips formed a sneer as they sped down the road. My legs were moving before I’d even decided, and with long strides, they carried me across the lawn and out into the street before the car could get far enough away.

      With a mighty leap, I threw myself onto the hood of the car’s trunk. Managing to sink my fingers into the steel, bending the trunk’s lid down in a half dozen places. But the blonde man turned in his seat, a grim smile on his lips as he raised a shotgun from the back seat.

      The car was just sweeping around the corner and seeing those twin barrels leveled at my face, in knew I was beat. Using the turn’s momentum, I let go of the hood, thrown clear just in time as the back window blew out with the sound of twin shells exploding. Covering my head, I rolled across the pavement and came to a rest on the curb, the sounds of screeching tires fading into the distance.

      Picking myself up, I dusted off the gravel and dust clinging to my bare arms, chest and back. With a final glare after the car, I turned and stalked back towards the neighbors. The blonde woman stood on the porch, face frozen in a struggle between fear and desire.

      I tried ignoring the neighbors who came out to their front porch to see what the commotion was all about. However, several of the woman who’d come out stared after me with a hunger more powerful than any I’d seen yet. One young woman even tore the front of her sleeping gown as she clutched at her breast, trembling when I stared at the large pink nipple. Across the street was Diana Goldberg, the most beautiful woman on the block besides my wife, and when I passed, she shivered and shook, biting her bottom lip and clutching the banister to keep from falling to her knees.

      It was my rage and pounding heart that had supercharged my pheromones, and every woman within range fell under my Alpha spell. Like dogs after a bitch in heat, they panted after me, only one thing on each woman’s mind as they took in my powerful form striding down the street.

      I only had eyes for one woman, though. As I strode across her lawn, she stumbled backwards into the open door of her house, eyes wide with fear. Darla and Annie were just stepping out onto our porch as I stepped into the neighbor’s house. I heard my wife call a question, but my eyes were locked on the blonde woman’s pale blue ones as I drew in a deep breath, scenting her. I wasn’t sure what I was expecting to find, but hope and desire were the last things I expected. Her fear was under firm control, in fact she had such a firm grip that it barely registered.

      “Who are they?” I asked, my growl filled with command.

      “I’ll…” she paused; voice thick with an unrecognizable accent. Glancing over my shoulder as a pair tentatively peeking in, she went on in a quiet whisper, “I can tell you everything Sir, but it must be in private and I need assurances… You don’t understand, they’ll kill me or steal me back and torture me to death!”

      “What are you talking about?” I growled in frustration, “Who’s your husband? Who was driving him and what do they want with the doc’s lab?!”

      “Peace, Dean,” Annie breathed, placing a light hand on my shoulder and calming the raging beast within as she stepped around me. “You’re frightening the woman.”

      The tall blonde didn’t look frightened of me. If anything, it was Annie she watched with a wary respect. My wife stopped just in front of me, and pulled her night robe tight, cinching the silk tie around her narrow waist. The tall blonde’s eyes flicked down to Annie’s incredible curves, as my wife had intended, and I caught a hint of envy in her scent, growing by the second.

      “You’re spies.” Annie said it as a statement, not a question. The blonde woman registered surprise for a second before composing her features once more.

      “I won’t answer until I have-.”

      “Assurances, yes,” Annie said, surprising me with her calmness, “Mom, lock the door.”

      “All the wives have gathered into a little group, I think they’re gossiping,” Darla said, voice full of amusement.

      “Dean will see to each of them soon enough,” Annie said, and I glanced down at her.

      “What are you talking about, woman?” I asked, an edge to my voice. I disliked being spoken around like I wasn’t there.

      “I have my own instructions from Dr. Riggle, dear,” she said, looking up at me with a fond smile, “And we have more important things to deal with. Those women you bred yesterday are in danger.”

      She didn’t say it, but the deep fear I sensed in Annie wasn’t for the women but for the babes in their wombs. She felt as attached to each of them as I did, and the thought of those women in danger awakened a deep anger within me. Turning to the tall blonde, my brows grew heavy as I held her gaze. The beast within hungered to take this woman and claim her as mine, and I could tell she wanted the same thing, but something powerful was holding her back.

      Growling from the back of my throat, I advanced forward, Annie letting me pass her with a wicked gleam in her eyes as she watched the tall blonde woman retreat. There was something feral about her, something wild held back by cold hard conditioning.

      “Ivan will kill me anyway,” she whispered finally, ass pressed against the counter as I towered over her, not two feet away, “He doesn’t trust me now. None of the women. Not since he realized Heir Wagner actually created his Suprazit Muahadin, or his super man… Sir, you have to trust me… I would tell you everything if I could… Ivan and the others are head NNGH!”

      Her face contorted, and tongue seized up. Trying to speak but unable to her whole body began to convulse. Shaking like a leaf, face contorted in pain, I watched in shock and horror as she had what appeared to be a minor seizure.

      “Is it your conditioning?” Annie asked suddenly at my side and gripping the others woman’s upper arm. “Nod if it is!”

      The Russian spy nodded violently, the muscles of her arms and neck locking up, eyes rolling back into her skull. I could only watch in horror as her body shook violently, throat constricting as she began to swallow her tongue.

      “Dean, your driver just pulled up,” Darla announced from her perch by the door.

      “Go stall him, Mom,” Annie said, shooting me an odd grin, “we have work to do here.” Her mom hurried out the house, shutting the door quickly behind her as my wife slipped her hand into the opening at the top of my jeans, slender fingers drawing my thick manhood forth. “You have to break it, Dean, and quickly. Whatever they did to her mind… you can fix it, make her yours; I know it.”

      “NNghh! Plleeeesss,” hissed the blonde woman, her eyes pleading with me even as white spittle gathered at the corners of her lips.

      Annie was right, I had the power to break this woman’s condition, but not in the way she assumed. Reaching out with powerful hands, I gripped the sides of her head, hauling her up and close so the tips of our noses practically touched, eyes locked upon one another’s. The beast within me rose to the surface, my eye burning with intensity as they challenged the cold will pressing upon this woman’s thoughts.

      It wasn’t her I struggled against, but the minds that had imposed their wills upon hers. Those men had used the cold, lack of sleep and brutal training to break this woman’s mind. They thought they’d created an empty vessel, ready to be filled with their programming, but all they’d really done was beat her down into a tiny frightened animal, desperate to align herself with strength.

      There could be no more perfect representation of strength than the image standing before her, and all I had to do was wait as the realization dawned deep in her psyche. The woman gave a violent start, shaking so hard I worried she might break her neck, and I set her down. Holding her shoulders and back, she shook in my arms, eyes rolling back into her skull.

      I could sense Annie’s fear as she watched the Russian spy convulse in my arms, but the wild jangling scent of the blond woman had mellowed even as her body became violent in my arms. After a full thirty seconds of this, she finally stilled in my arms, breaths heaving in and out of her lungs as she picked up her head weakly and looked around the unnaturally sparse kitchen.

      “I… Natalia… Nevelitskya… I am… Natalia Nevelitskya,” she repeated, picking up steam and looking up at me with a strange shocked elation at being able to say her own name. “I’m Natalia Nevelitskya!”

      “Your husband, Natalia!” Annie cut in, drawing the Russian woman’s gaze. Eyes bulging slightly, the slender blonde pushed away from me, cheeks coloring as she spoke in her heavily accented voice.

      “He is not my husband; he is my team leader. Or was,” her eyes grew troubled, and I saw a tremble enter her fingers, “It’s all so foggy… They had my father, but he must have passed away… oh pappa.”

      “Focus,” I growled, grabbing her upper arm and turning her to look at me, “where did they go? He and the driver of that white sedan?”

      “Fyodor, he’s the driver. They’re going to the farm… I don’t know where it is, I’m sorry,” Annie grimaced, and I saw her eyes dart to the knife drawer, and I began to worry just how far my little wife would take this.

      “That’s not good enough,” I said, struggling not to shake the woman violently. “Tell us everything, or else!”

      Something within rebelled at the thought of torture this woman, but I wasn’t above threatening it. Whatever she saw in my eyes broke loose the last of her resolve and she broke down, speaking rapidly as she sagged against the counter.

      “The General Secretary has wanted Dr. Wagner and his research for years. Ivan tracked him here and Natalia, Veslynia and I were activated, along with seven from the Komitet. We were supposed to set up lives here,” she looked around at the nearly empty house, “but I’d just arrived in the states a week ago… Nothing was set up, the other ladies and their ‘husbands’ are still unpacking… When Ivan saw you that first night, he suspected what you’d become, but I knew…” Her eyes grew fearful as she glanced to Annie beside me and back up to me.

      “They only care about Helmut Wagner, they’ll kill everyone else… and after last night they have enough explosives to make sure there’s no evidence they were ever here.” Looking between us again fearfully she went on in a rush, “You have to believe me, I don’t know where they’re gathering… It’s a farm somewhere near the lab, that’s all I know.”

      “We can’t trust her,” Annie said with a sad little frown, “Not yet, at least. There’s no choice, you have to bind her to us, Dean, and quickly. The babies could be under attack at any moment.”

      Annie’s face was fierce as she gazed up at me, stepping close. I felt a sliver of shock at what my wife was proposing, but my cock was already throbbing in anticipation. When Annie slipped her little hand into the top of my pants, zipper parting as she pulled forth the heavy appendage within, Natalia realized what was about to happen. Swallowing hard, the slender blonde suppressed a flash of a smile, bright blue eyes locking on mine.

      “Please,” The woman whispered, voice raw with need, “I’ll do anything.”

      “Knees,” I growled, the beast within risen and hungry to break the spy’s conditioning once and for all.
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      The woman hesitated, not because of shyness or nerves. The programming her Russian handlers and trainers had burned into her mind resisted accepting orders from anyone other than them. A fat bead of pre-cum oozed out of the tip of my cock and even Annie trembled at my side, shivering and grinding her pussy on my hip as she whimpered, eyes hazy.

      The effect on the Russian spy was immediate. When the full force of my pheromones struck her olfactory glands, the new wiring in her brain was short-circuited. Overwhelming the programming with a flood of automatic responses, she dropped quickly to her knees, lips trembling and swallowing hard as she looked up at me.

      “I want nothing more,” the woman breathed, hand trembling as they reached out, hesitating before touching me, “but I’ll have no homeland… no people… no home.”

      “We’re your home now,” Annie said with a hiss of desire, her small hand reaching out to caress the blonde’s smooth cheek, “and the child will be your people.”

      “I can’t,” the woman said, voice raw with pain, “they… they broke us women… our wombs are barren now.”

      “No,” I said, the single word pulling the spy’s beautiful face up, tears shimmering unshed in her eyes, “I can smell the poison they put in your womb.” It was true. I hadn’t been sure what the foul stench was, but now it made sense. “It won’t defeat me. I promise you.”

      Lower lip trembling, Natalia stared deep into my eyes to see if I was telling the truth. Unwilling to give into her hope until she saw I wasn’t lying.

      “Hurry,” Annie breathed, and as if her words tapped into something within me, I felt a deep-rooted fear awaken in the pit of my stomach. The fear wasn’t born of my own worries, which really freaked me out, it seemed to be born of instinct.

      Reaching down, I slid my fingers in the gorgeous woman’s silken blonde hair and drew her towards my throbbing cock. Every other woman would have darted forward those last few inches, unable to help herself under the full force of my pheromones, but this woman was made of sterner stuff than that. She pressed her head back into my hand, allowing me to guide her, body and neck relaxing as I took over.

      Fingers tightening in her hair, I held her in place centimeters away from my cock. A tiny part of my mind was in awe of the moment. Natalia knelt, eyes soft as they stared at my cock, pink tongue wetting her lips and chest heaving. The woman looked like she’d been taken straight out of a glamour magazine. Her features were perfectly symmetrical, with smooth planes and sharp angles, softened by the emotion in her bright blue eyes.

      Gripping my cock at the base, I dragged the tip across her pink lips, painting my pre-cum across them. The sight of Natalia’s pupils’ dilating and nipples pressing firmly against her thin blouse was wild to see, but not nearly as much as when Annie whimpered and slid down my body to press her lips to the spies, kissing her with fierce passion.

      I watched in shock as the women kissed and when I saw their tongues slither into one another’s mouths; I moaned and pulled them forward. My cock head parted their lips, and both turned, bright grin’s flashing on the women’s faces as they planted wet kisses on the head. The women’s eyes locked on one another’s, arms slipping around each other’s backs as they pressed their lips to either side and slid down the shaft.

      Annie licked along the shaft, kissing and sucking it as Natalia worked her way back to the tip, looking up at me as she sucked the head into her fiery mouth. The Russian spy was inexperienced in lovemaking, and even more so in the act of sucking a dick. I guided her with gentle hands in the act as Annie kissed the woman’s long, slender neck.

      My wife seemed as excited to see the woman’s beautiful body as I was. Her small hands found the buttons on the back of her dress, undoing them quickly as my cock slid deep into Natalia’s throat. The slight sounds of her gagging joined her moans as Annie’s hands slipped in and caressed the woman’s firm breasts.

      Then my wife looked up at me with a wicked grin as she peeled the top away, revealing flawless white skin and the palest pink nipples I’d ever seen. A wet sound caused me to turn my head and with a flash of pleasure I saw Darla leaning against the kitchen’s door jamb. One hand buried between her legs and the other massaging one massive tit as she watched the blonde spy working my cock in and out of her throat.

      I would have drawn the encounter out, but the fear within me was growing, drawing my attention away from the incredible sight and sensations. Growling in need, I draw my hips back, cock sliding along the spy’s soft tongue before I drove forward, her eyes going wide as I slid down her throat. Out and in again as I gripped her head hard.

      “Mmhjgjg. Mmmghhmmm… YYeephhssss!” The spy tried to speak around my cock, eyes grinning pleasure as I began to fuck her mouth.

      It was the sight of my wife’s hand slipping down into the Russian’s skirts and the sounds of her fingers sliding into the woman’s wet sex that caused my balls to throb. Almost as if she could sense it, Annie flashed me a bright smile and stared with an exited expression as Natalia struggled to swallow all my cum. A thick stream broke free of her lips, running down her chin, and Annie gathered it up with trembling fingers and fed it to the spy as she gasped, an orgasm tearing through her body from the taste of my seed and Annie’s nimble fingers.

      My toes and fingers were still tingling as Natalia’s stood on wobbly legs, her skirts falling to the ground. Her eyes were vacant, and I saw the struggle taking place in her psyche. The programming she’d endured warring with the imprint I’d laid upon her soul. My connection with this woman was a slender trembling thing as Annie pulled her white panties down, revealing a firm round ass and wide hips.

      “Beg for it,” Annie breathed into the woman’s ear. My wife looked incredible as she ran a hand down the blonde’s lean body, “Beg me to let my husband breed you… Beg for his cock.”

      “Please,” Natalia whimpered, eyes pleading as they gazed into Annie’s, “all I’ve ever wanted is a family… to be warm and loved and love… don’t torture me with this!”

      “Oh, hon we would never,” Annie breathed, lips pressing into the blonde’s as she parted the woman’s tight lips, the fine blonde hairs glistening wetly as the pink flesh peeked out. “But your soul needs to be his… ours…”

      “Anything,” the spy whimpered into my wife’s lips, the sounds changing into pleasure filled moans as I drove forward, the fat head of my cock slipping inside her hot wetness.

      With slow deliberate thrusts I took her, bent over the counter, her cries of pleasure filling the house. Hands gripping her wide hips, I let my eyes linger on the svelte form of her rear and elongated back, as she arched her back. Annie’s hands cupped one of the woman’s breasts, fingers pinching the nipple as she flashed an eager grin up at me.

      “You’re so gorgeous, husband!” She groaned, wiggling free of her skirt as she did and bending her pert little ass over beside the woman’s, “You’re so powerful… take her! Claim her pussy!”

      With my wife goading me on, I felt my balls tightening, the beast within sighing in contentment. As Natalia’s pussy clutched my cock in its third orgasm in as many minutes, the woman screaming in pleasure; I felt my own orgasm hitting me. Grunting in pleasure, my cock shot forth its seed, filling her womb and oozing out the sides of her tight pussy.

      Something strange happened then. The Russian spy went into powerful convulsions, eyes rolling back into her skull and muscles suddenly going slack. Only a quick move on my part kept her head from banging on the countertop as she sagged in my arms. Annie watched in shock, unsure what to do as Natalia convulsed in my arms, then as quick as it had begun the seizure passed and she sat up, eyes wide and spun, my cock slipping from her as she reached up to grip my face.

      “Frequency… 27MHz…. passcode… 5832- NYZRU-7…”

      “What is this?” Annie asked before I could, “Passcode to what?”

      “Coordinates… where the team is gathering… Sir… please,” her eyes were filled with fear and worry, “you can’t abandon me now. The Komitet grip on my mind is… gone. I have no home, nowhere to go. Oh god… what have I done?”

      “You chose the path of peace over war,” Annie whispered as she wrapped her arms around the woman, “we’ll never abandon you,” letting her hand cup the woman’s lower belly she grinned a warm, loving smile, “We’re bonded now for all time.”

      “I have to go,” I would have had the words back the moment they were out of my mouth, for the hurt they cause in Natalia’s scent. However, a cold terror was working its way into my guts and I sensed time was running short.

      “Must you?” Darla asked, stepping closer, her clothes in disarray and face flush from her recent exertions, “Can’t you call someone? What about the military or local law enforcement?”

      “No time,” I said, dragging on my jeans, “You can call the local authorities, but they don’t even know the lab exists. I’m not sure what they would be able to do, and the closest base is hundreds of miles off. No, we’re alone here.”

      “What will you do?” Annie asked, one arm around the Russian woman’s back, holding her close.

      “He will kill them,” Natalia’s said, voice raw but fierce, “He is Alpha…” looking up I met her baleful eyes and drew heard from the confidence I saw there, “Farang the little black-haired man is their best shot and whatever you do, don’t grapple with Boris… he’s an evil man.”

      “Keep them safe,” Annie nodded as if she thought I was speaking to her, but Natalia knew who I meant it for. Giving me a small nod of understanding, I saw her take heart as she looked between the frightened face of Darla and the fierce expression on Annie’s.
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      Pulling my wife into a hug, I let my lips linger on hers for a long second before tearing myself away and running outside. The screen door banged shut behind me as I jumped off the porch, my driver’s face tense as if he could sense something was amiss.

      “Mr. Williams?” He asked as I ran towards the car, glancing curiously between the neighbor’s house and my own, “What’s going-.”

      “Do you have a radio?!” I hauled open the passenger side door, steel twisting in my haste, and found what I’d hoped in the glove box. Plopping down in the seat, I ordered, “Lab now!”

      He was pulling out before I’d managed to flip the dial on the hand transceiver. Face tight with questions, the man held his tongue as I dialed over to the frequency the spy mentioned. As I did, I told him most of what had happened that morning, leaving out a few of the more salacious details.

      He took it all in with remarkable calm, the extra whites showing around the edges of his eyes, and a cold sweat on his brow the only signs of the terror I sensed coursing through him. Warning him to silence, I dialed the frequency over until the static disappeared and pressed the button, connecting our signals. At first there was silence, then a rough voice spoke a single word in Russian and felt my heart race at the confirmation. The driver jerked the wheel, shaken my something and I shot him a glare, motioning him to silence as I spoke quickly.

      “5-8-3-2-N-Y-Z-R-U-7,” holding my breath, I let go of the button and waited for a response. After a long pause, the voice returned, rattling off a series of numbers I struggled to memorize.

      “42.9133, -106.4750.” The driver repeated, tapping his skull, “I got it, sir. I got a mind for remembering numbers. Name’s I’m no good with, but numbers are easy. Where too now, sir?”

      “Keep driving to the lab,” I said, digging through the glove box for a map, “We need to warn the docs and if I know the military, that place will have a weapons locker somewhere.”

      “Then what you gonna do, sir?” The man asked me, the whites of his eyes showing even wider now.

      “I’m going hunting,” I growled, snarling when he shook, causing the car to veer into the oncoming lane for a moment. Schooling his eyes away from me I saw him swallow hard, my anger clearly having an effect on his composure, “What was that number again?”

      “It’s uhh, 42.9133… -106.4750,” he said, voice a touch breathless.

      Pushing the man and his worries out of my mind, I opened the map. It didn’t take long to find the coordinates location on the map, and when I identified where the lab was, I knew they must be accurate. According to the map, the Russians rally point was less than two miles away, in the back of some undeveloped property.

      The rest of the drive I spent planning how to engage the enemy. Unfortunately, I didn’t have a squad of my Rangers around me, because it would have been a simple thing to swoop down and take them out. As it stood, I was a single soldier, unarmed and without trained backup.

      The tall gates swung open and our car raced up the drive and around to the front of the building. Dr. Riggle was waiting near the front doors with a frown on her face. I could tell she was upset we were late, but when I leaped out of the passenger seat and raced up to the large double doors, her expression changed from annoyed to wary.

      “Mr. Williams, I must ask that you arrive on ti-… Oh dear heavens… what…?”

      The moment I drew near, the woman fell back, hand raised to her brow and face flushed as she breathed deep. Drawing to a stop several feet away, I couldn’t help but notice how powerfully my pheromones were affecting her.

      “Enemies are coming to attack this place,” my words shocked Dr. Riggle even further, and she shook her head, not believing me at first, “it’s true. I got a confession out of a Russian agent this morning. I don’t know when they plan to attack, but capturing Dr. Wagner is their goal.”

      “Russians?” Dr. Riggle asked faintly, eyes wide and wet lips parted as she stared at my uncovered torso and swallowed hard.

      “You get all that?” I called to the two guards, who were frowning at me like I was a madman.

      “Russians? Here?” Said the more senior of the men, “Hmph, I’ll believe it when I see it.”

      I moved faster than either of the men could react, one hand on each of their throats I lifted them before me, until their eyes met mine. Their feeble kicks did nothing to me and after a second of fruitless attempts both stilled, fear filling their expressions as my iron hard grip tightened imperceptibly, cutting off their air flows.

      “You can be lazy pieces of shit tomorrow,” I growled, struggling not to snap their necks in my sudden rage, “But today you’ll do your jobs or so help me god I’ll tear your dicks off and stuff them your throats. Do you copy?”

      In my anger I’d shaken the pair a little and the younger man had wet himself, the stain spreading down his legs as he whimpered. The older guard was just as scared, but he was trying to shake his head, mouth working silently as he struggled to speak. Releasing my grip, I dropped both on their asses and gave them a final glower until both were nodding in agreement. Spinning on my toes, I marched into the lab in search of the good doctor.

      Like a leaf trailing in my wake, Dr. Riggle followed after me. Hurrying over to a desk, she picked up the receiver and referenced a sheet on the wall, dialed a long number. Leaving her to warn the authorities, I strode up to the hall’s main doors and threw them wide.

      I’d always entered from the side door, heading to my bathroom to get ready for the day’s testing. On the other side of the main entrance, I found a suite of small cubicles with low walls. A half dozen heads picked up when I threw the doors wide, eyes widening as the women stared in shock at my shirtless form. Ignoring them, I spotted Dr. Wagner bent over a desk, speaking with nurse O’Callaghan. The young redhead spotted me and stood immediately, cheeks coloring a deep shade of red.

      “Mr. Williams?” Dr. Wagner asked when I strode in, adjusting his spectacles and blinking in surprise at me, “Sir, you should not be in here… the effects upon our staff… oh dear.”

      “No time for that now,” I growled, trying to ignore the scents filling my nostrils.

      I couldn’t parse one woman’s scent from another, they were such a riot in my head of lust, need, and overwhelming desire. If I hadn’t been driven by a more powerful imperative to protect the pack, I wouldn’t have been able to control my own desire for the half dozen cute secretaries.

      “Take me to the weapons closet,” I said, gripping the doctor’s upper arm and steering him towards the main hallway, turning to nurse O’Callaghan who sat gripping her skirts in white-knuckled hands, her bottom lips trembling; I spoke quickly, “Get these women into one of the deeper labs, lock yourselves in and open the door for no one but me. You understand?”

      “No,” she said with a hard shake of her head, eyes widening in fear she wrapped an arm over her womb protectively, “Dean what’s going on?”

      “An attack is coming, get yourselves to safety, now!”

      The barked command sent the women scurrying, and I put them out of my mind as I pushed the doctor before me down the hall, his feet only rarely managing to touch the ground as he struggled to hold his glasses in place and speak at the same time.

      “I don’t like being touched, sir, please unhand me!” Growling in frustration I let go of the man, but before I could shout another order he was speaking quickly, “Thank you, now as to weapons there is a closet, but the key has been lost for months and I’m not sure-.”

      He was pointing to the end of the hallway at the back end of the lab, at an unmarked metal door. I hadn’t gotten three steps when the red lights flashed, and an alarm bell started ringing. Ignoring the rest of his words I hurried down the hallway pausing when a lab door flew open and Diana stepped out, light brown eyes fierce as she looked down and up the hall, eyes locking on mine.

      “What in the hell’s going on?”

      “Russians,” I said, folding the woman in a quick embrace, breathing deep of her scent and relishing the perfection of her, “They’re either already here or will be any moment.”

      Looking over Diana’s shoulder, I saw four frightened faces. The four women huddled together on a cot, clutching one another and staring at me with a mixture of desire and fear. I felt such an overwhelming desire to protect and comfort them, but there was only one way the beast within would let me do that.

      “We’ll get the others,” Diana said, her voice far calmer and assured than it should have been in the midst of such chaos, “and bring the ladies down into the basement. Doc keeps linens and other supplies there, only one entrance and it’s got a strong lock.”

      I met her eyes and wished I could have said all that was in my heart, but there was no time. Conveying all I could in a glance, I drew her into a quick kiss, relishing how her body seemed to melt into mine and the sigh of desire I heard from the four sitting nearby. Then I released Diana and raced to the end of the hall, passing another open door.

      Out of my peripheral vision, I saw another room with five cots and a group of women huddled in the middle talking earnestly with one another. The two who happened to be looking shouted in shock as my half naked form ran past, and I recognized one of them as the local cheerleading coach, a vivacious blonde.

      It wasn’t difficult to put the five new women out of my mind, because the sound of a grenade exploding outside told me time was up. I reached the end of the hallways and hauled on the solid steel door, grunting when I found it locked. Wrapping a second massive hand around the nob, I planted a foot on the concrete wall and haled back with all my might.

      The nob twisted in my grip but slowly, ever so slowly, the steel plate holding it buckled. With a final effort I pulled hard to the side, popping the latch out of its seat and nearly fell on my ass as the door flew open. Inside was a small locker with a handful of weapons, ammunition and magazines.

      Sweeping up two M3 sub-machine guns, I slammed magazines in and threw them over my shoulders before grabbing up a pistol and another M3. When I turned and stepped back into the hallway, one of the exam doors was yanked open and a wild eyes lab coat wearing woman poked her head out. She took one look at me loaded down with weapons and threw herself back in the room.

      One long step carried me to the door, and I got a foot in before she could slam it shut. A waft of pheromones had struck me, and I smiled at the confirmation when I saw Nurse Keating laying on the table in a patient’s gown. The nurse clutched her abdomen protectively when I stepped in, but relief flooded her face when she saw it was me.

      “Dean, what’s going on?”

      “Russians are attacking,” I said, words punctuated by the sounds of small weapons fire from outside, drawing close, “Get into the basement with the rest of the women. Take her and anyone else you find with you,” I said hooking a thumb at the white-coated woman who didn’t know whether to be terrified or in awe as she stared up at me, one hand tentatively reaching out to run a gentle finger of the muscles of one bicep, drawing a frown from me.

      “The effects are… powerful,” the woman breathed as she stared at her trembling fingertip in awe, “Adrenaline, endorphins, serotonin, oxytocin, dopamine… they are flooding my body. Unconscious responses are taking place,” her knees parted, and one hand slipped between her legs, her entire body beginning to tremble as her scent filled with hungry desire.

      I was unmoved by both her desire and the woman’s startling beauty. Turning back into the hall I let Nurse Keating gather up the shaken woman. Trusting the competent woman to see to the odd doctor’s safety, I took off down the head headed from the lab’s entrance. I was a few strides away when small weapons fire made it to my ears and I saw the two guards scrambling back, one bleeding from an arm as they fired behind them and ran for the doors.

      The younger guard tripped on his own feet and fell face first onto the steps, a spray of blood erupting from his nose. The senior guard glanced back, but the staccato of an assault rifle blast sent him scurrying. I saw dust kick up from the rounds that sprayed along the concrete and wall around the man, and had the double doors yanked open before he got there.

      “Sir!” He said in shock when I looked out the entrance, forcing him to cower at my legs, “There are hundreds of them! We have to flee!”
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      Ignoring the man, I strode down the steps, scanning the parking lot for the driver, I felt a sliver of fear at seeing him gone. Movement in the tree line caught my eye, and I saw two dozen figures emerging, the lead pair raising their assault rifles to take aim at me. Snatching the younger guardsman up in one hand, I turned and threw him at the older guard. Unprepared, the man stumbled back into the lab’s doorway, the pair staggering into the shadows.

      Turning back to the advancing enemies, I flashed them a broad smile, stretching my arms wide, inviting them to come dance. Angry voice reached my ears and the sight of muzzles flashes from all around, but their distance was too great, especially with the rifles they were using. I couldn’t help the booming laughter that bubbled forth from my throat as I stepped backwards into the lab, the glass windows crackling and popping as they were stitched with holes.

      “What we gonna do?” The older guardsman asked, one arm around his bleeding partner, “We’re all going to die! Oh god, they’re coming, quick, run!”

      The whites of the portly man’s eyes were bright as he watched the Russian advance. I ignored the terror and shame rolling off the pair. One long step took me to the massive desk and swinging the M3’s to my back heaved it up onto its side. The desk was solid steel and heavy as sin. Muscles bunching, I strained, hugging the desk close and arching my back to pick it up off the ground. Three shuffling steps forward and I had the thing wedged crosswise in the double doors.

      It wouldn’t hold for long, but it gave us time to haul the injured guardsman down the concrete hallway. Just in time too, because as we turned the corner several muzzles stuck through gaps between the desk and door frame, spraying bullets around the foyer. The sound of bullets ricocheting around the concrete room sped us along and I shoved the pair into the office space, frowning at what I found there.

      “You’re supposed to be in the basement,” I growled at Carol,

      “We couldn’t let you fight alone,” the pale brunette said, looking terrified but determined as she clutched a handgun in trembling fingers. “Diana led the four of us up here… the rest were too scared, and Dr. Wagner wouldn’t let them go anyway, saying you hadn’t…”

      As Diana Robinson strode through the cubicles, Clara, Sandra and Barbara behind her, each with grim expressions and wielding their weapons awkwardly. All except for my goddess, whose pale brown eyes locked on mine and softened to see me unharmed. The terror that had been churning within abated when I saw the five of them safe but redoubled twice as strong when I heard something metallic bounce off the steel desk jammed in the doorway.

      Not bothering to shout a warning I swept all five women down to the ground not a half second before the mortar round exploded, tearing the entire face off the building and blowing dust, debris and chunks of concrete throughout the front hallways and offices of the lab.

      The world faded to a high-pitched whine as my ears throbbed in pain and I struggled to see more than a couple feet in front of my face. Mind and body still in shock from the blast, I wasn’t even aware I’d moved until I was kicking the door open and dumping the five women in the small exam room just down from the offices.

      Unable to hear the words Diana and Barbara were shouting at me, I grabbed the dark-skinned woman's weapon hand and raised it, pointing it out the small observation window. The woman took my meaning in a split second, calling out to the other women who lifted their weapons in hands ranging from frightened to hesitant.

      When the first two shadows staggered into the smoke-filled hallways, I snapped a fist before the women’s faces freezing those who were about to pull their triggers. I’d recognized our hapless guards and with a quick motion, signaled them into the room. Each was speaking quickly, but I couldn’t make out the words and they fell silent at one look of my face.

      Turning back just in time, I saw the first three shadows darting into the hallways, swirls of smoke curling around their raised arms and parting before the muzzles of their assault rifles. I raised my left hand, grabbing up the M3 hanging at my side, and swung my arm out the doorway at the same time I chopped with my right, signaling Diana and the rest.

      The ploy worked perfectly.

      Rounds of assault weapons’ fire peppered the wall and ground around where my hand peeked out, while five guns went off at practically point blank range as the window blew out, spraying shards of glass across the Russians as bullets riddled their torsos. The three crumped against the side wall and I popped my head into the hallway, sighting carefully I let a hard blast of automatic fire into the office doorway’s gap, knowing another team would have been right behind the first.

      They rewarded me with twin screams of pain and the shadowy form of a body tumbling across chunks of broken concrete. Then I was forced back as their comrades sent their own fire in the direction of my muzzle flash.

      Rolling back into the exam room, I shook my head, the ringing still awful but not as acute as it had been, giving me some hope I wouldn’t be deaf forever. Something took hold of me as I rose to my feet. Before me knelt the five women, I’d bred just the day before, each staring up at me with awe and some hope now they might survive this. Their scents filled me and without sound to distract, the beast within broke the shackles civilization had put upon me.

      Trickles of warm blood ran down my neck and my eyes stung from where a brick had smashed my nose sideways, but if I was in pain, I couldn’t feel it. In fact, I felt just the opposite. I was truly free for the first time in my life and what’s more, there was a pack of wild tigresses bound to serve me and eager to be unleashed.

      As if time stood still, I could see myself reflected in each of their eyes. A towering figure of chiseled muscled in tattered blue jeans, wielding twin machine guns in either hand, more slung over shoulders and tickles of blood streaming down his face. For one terrible moment I was in awe of myself, then the world right-sided and I drew in a deep breath, tasting the air, sampling both ally and foe.

      Turning to the two men cowering in the corner, I threw them one of my M3’s and growled an order. It wasn’t words I uttered; I was beyond the need for simple words when communicating with those who knew their place, and from the awed expression on both as they stared up at me, they both did now. Shuffling forward, they positioned themselves so they could cover the front entrance as I lead my pack deeper into the lab, hunting our prey.

      Hands once nervous with the heavy weapons in hand now gripped them with a confidence few seasoned soldiers possessed. Heads on swivels, I directed them into open offices, sweeping behind us as we passed, making sure everyone had gotten below. We hadn’t moved thirty paces before a filing cabinet gave a strangled cry and the narrow door flew open. Three muzzles flagged the spindly orderly, but my women showed uncommon restraint at keeping their nerves in check.

      The slender man was another matter. Eyes wide with terror, his mouth opened wide as he let out a scream and fled out and into the hallway. His flailing limbs avoided my grip, and all I held was a slender strip of green cloth as he disappeared around the corner.

      Barbara moved to follow the man, her curvy body crouched low, a frown of concern on her face, but I held her back. Tilting my head back I tested the air and feel the anger build in my chest and frustration swell within I pushed the blonde woman back towards the other exit. Grabbing her and Carol’s shoulders, I pushed the pair down to my knees just on the other side of the exit.

      There was a pregnant moment where all five swallowed hard, my cock throbbing as our minds flashed with images of wanton, sweaty, salivating need, but I forced the images out of my mind. Anger was the tool of war, forged into a cold hard talon and driven into your enemy’s flanks. It can prove your boon, or your undoing. For as it fuels the passions, it also burns down reason.

      Clinging to what little reason I had left, I passed an M3 to Carol and took her pistol. With a final grim nod, I turned down the corridor. Three long strides and I was turning into the bathroom I’d always used to get ready, only to find two men moving through it, closer than I’d guessed. They hesitated for one second and I saw an opportunity to turn into my advantage.

      Anyone who's been in the shit will tell you bullets aren’t endless. In fact, they run out far faster than you might think. A man either gets good at killing without, or he better hope he’s lucky. Until recently I’d never accounted myself a lucky man and now, I wasn’t only protecting the soldiers, or pack, at my side, I was protecting the hope they held in their wombs.

      My left hand swept out, fingers hooked like a talon, connecting with the soft tissue of the farther man’s throat. I couldn’t hear if he’d shouted a warning before the flesh tore and a fan of blood sprayed out. However, the closer man took the butt of my pistol straight to his forehead, the bone caving in like soft mud, brains and blood squeezing out his eyes and ears as he toppled to the floor.

      Sandra and Clara knelt, taking the men’s assault rifles, shoulders convulsing as they both dry heaved at the sight of the mangled bodies. The high-pitched whine had faded in my ears, but everything still sounded far off and distant. Pausing for a second to check the women’s weapons, showing the pair where the safety was on the Russian weapon, two sounds reached my ears faintly, sending a shiver of fear into my gut.

      First was the steady staccato beat of an M3 firing back where we’d just come from, indicating the Russian’s were making a push through the front of the lab again. The second sound was the screech of a familiar car’s tires from out back, followed by the pops of small weapons fire. A scream of fear reached me from out back, just as the car skidded to a halt and all thought vacated my mind.

      The part of my mind still able to think rationally hovered in the back, only able to observe as concrete sloughed off the wall when I bounced off it in my haste. There was a man just backing into the lab, clearly unaware his comrades who’d gone in ahead were dead. Other figures were backing up in front of the man, their muzzles flashing as they trained them on a beige sedan parked at an angle behind two trees.

      Seeing red, I slammed the first man’s head into the doorjamb. Bone and brains turned to pulp, the steel doorjamb crumpled beneath the force of my blow. Pistol forgotten, I strode amidst the terrified Russian’s, fingers digging into soft flesh and tearing, gripping limbs and yanking them out of sockets. A hot bee sting struck my side, the pain fading as quickly as it had appeared.

      Grinning, a feral smile at the little pale man who stared at the rifle he’d just shot me with as if it had failed him, I grabbed his skull with one massive hand. A hard yank tore it free, blood fountaining into the air from the stump of his neck as his corpse fell back. Spinning on my heel I threw the skull overhand like a baseball growling in satisfaction when it crunched into the back of a fleeing man, spilling him to the ground.

      My pack swarmed around me, their rifles and pistols peppering the groaning bodies with bullets, finishing my work. I only had eyes for the short brunette running up to me, pale blue eyes bright with excitement and a Russian assault rifle held awkwardly in her hands, a half step behind her strode the tall figure of Natalia, face grim as she looked around at the corpses.

      The sight of my wife stilled the raging beast within, letting a measure of sanity return to my mind. It also filled me with fear as the sound of machine gun fire was followed by twin screams and cold seeped into my belly. Locked in place, wanting to sweep Annie in my arms, and needing to race back inside to deal with the advancing threat, I hesitated for one terrible moment.

      “Go, Dean,” Annie said, eyes tracing the lines of my face and reading the fear there, “Go save them! We’ll make sure no one gets in this way.”

      My love for Annie swelled at seeing her courage, but it wasn’t until Diana Robinson placed a gentle hand on my shoulder, her eyes soft as she gazed into mine. Without needing to use words, the Goddess told me she’d protect Annie and the rest. Giving the amazing woman a quick nod of thanks and ignoring the sliver of jealousy I sensed from Annie, I spun long legs carrying me back into the smoke-filled interior of the lab.

      I got two steps before the pain hit me. Pressing my right arm against my side, I hissed out a breath; the ache sharpening as I breathed in. A quick glance showed me a deep gash through the skin on my side and the meat of my back muscles, and I was certain at least one rib was broken. Grimacing, I pushed the pain down, drawing in a deep breath and letting the rage within swell as I tasted the blood of allies on the air.

      Smoke billowed, and the strobing red security lights filled the corridors and rooms with an eerie light. Sounds were returning to me, but in the close confines and dense concrete walls I couldn’t trust my ears to warn me, instead I relied upon scent, sinking back into the beast once more, letting instinct guide me.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 25

          

        

      

    

    
      My memories of the next few minutes are hazy. All I can recall, even with my eidetic memory, are flashes of terror filled faces as I loomed out of the darkness, or the feel of bones breaking beneath my hands, flesh tearing. I shudder to remember the flashes of pleasure I felt as the warm blood of my enemies sprayed across my naked torso and their whimpers of pain faded.

      I stalked the Russians to the back corner of the lab, leaving a trail of broken and bleeding bodies behind me until I spotted a tall blonde figure I recognized kick open the basement door and disappear down into the dark stairwell. Lip curling back in a feral grin, I advanced only to feel a sledgehammer sized fist crash into my gut, knocking the wind out of me and causing my wounds to burn with pain.

      Before I could recover, another fist hit my side, causing white lights of pain to explode in my brain as I felt bone grinding on bone in my ribs. Fearing a sharp edge might puncture my lungs, I rolled clear of the third haymaker sweeping in. My senses reeled from the blows and the massive presence blotting out the strobing red lights.

      The man I faced was easily half a foot taller than me and terrifyingly wide across the shoulders. I couldn’t see his face with the light behind him, but his bald pate gleamed dangerously. His movements were that of a killer, unpretentious and quick to seize an opportunity. Without missing a beat, he followed me along the wall, hands up to protect his face and crouching low.

      Pushing off the wall, I drew in a quick breath, shaken to my core at what I sensed from this man. Here was a man equal in savagery and will to my own. Another who’d been warped by a Catalyst, only in him it had perverted instead of perfected. Not a man of primal powers, he’d been twisted by sadism. The reek of his perverted desires raising my own hackles.

      The kick came faster than I could block, perfectly placed to strike my side and arm, pressing the elbow into my broken ribs. White teeth filed to points flashed in the smoky darkness when he heard my grunt of pain, and I only just managed to turn aside the stabbing fingers that sought my eyes. Locking my fingers with his, I trapped one of the beast’s arms.

      The move nearly proved my undoing for he dragged me towards him, head driving forward for my nose and I only just ducked down. Stars exploded in my brain when our skulls struck one another and I staggered back, eyes wild as I sought to gain control once again. The world snapped into focus and I saw the bald beast's hand was still locked in mine and his face twisted in a frown of pain, the skin of his forehead split and bleeding.

      In the man’s other hand, he’d been drawing a handgun from his belt and it hovered, half raised, pointed down the hall. At that very moment, Annie and Diana skidded through the dust-filled opening and froze when they saw the monster I was locked in combat with. His reach was such that I couldn’t grab the gun or wrist that held it without moving around his torso, and he was already coming around, red eyes filling with rage as they focused on me.

      It was the fear filling Annie and Diana’s eyes that woke the beast once more. My hand moved faster than eyes could track, palm slamming into the bald bastard's face and bouncing the back of his skull off the hall’s concrete block wall. Flexing my fingers, I dug them into the flesh of his face and throwing my weight behind it smashed the back of his head into the brick wall.

      The pistol barked once, twice, three times in quick succession before clattering to the ground. The bullets ricocheting around the hall, but in my madness; I didn’t think to disarm him, or even if he’d hit my wife or lover. I wanted… No; I needed to see this man dead by my hands.

      Again, and again I smashed his head into the dense gray bricks. Ignoring his hand tearing at my arm and lifting my shoulder to block his grip on my neck. When he sank pointed teeth into the meat beneath my thumb and worried at the flesh it only increased my rage, the pain was nothing compared to what this creature would do to those I loved if I failed to end him here and now.

      The buzzing in my ears faded and my own scream of rage reached me at the same time the concrete caved in. The man beneath me had gone still, but still I smashed his skull into the wall. Each time the concrete cracked and crunched, the wall denting inwards, was met with another spray of blood, but the beast’s skull refused to crack.

      Finally, I released the man’s limp hand, taking his head in both hands and drove it forward with a powerful thrust, breaking through the concrete bricks and bending the pipes within the wall, twisting the brute’s shoulders, I felt the bones of his neck snap. With a final spasm that sent me flying and cracked the pipes, I’d twisted his head in. The beast died.

      Rising to my feet, I drew in deep lungfuls of air, cold water spraying across me from the broken pipe. Blood, viscera and chunks of pink flesh sloughed off me as I staggered through the torrential spray towards the spiraling steel stairwell leading down.

      “Dean!” Annie called from behind, her voice faint but reaching through my damaged eardrums. I ignored her as the steel staircase creaked under my weight and I focused in on the harsh voice strained and near to screaming as I spoke.

      “Can you still doubt our power?! Your pretty boy is weak! A fool! You heard Boris break him good doctor, now come, before I kill these big breasted idiots of yours.” The scrape of heel from directly below and the gleam of red flashing lights on the barrel of a rifle told me the man was directly below the stairwell I was descending.

      Gripping the railing in one hand, I vaulted over it easily, dropping straight down to say hello to my new neighbor.

      Luck was in the man’s favor, at first at least. The moment I began dropping, he turned with a set of manacles in his other hand, moving out from under me. The room flashed into view as I passed into it, the red glow setting a dozen frightened faces in stark relief.

      Needles of hot pain shot through my feet and up my legs when I hit the hard concrete, but it hadn’t been far enough to break anything. Ivan spun, eyes wide with shock to see me. He raised his rifle in trembling hands, but mine was faster. One paw wrapping around his slender neck, I watched his eyes bulge as my finger squeezed tight, crushing his throat.

      Heart hamming, breath hissing in and out of my nostrils, I watched the light fade from the Russian killers’ eyes. Releasing the corpse, I let it tumble away as I drew in a deep breath, sampling the air. As if my strings had been cut, I sagged, suddenly weary as I sensed every threat either dead or no longer a threat.

      “Mr. Williams!” Dr. Wagner said, taking a step forward and raising a hand as if he might catch me but unable to close the gap and shying away, “Are you… are you well?”

      “See to those upstairs Helmut,” Dr. Riggle said, an odd strain punctuating each word as she pushed several of the office workers I’d seen earlier aside. “We… we must… Oh dear me, we’ve lost all semblance of the protocols… Helmut you must enact Bravo Protocol,” her eyes burned in the dim red light and I clutched my side, only now recognizing the powerful aroma rolling off the dozen or so women huddled between storage shelves.

      “Once again your wisdom is exceptional,” the small man said as he shuffled past me, eyeing my wounds he cast a worried look at the good doctor who stepped closer on trembling legs, “Dean… you realize what will happen once-.”

      I cut him off with a growl, rising on suddenly enervated legs, my kill and trophy presented, I refused to be seen or feel weak around these women. Rising to my full height I let my eyes sweep the room, taking in office workers, orderlies and the five other subjects. Every pair of eyes I met shown with the same hungry need I felt, the tight confines of the room filling their heads with my overwhelming pheromones.

      Settling my gaze on the trembling Dr. Riggle, I gave a single growl of need, sending Helmut scrambling up the stairs, as Eleanor fell to her knees, lips and hands shaking as they reached for me. My pain forgotten, I stood as lord and master while the brilliant woman drew forth my manhood. Gentle gasps sprang up around the room when it flopped free and I saw hungry grins tug at several sets of lips.

      The room froze, the silence absolute. I could have heard a pin drop, as a giant bead of pre-cum oozed from the throbbing tip of my cock. The scent of it filled the air, and I saw lips moisten, breaths deepen and knees part as they became inundated with my pure alphaness. With a dozen witnesses. She threw aside dignity and wrapped her thick lips around the head of my cock, eyes locked on my face to watch the pleasure blossom there.

      The Russians came to kill what was mine. They came to take this brilliant woman and her partner. To take what was mine.

      “Mmhhmmnnng! Pleeeshghyy iisjiii neejeeehheeeddddd gglucklcluck!” Eleanor moaned around my cock, her lips writhing as she struggled to speak and suck at the same time.

      Reaching a hand down, I calmed the good doctor, guiding her head forward and feeling her soft throat stretch around the fat head of my cock. With my balls churning and the beast within sated for the moment, I lifted my head and let my eyes pass over each woman once more, only this time I didn’t seek for willingness, I commanded without words.

      Dr. Riggle worked to imprint herself with my cum, greedy tongue slithering back and forth along the sensitive underside while her free hand slipped down to tug at my balls, releasing a flood of cum down her throat. As she drank deep, readying her dripping pussy with her other hand, I growled a primal sound, sending a shiver of pleasure not only through the good doctor but the nervously disrobing women as well.

      They all watched in fascination; some never having imagined the act of putting a man’s cock in her mouth. When Eleanor collapsed in orgasm, hands gripping her lab coat and body convulsing as she licked her lips, making sure to every drop of my cum. Little gasp of shocked surprise came from a few when I ripped the doctor’s coat off her shoulders and tore open her blouse, buttons popping free.

      The older woman’s eyes rolled back into her head and her ass pressed against me, knees turning in as she relished being manhandled. Eyes still scanning the group of women, I roughly tore open the doctor’s bodice, freeing her massive breasts and groaning in desire as the heavy round orbs tumbled free. Capped in shiny pink nipples, they hung down, and the woman shook in orgasm as my thick cock throbbed into steely hardness between her plump ass cheeks.

      Almost like a beast, I leaned into her back, steely cock digging into her ass. One arm holding up her body, hand full of soft breast, I lowered her to her knees and rocked my hips back. My dick slipped along the slick fur of her pussy and, with a hungry growl, I drove home. Like magic, her soft pussy tightened around me, gripping my cock like a glove as I sank deep into her womb.

      “Sarah, nnghh! Note… the moment of… ohh god already! Cumming!” The beautiful doctor’s face twisted into a hard grin, hands clutching my arm as if her life depended on it as I pulled my dick out of her clutching pussy until just the head sat within her. “The moment… he connected with me… I knew how perfect Helmut’s work here is… Oh god… Again! Orgasming again!”

      I slammed deep, feeling the opening of her cervix tickling the head of my cock. I held myself up with three fingers against the wall and my feet against the ground, Eleanor held beneath me. Turning my head, I saw awe painting the faces of every woman watching.

      The five women who’d been brought in as test subjects were some of the most beautiful and buxom women I’d ever seen. The first five I’d bred were a disparate group, varied in race and background, but this set were all similar in their matronly bodies and stunning features. Dr. Riggle’s shaking fingers stroked my chin as she stared up at me in absolute devotion. She watched me taking in the five subjects and her office staff and grinned, speaking up in between moans of orgasmic bliss.

      “For you,” She breathed, “Most… ungh! Beautiful I could… find… Ngh! Young and…. Eager oh dear heavens again cuming again! NNghhhNNNN!”

      Of the five, two smiled shyly, cheeks blushing when they heard the praise, but unable to look away from my thick cock piercing the doctor’s tight sex. The other three’s eyes took on a predatory gleam, and I saw them share an eager glance, nodding quickly before hurried peeling one another’s clothes off. Unlike the nurses, orderlies and other subjects who disrobed slowly and with half a mind, these three made a performance out of the act. They were obviously friends, and each few seconds they shared eager giggles and grins, their comfort with one another apparent, although it was clear this sapphic experience was new.

      Clutching Dr. Riggle’s massive breast in a shocked hand, I couldn’t look away from the three as they slipped each other’s blouses off, soft hands cupping massive bra clad breasts before popping the straps. Sharing a grin, the three pressed close, clearly getting off as I stared hungrily at their display. As one they bent forward, kneeling close and let their thin lacy bras slip free, revealing three sets of massive pale breasts, each more delightful than the last.

      “Oh, God!” Eleanor screamed, her cry of pleasure echoing off the basement’s solid walls, “It’s… bigger!”

      My balls were churning, and I felt the orgasm nearing, the beast within purring as it sensed the imminence of breeding with this brilliant and beautiful woman. My eyes wouldn’t leave the three women, who’d now slipped their hands within one another’s panties, arms woven through one another and massive breasts pressed together as they touched their friends’ pussies tentatively for the first time.

      As my orgasm swept through me, toes curling and arm trembling as it gripped Eleanor, I felt her whole body seize up, eyes rolling back into her skull, mind unable to deal with the overwhelming pleasure. Leaving the woman in the care of her assistant, the young strawberry blonde haired, Sarah, I rose to my feet, feeling surprisingly refreshed, the pain of my injuries faded, the blood no longer flowing.
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      I stood like a Greek god as the three friends crawled towards me, their panty clad asses swaying back and forth, blushing faces eager as they shared wicked smiles with one another. When the large bead of pre-cum oozed out, filling the room with a distillation of my pheromones, every woman swayed and gave a soft moan of desire. The three who I was about to take were hit the strongest, each swaying, nearly bowled over as they sat up on their knees, staring in awe at my throbbing cum-slick cock.

      Footsteps started down the spiraling steel staircase, causing the three to hesitate, expressions pained as they held themselves back. Drawing in a deep breath, I felt a smile tug at my lips as seven sets of feet descended. The small basement got crowded and several women pushed shelves back against the wall, making more room for Annie, Natalia and the five women I’d bred the day before.

      “I see you ladies are about to sample my husband,” Annie breathed as she pressed herself to my side, bright blue eyes locked on the three kneeling women whose expressions had gone from delirious with desire to nervous and ashamed the moment Annie draped herself on me.

      “Come,” Annie purred when the women blushed, “Don’t be shy,” slipping her small hand around the base of my cock she reached out with the other and drew a woman’s face close. The beautiful blonde looked from my wife to me nervously, her pupils flashing wide as she breathed in the scent of my pre-cum. With a strangled moan, she leaned forward, sucking my cock into her warm mouth. “Good girl, now the rest of you… take a taste of him… let it free your minds of the shame and guilt you feel… yes, just like that.”

      Each took a turn, sucking the head of my cock into their mouths. Next was the strawberry blonde with her big curls and thick pink lips. The woman sighed in pleasure as she sucked the tip hard, tongue teasing more pre-cum from the slit, until she gave a convulsion of pleasure, body shaking and eyes widening as she tasted me fully. Her friend pulled her into her arms, kissing her, tongue darting into the woman’s mouth, seeking every drop of my seed, while the third let Annie guide her into sucking me deep. The shy brunette’s throat softened, accepting my cock deep without gagging.

      “Mmmhmm,” I moaned, and her two friends broke off their kiss, watching with awe as the woman deep throated my cock, her nose pressed into my pubes, throat humming and eyes watering.

      Annie pinched my behind and planted a warm kiss on my cheek, whispering, “Enjoy, baby,” in my ear before slipping off to the side to move amongst the watching crowd. Diana and the rest had moved through the nurses and orderlies. Wherever they went, gentle words and soft touches relaxed, while heated words and illicit kisses helped the watchers devolve into their own sapphic orgy.

      The three women kneeling before me sucked and licked my cock together, trading the fat head back and forth. Their lips and tongues continued to touch and when one would wrap her hands around my cock, sucking me deep and working me with the best of her abilities, the others would caress, kissing, touching one another.

      At first it was for my benefit, the women loving how hard my cock got when I watched them suckling the other women’s nipple or kissing her, but soon the pleasure was enough motivation and combined with the wet sounds and moans picking up all around the basement, they were able to do as they pleased, free of guilt of judgement.

      I felt hot lips on the side of my cock as a tongue teased the tip, and a warm mouth suckled my balls gently. I would have looked down as the orgasm built in me, but the sight trapping my gaze was just too incredible. Annie and Nurse Keating had each pulled a nurse into her arms. The women were in the process of slowly peeling the nurse’s uniforms off the women, pale young flesh winking into the open. The most incredible thing was watching my wife slip her hand into the young nurses’ panties, seeing her wicked grin as the nurse moaned, clutching my wife’s arm before finding her lips in a passionate kiss.

      The four women stood; hands buried between each other’s thighs as they fingered one another. My orgasm was just hitting but before it could a warm dark hand slid around my back as Diana pressed her goddess like body to my back, stroking me; the gorgeous woman and I both watched as my cum shot forth across the three women’s open mouths. Cheeks pressed together, the three friends struggled to lap up every dram of my seed, before they collapsed onto their backs, kissing and caressing one another, thighs slick with their juices.

      With Diana kneeling at my side, hands still stroking my cock, I pulled the three women close, positioning their hips one atop another. Others crowded in close and a massive set of breasts were pushed into my face, the shiny pink nipple hardening as I sucked hard. Then I was buried in the curly-haired blonde, her moans of ecstasy sending a shiver throughout the room as they all turned to watch. In pairs and three’s, they made out, kissing and caressing, eager for their breeding.

      Driving forward into the tightness of the blonde with hard, long strokes. I felt her pussy walls convulse around my cock and ripped my dick free and drove into the shy brunette’s; loving her wild cries and the sight of her kissing her blonde friend. Pulling out until just the tip sat in her sucking sex, I drove forward until our sexes smashed together. Running my hands up and down the women’s bodies, I let loose the last of my restraints, taking full advantage of the blonde’s massive tits as I caressed and played with them.

      With a shuddering cry, the brunette came on my cock and I sank into their third friend, the angle awkward but my own orgasm quickly approaching. With a shuddering bellow and three sets of lips on my face, neck and chest, I shot deep into the woman’s womb, pulling free and filling the next and the next, before my cock began to soften.

      “Thank you,” mumbled the curly-haired blonde, hands gentle as they stroked her friends’ breasts and belly, “It’s in me… do you feel it, sister?”

      “Like heaven itself,” smiled the other blonde.

      I would have stayed with the three, their shared kisses and caresses turning me on. However, Annie had other plans, and I soon found myself on my back, my wife and the nurse she’d stripped pressing me down. With a wicked grin, my busty little wife swung her ass over my face, giggling in delight when my tongue made contact with her hard-little clit.

      I ran my hands down her back, gripping her firm little ass as my Annie leaned forward and speaking with short, gasping breaths, instructed her nurse and a couple others how best to suck their new Alpha’s cock.

      “Don’t just… hmmmph!... shove it into your throat… oh Dean… baby there… there!” With a shuddering cry she came on me and then an incredible sensation on my cock drew my attention away from my sexy wife and I felt a big load churning in my balls.

      I flooded several hungry mouths, feeling a connection bloom with the young women. Not ten seconds passed before my wife was pressing a pretty nurse down on my cock. The women’s slender body shaking and pale breasts trembling as she took me to the hilt. This was no fit state for an alpha to find himself in, even with the bevy of sexy flesh surrounding me. I needed to be active in my conquest.

      Growling, I rose, Annie yelping in surprise then in glee as I pressed her pussy into the nurse’s hungry mouth. Dragging over the orderly Diana had been working on, I pressed the woman’s ass back, thrusting up into her waiting sex, then back down into the nurses. Taking them in turn, I watched my wife scream in pleasure as a tongue slithered into her pussy and bum, shocking her with pleasure.

      Everywhere I looked women were on hands and knees, on their sides or backs, embracing one another in a display of a sapphic orgy that kept my cock throbbing hard. There were times when my hard-on flagged, but whenever that happened Diana or Annie were there. Their beauty and the intimacy we shared sending new steel into my manhood.

      As the day, and then evening wore on, it would take the pair of them working in tandem to perk me up. That is until Dr. Riggle appeared from nowhere with a syringe, stabbing me in the thigh and flashing a cheeky grin. I was growling an angry response when the Steroidinal struck my system, heart hammering and cock aching painfully as it rose to absolute firmness.

      Whatever was in the doctor’s concoction nearly proved her undoing. For while that lovely drug courses through my system, the beast is given free rein to rut to his heart’s content. The good doctor was screaming in mindless orgasms a minute later as I savaged her hungry pussy. Nurse Keating just happened to be within reach, the tall blonde woman having let her hair down hours before and presenting her ass for me.

      In my mindless need to fuck and with the slickness of my massive cock, it was three inches into the woman’s virgin ass before I realized her scream was one of shock, not pleasure. With an effort I drew my cock back, but the tall blonde gripped my hand where it held her hip.

      “No… oohhh… so big… it’s throbbing… do you want my ass, baby?” I growled in pleasure, eyes flashing as women shifted nervously around the room as they realized what was happening, “Fuck my ass…” Nurse Keating moaned, jaw dropping and drool gathering along one side of her mouth, “God damn you so big… making me… your bitch… your slut… ohhh…. Gonna be so… Biggg…”

      I’d felt pussies tighter than the older nurse’s wide ass, but nothing had felt quite like this sensation. The ring slipping up and down my cock felt like heaven and I sensed Nurse Keating was about to have her own massive orgasm, her body locked up, muscles vibrating harder than I’d seen in any before. As my cock throbbed, balls churning at the wickedness of what I did, the first little spurt of pre-cum filled her and the reaction was instantaneous.

      “Ngghheeaaaaaa!!!!!!” Nurse Keating moaned, eyes bulging and tongue lolling out.

      As my cum filled her ass, my toes curling and tingles of pleasure reading down my spine and out to my extremities, the woman reacted as if struck by lightning. Head and shoulder thrown back, her hair flew into my face, breasts thrust out as she cried out in bliss. Then, to everyone’s shock, she tumbled forward, my cock slipping free of her ass as she fell.

      Panting, I watched the woman slowly gather her wits, eyes refocusing as she stared up at me with awe. I wanted to question the woman, but the drug flowing through my veins wouldn’t let me, nor would Barbara who saw an opportunity. The bubbly blonde had one of the biggest and most beautiful asses I’d ever seen and when she pressed her tits into Nurse Keating face, she pushed that ass back to the tip of my cock ticked her tiny hole.

      “Mhmm,” Barbara purred, “Do it baby… make me…. yoURS!”

      She screamed out in shocked pleasure as I slowly pushed into her bowels. The tightness relaxed with shocking quickness, her body giving way for her alpha and soon I was fucking her with long hard strokes just as I had the nurse. Keating meanwhile mumbled incoherently still, her mind still lost in a sea of pleasure as she sucked, tweaking and pinched Barbara’s large pale nipples.

      Not every woman wanted their ass fucked, but enough did that I soon grew tired of the mess. Leaving a pile of sated sweat and fully bred women to pick themselves up, Annie, Diana, Eleanor and a few others slipped off to the shower upstairs to enjoy the rest of the evening.

      The military would take over security of the lab. Going so far as to acquire the surrounding mountains as well, allowing me and my pack to build our little haven there. The doctors, I would come to learn, had a darker past in Germany, but were making amends in service to our nation. Being locked in there was less a penance and more a toy box.

      Over the decades, they’ve tested other serums on their prime subject. A few backfired, their effects being reversed eventually, but others have worked. Including the gift of clarity of thought, enhanced memory, and a longer life span. Like my friends the good doctors, I too have been locked within the confines of this lab, kept as both an experiment and a hidden weapon. For if we should ever face a grave enough threat, I and my growing pack are ready to bring woe be to our enemies or any who fail to acknowledge our dominance.
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      Serenity had been hitchhiking for two weeks. Leaving her beautiful west coast and climbing over the great sierras with nothing more than an old backpack full of clothes and a few dollars in her pocket.

      She was in search of something. Something she’d scented on the wind. A better world, or maybe just a better life. All she knew was that its call was powerful, and she seemed to be the only one who could sense it.

      Walking down I-80 with her left thumb out, she stared at the rising sun, wondering if her water would run out today or tomorrow. The high desert was a lot hotter than Pasadena, and Serenity feared what would happen to her once her water ran out. The thought of dying a dried out dusky husk wasn’t as bad to her as some others, for at least she’d feed the plants and animals of this beautiful, forbidding landscape.

      A VW van passed her in the opposite direction. The blonde flower-child waved her hands at Serenity as if spotting an old friend, the van swerving as the woman took her hands off the wheel.

      “Peace be with you, beautiful sister!”

      Serenity beamed at the older woman, waving back and pirouetting once and feeling her white dress spin out. The woman laughed and then was gone, her little van trundling down the freeway in the direction of San Francisco and its wild love fest. Serenity would have been there in the thick of things if she hadn’t felt deep down that a stronger love lived out here and a higher purpose awaited her.

      Five minutes later the young woman was running forward as an older white sedan pulled to a stop on the freeway. Glancing in, just to make sure the driver wasn’t some brute with murder on his mind, she was relieved to see a middle-aged woman in a high-necked and long-sleeved white blouse and a long blue skirt. Serenity paused a moment, shocked by the pale woman’s stunning beauty, before pulling open the heavy door.

      “Where you headed?” The black-haired woman asked in a gentle voice.

      “East,” Serenity answered, blushing slightly at being unable to be more specific. If her vagueness bothered the woman, she showed no signs of it, just patting the leather-covered bench seat.

      “Well, better get on in then,” glancing around at the empty, hot dessert she went on, “Unless you want to walk around out here another few hours until it gets so hot you drop from exhaustion.”

      “Thank you, ma’am,” Serenity said, clutching her backpack in her lap as she slipped onto the seat and shut the door.

      Dropping the car into gear, the woman pulled out. She was grateful almost immediately for the wind of their passage and escaping the sun’s heat. Taking the moment to look the woman over out of the corner of her eye, she saw a golden wedding band on her ring finger and the back seat was filled with canned goods, also sacks of rice, flour and other grains.

      “My apologies,” the woman said when she saw Serenity notice the fill back seat, “My name’s Carol Williams.”

      “Serenity,” the young woman said, shaking the woman’s proffered hand and marveling at the smooth creaminess of her skin. “What’s all that back there for?”

      “Just some supplies for my sister and our children,” the woman’s eyes sparkled with some suppressed amusement as she glanced over at the young budding flower child, “And you, darling? What brings you out here, other than a direction, that is?”

      Serenity gazed out the window at the dry but beautiful landscape for a long moment. With each second that passed, she left everything she’d ever known behind. Abandoning her family and loved ones on a quest all her friends had told her was ridiculous. She’d been the most beautiful and charming girl in her college, who willingly abandons such a thing.

      “A year ago, I started having… strange dreams,” Serenity admitted, shocked she was admitting the truth, cheeks reddening even further as she went on. “Every time I’d wake up and the air would be filled with this smell… I don’t know how to describe it.”

      “Like cool earth warming under the morning sun,” Carol breathed, a half-smile tugging at her lips. Serenity looked over sharply. “Mixed with a vanilla smooth musk that sends a shiver down your spine.”

      “Yes,” she said in excitement, “exactly! It was more than a smell, though. It was like… I don’t know, a religious experience. Like communing with the Bhagwan or something. You’ve sensed it too?!”

      “That’s an apt metaphor,” Carol said, nodding, “and yes, but I’ve done far more than sensed our Lord.”

      “Lord?” Serenity frowned.

      From the woman’s fervent tone and conservative appearance, she suspected a religious angle. She’d never been a fan of the patriarchy and all religions had enshrined that fell institution in amber throughout history, in her opinion.

      “Oh, nothing like you’re thinking dear,” Carol said, shaking her head firmly, a frown of disapproval marring her exquisite features, “Annie would never hear of any man ruling over us, even Dean. No,” she shook her head again, face softening into a warm smile, “he’s the greatest of men, brilliant, powerful and kind but even he can see Diana has the wisdom needed to see the best path forward for us all.”

      “Diana?” Serenity asked in confusion.

      “She’s a black woman,” Carol said, turning sharp eyes on the young blonde, watching her expression keenly, “is that going to be a problem for you? A woman of African descent being in charge?”

      “What?!” Serenity asked, “Of course not! Wait, you’re telling me you’re heading to a place where a black woman is in charge? Aren’t you worried some rednecks will come torch your town or something?”

      “Hmph! Good luck to any who try, last posse that came up into our hills found out why we try to keep Dean… sated and home. No one wishing us harm can get within seventy miles without our lord dealing with them,” the woman gave a slight shudder at a terrible memory, “And woe to them for their dark desires.”

      “It’s sounds like an interesting place,” Serenity said, her frustration with the woman’s odd talk only growing. Was she some kind of religious nut case? Glancing out at the scorching desert passing by the young woman wondered if she’d gotten in the wrong car.

      Who am I to judge? Serenity thought to herself, I’m hitching across country because of a smell I can’t get out of my head.

      “You’ve never seen or smelled anything like it,” Carol said with that beatific smile once more tugging at her lips.

      “Smelled?” Serenity asked, “You mean where you sensed…”

      “We’re some hours away from home girl,” the woman said, patting Serenity’s jean clad thigh, “Why don’t you take a nap? There are some sandwiches and a coke in a bag behind my seat. Eat if you want. I’ll wake you before we get there so you can make yourself presentable.”

      Serenity frowned at the woman but reached for the bag of food, her stomach rumbling with hunger. The thought of needing to make herself presentable was the last thing the independent and beautiful young woman would ever think to do, but she forgave the older woman for the comment. She didn’t know how much Serenity had embraced the movement. Eschewing the trapping of patriarchy and the systems of beauty and control forced upon women by their culture. Promising herself, she’d stay for a day to amuse the odd woman. She munched on the sandwich, then let the engine’s dull hum lull her into sleep.

      A gentle hand shook her, and Serenity sat upright. Neck aching in pain and surprised to have slept so deeply, she peered out the tinted windows. Blinking to clear the sleep from her eyes, the young woman straightened, pushing her mane of golden hair behind her ears and staring around in awe. Three mountain peaks surrounded the green valley. Their white peaks reaching down through thick forests to green hills that swept into a sea of crops and gardens.

      Everywhere Serenity looked, she saw a bounty of growing things and animals. Perfect little white houses sat in small clusters of two or three with packs of boisterous children playing together. Women in clothing of all sorts moved through the gardens and farms, or played with kids, even a couple stood beating rugs on their porches. The golden sunlight lit the world in perfect relief, and for a moment Serenity felt like she’d been transported inside a greeting card. Then she drew in a deep breath and gasped in shock, clutching her back close and turning wide eyes on Carol.

      “It’s the…!”

      “Is it now?” The older woman asked with a raised eyebrow.

      “You know!” Serenity accused, “Please… you have to tell me… what is it?”

      “It a thing that’s better experienced than spoken of,” popping open her door the woman stepped out of the car, a waft of powerful pheromones swept past Serenity and she swooned, clutching at her jeans with suddenly damp palms, “Come on dear, he’s been expecting you.”

      “He?” The young woman asked, her thoughts fuzzy, brain feeling full of cotton.

      “Our lord is more than a simple HE,” Carol laughed lightly, “but you’ll see.”

      This time it was the beautiful young woman’s turn to harrumph before saying, “I’ve yet to meet a man I’ve been impressed by. The jocks at school were all idiots, and the nerds have no spine. Hopefully, we can get the changes in place we need to…” suddenly speechless, Serenity’s feet didn’t seem able to carry her forward as an enormous figure loomed in the darkened interior of a small cottage just ahead of them. The mass of the man gave her pause, but more than that was the power she sensed in him. She didn’t know how, but she could feel his eyes on her, the gaze of the predator locking her muscles in place.

      “This is today’s?” Asked a rich, vibrant voice, shaking Serenity out of her reverie. Glancing to the side, she trembled to see the most beautiful woman in the world leaning casually against a tool shed.

      “Found her walking in along the western road,” Carol said with a fond smile, “Poor thing has no idea what’s in store for her.”

      “Poor?” The tall, dark-skinned woman asked with a smirk, her pale brown, nearly golden eyes settling on Serenity’s blue ones with a speculative look. “I remember it as one of the most glorious of my life. Tell me, girl,” the woman said, addressing the young blonde, “what brilliance do you bring, to add to our community?”

      “B… brilliance, ma’am?” Serenity asked, finding it hard to address the woman whose skin was so flawless, whose body was so effortlessly graceful and perfect.

      “That thing you do,” Carol said gently, “that no other can.”

      “Oh,” Serenity said with a deep blush, “It’s stupid… and they never let me take the advanced classes, but I’ve always thought math was just… simple. Easy.”

      “What did I tell you?” Diana said to Carol with a knowing smile.

      “I don’t know how, but you always know what he needs… or what he summons to us.” Serenity opened her mouth to ask a question, but Carol patted her hand and went on, “Don’t worry, we aren’t putting rockets in space, just satellites so our Lord can hunt the whole word. Speak of the devil…”

      The woman turned and Serenity felt her heart seize as the screen door of the small cottage creaked open as a large man stepped out onto the porch. The sounds of children playing in the distance faded, as did the rest of the world. All disappeared as Serenity gazed upon a figure out of myth and legend.

      Clad in a pair of faded blue jeans and nothing else, his chiseled physique reminded her of Michelangelo’s David. Only instead of stone, this man was so very real. The boys of her high-school and college had never interested her much, nor was she the type to chase after her professors. Unable to say if this towering man was twenty or forty, she found her eyes unable to leave the chiseled lines of his face.

      There could be no doubt that here was the source of that niggling odor which had drawn her nearly a third of the way across the country. Trembling, she made her way forward, his gentle eyes comforting her, easing the fear that threatened to engulf her. She knew she stood on the edge of a precipice and once over that edge there’d be no turning back.

      As the late afternoon light lit the man, the young woman saw his eyes take on a preternatural glow and the center of her being quaked. When the low growl rolled through her, the hairs on the back of her neck and arms standing up, she felt a craving deep in her belly. A hunger she’d never know before and could only pray this godlike creature would let her worship at the altar of his masculinity.

      For that’s what this was. This man was unadulterated masculinity and goodness, free of the need to dominate those who’d bonded with him. Free of the weakness in other men’s hearts that lead them down darker paths. Breaking free of the spell for one moment, Serenity gazed around the valley in awe, amazed at the bounty she saw, all ruled by women. At the heart of which lived this Alpha Man, like a lion with his pride. Unless a threat came to the homeland or for those he loved, here he would remain, drawing in the most remarkable in all the land.

      “Come, Serenity,” Carol said, surprising the young woman who hadn’t seen the woman walk up or felt her take her hand, “Your Lord, awaits.”

      “I’ve never…” the young woman breathed, panic entering her voice, along with a touch of shame, “How could I possibly compare…”

      “Come,” the beautiful, pale-skinned woman said, drawing the blonde up the steps, “I can guide you.”

      A low growl issued from the man’s throat as he stepped back into the shadows of the house’s interior. The sounds reaching into the pair and drawing them forward.

      “Thank you,” the young woman whispered, clutching the older woman’s slender arm and feeling her sex heat at the thought of was to come, mouthwatering, she swallowed hard, “thank you, thank you… oh my…”

      Serenity’s mind filling with images of the life she wanted, the love and community, peace and prosperity all should have. More than that, coloring everything was a desire so deep it terrified her. A desire not only within her, but within this man before her as well. With trembling hands, she clung to Carol and sighed in delight as they sank to their knees before the man.

      Looking up, she was shocked at his looming presence, not threatening, but solid and inescapable. Not that she had any desire to flee. Just the opposite, Serenity found herself filled with thoughts and desires she’d never had before, her pussy and nipples aching painfully. The first button of his jeans popped open and the massive manhood trapped within flopped free.

      Its magnificent beauty shook the young woman to her core, but it was nothing compared to the taste as she ran her moist tongue over the soft flesh. Moaning in pleasure, she took the beast into her mouth, sucking hard and watching the man’s handsome features soften in pleasure, sending a shiver of orgasmic bliss through her core.

      “Quite the eager young flower,” said a warm voice from over Serenity’s shoulder, “let me show her a trick or two, Carol. There’s a dear.”

      The tiny black-haired beauty looked up with breathless excitement at the matronly woman who licked her thick lips and sank beside Serenity. The young woman had never seen a more gorgeous or endowed beauty. The woman’s smattering of greys only further enhanced the contrast of her dark hair and pale skin. The cute upturned nose and finely sculpted lips curved as the woman flashed Serenity an eager, almost youthful grin.

      Pale blue eyes focused on Serenity’s and she felt almost hypnotized by the older woman’s beauty. A gentle kiss was her first with a woman and parting with breathless desire she was confronted by a throbbing bead of clear pre-cum that the matron licked off quickly and passed over to Serenity in a deep kiss, tongue invading the girl’s mouth.

      Lips still pressed together, their hands clasped around the thick shaft, Darla guided the younger blonde’s thick lips into a pucker and coached her in how to worship their lord’s cock properly. Carol meanwhile had stood and slipped free of her clothing, pressing her slender body against Dean’s and watching the man’s mother-in-law teaching the young co-ed as they sucked his cock together.

      Annie passed through the living room, sharing a fond smile with Carol as she watched her mother engage in her favorite task. Any other day the beautiful brunette would have eagerly dropped down to show the new flower a thing or two herself, but today she’d promised Diana they’d tour the classroom together. Their girls were starting a new project, designing a computing system to help store the doctor’s volumes of research.

      “Remember, we have lunch with the visiting professor, dear,” Annie commented, grinning when her husband grunted in acknowledgement.

      “I’ll make sure he doesn’t miss it,” Darla said to her daughter, before turning back to her newest protégé, “there you go dear, relax your throat… just like that.”

      Serenity purred in time with her new Lord, the man’s eyes burning with fierce desire, her womb aching to accept his seed. She’d found the idyllic home she’d always dreamed of. The reality ending up being hotter than she anything she could have dreamed of.

      With a moan of pleasure, the gorgeous man flooded her mouth with his sweet seed, and she felt her body convulse, racked with euphoria, and she swallowed as quickly as she could. Hot lips found hers and she shared the delicious cum with her matronly friend and then with Carol, before the pair bent her over. The cool air caressing her panty clad sex. In those precious seconds before Serenity learned the true meaning of her name, the girl realized she was finally home. To the place, she was always meant to be.
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