
        
            
                
            
        

    
Chapter 1: The Selection

The letter arrived on my twentieth birthday. Heavy cream-colored paper, embossed with the government seal—an invitation that would change everything.

"Congratulations, Citizen #4721-B. Your genetic profile has been selected for the National Reproductive Initiative. Report to Facility 17 on April 6th. Your service to humanity begins now."

I read it three times, my pulse quickening with each pass. The breeding program wasn't a secret, but being chosen? That was rare. My hands trembled as I packed my bag.

Two days later, I stood before the gleaming white complex, security scanners mapping my retinas before the massive doors slid open.

"Subject 4721-B. Right on time." The woman who greeted me wore a lab coat so pristine it hurt my eyes under the fluorescent lights. Dr. Winters, according to her badge. Mid-forties, hair pulled back so tightly it seemed to stretch her face. "Follow me for processing."

The medical examination was thorough—embarrassingly so. Doctors measured, prodded, sampled, and analyzed every part of me.

"Exceptional motility," one technician murmured to another. "Genetic markers are optimal."

"Volume production exceeds baseline by 47%," another noted, typing rapidly.

I felt like livestock being appraised, but beneath my discomfort burned something else—pride, maybe. Or anticipation.

Dr. Winters returned as they finished. "Your metrics are impressive. Most males require enhancement protocols before beginning. You'll start immediately."

"Start what exactly?" I asked, though I knew the answer.

Her clinical smile didn't reach her eyes. "The propagation phase. You'll be paired with compatible females to maximize conception rates. Each encounter will be monitored for research purposes."

My cock twitched against my thigh at her words, and I saw her notice, making another note on her tablet.

"Natural response to reproductive discussion. Good sign," she muttered. "Your first pairing is prepared. Room 7. Shower first—sterilization protocols."

The shower was brief but thorough, automated jets hitting me from every angle with water that smelled faintly of chemicals. When I emerged, a set of loose drawstring pants waited. Nothing else.

Room 7 was unexpected—not the sterile medical space I'd imagined, but something designed to appear comfortable. Dim lighting, a large bed with dark sheets, monitoring equipment disguised as furniture.

"Subject 4721-B has entered the chamber," announced a disembodied voice.

I stood awkwardly, unsure what to do with my hands, when a door on the opposite wall opened.

She was beautiful—tall, with copper skin and curves that made my mouth go dry. Her name badge read "Recipient 3092-A: Mira." She wore only a thin silk robe that clung to her body, nipples visible through the fabric.

"Hello," she said, voice husky. "I've been waiting for you."

I swallowed hard. "Have they told you anything about me?"

"Only that you're genetically compatible and..." her eyes dropped to the front of my pants where my excitement was becoming obvious, "...adequately equipped."

The clinical language should have been a turn-off, but something about this whole scenario—being chosen, being watched—was making me harder than I'd ever been.

"The observation period has begun," announced the voice. "Participants may proceed with copulation."

Mira laughed, a rich sound that broke through the sterility. "They could stand to work on their dirty talk." She moved toward me, untying her robe. "But I don't mind an audience if you don't."

The robe fell open, revealing smooth brown skin, full breasts with dark nipples already tight, a flat stomach, and a neatly trimmed patch of black hair between her thighs. My cock strained against the thin fabric of my pants.

"Fuck," I whispered.

"That's the idea," she replied, reaching for the drawstring.

When her fingers brushed against my stomach, I felt a jolt of electricity. She tugged the pants down, and my cock sprang free, bobbing heavily between us.

"Oh," she breathed, wrapping her fingers around me. "They weren't exaggerating."

I groaned as she stroked me, her grip firm and confident. "Have you done this before? The program, I mean."

"Three times," she admitted, guiding me toward the bed. "Never successfully conceived. But something tells me you might change that."

The thought of filling her with my cum, of breeding her while scientists watched and measured, sent a surge of primal hunger through me. I pushed her back onto the bed, surprising myself with my aggression.

"Subject displays dominant reproductive behavior," noted the voice. "Hormonal readings increasing."

"Shut up," I growled at the ceiling, then turned my attention back to Mira. "I want to taste you first."

Her thighs fell open in invitation. "They won't like that. It's not efficient."

"Fuck efficiency," I muttered, lowering my head between her legs.

She was already wet, her pussy glistening in the low light. I ran my tongue along her slit, savoring the tangy sweetness, before focusing on her clit. Mira's hands found my hair, gripping tightly as I sucked the sensitive bud between my lips.

"Oh god," she moaned, hips rising to meet my mouth. "They never let the others do this."

I slid two fingers inside her as I continued to work her clit, feeling her inner walls clench around me. She was hot, slick, perfect. The thought of other men trying and failing to breed her made me even harder, more determined.

"Unnecessary oral stimulation detected," the voice announced. "Proceed to insemination."

I ignored it, adding a third finger, stretching her as she writhed beneath me. Her thighs began to tremble.

"I'm going to cum," she gasped, grinding against my face. "Please don't stop."

I doubled my efforts, curling my fingers to hit that spot inside her while flicking my tongue rapidly over her clit. She came with a cry that echoed through the room, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my fingers, flooding my hand with her juices.

"Recipient orgasm recorded," the voice noted, sounding almost surprised.

Before she could recover, I moved up her body, positioning myself at her entrance. Her eyes were half-lidded, cheeks flushed.

"Ready to be bred?" I asked, surprising myself with the crudeness of my words.

She nodded, wrapping her legs around my waist. "Fill me up. Give me your baby."

I pushed forward, the head of my cock stretching her open. Despite how wet she was, there was resistance—I was bigger than she was used to. Inch by inch, I worked my way inside, both of us groaning at the sensation.

"Subject penis dimensions causing optimal cervical positioning," the voice commented. "Vaginal tenting response indicates peak fertility."

"You're so fucking deep," Mira whispered, nails digging into my shoulders. "I can feel you in my stomach."

Finally seated to the hilt, I held still, savoring the tight, wet heat surrounding me. Then I began to move, pulling almost all the way out before driving back in. Each thrust pushed a little sound from her throat, a little "ah" that grew louder as I picked up speed.

"Harder," she demanded, lifting her hips to meet me. "Breed me like you mean it."

Something animal took over. I grabbed her wrists, pinning them above her head with one hand while the other gripped her hip, holding her in place as I pounded into her. The wet slap of flesh against flesh filled the room, along with our mingled groans.

"Subject displaying peak reproductive aggression," the voice noted. "Testosterone levels exceeding baseline by 215%."

"I'm going to fill you up," I growled into Mira's ear. "Going to pump you so full of cum you'll have twins."

"Yes," she hissed, her pussy clenching around me. "Do it. Fucking knock me up."

I could feel my orgasm building, pressure gathering at the base of my spine. My balls tightened, heavy with seed meant for one purpose.

"I'm close," I warned, my rhythm becoming erratic.

"Inside," she demanded. "All of it inside me."

With a final brutal thrust, I buried myself as deep as possible and exploded, pumping rope after rope of hot cum directly against her cervix. I could feel her cumming again too, her pussy milking me, drawing every drop deeper.

"Ejaculation detected," the voice announced unnecessarily. "Volume exceeds predicted metrics. Maintaining position for optimal absorption is advised."

I collapsed on top of Mira, still buried inside her, both of us panting. After a moment, she laughed softly.

"What?" I asked, lifting my head to look at her.

"Nothing," she said, stroking my back. "Just thinking that if that doesn't take, nothing will."

I stayed inside her for several minutes, until I finally softened enough to slip out. A trickle of cum followed, leaking onto the dark sheets.

"Participants will remain in position for thirty minutes," the voice instructed. "Recipient 3092-A should elevate hips to maximize gravitational assistance."

Mira obediently placed a pillow under her hips, our combined fluids pooling inside her. I lay beside her, strangely proud of the mess I'd made.

"Was it always like this?" I asked. "With the others?"

She shook her head. "No. They were... clinical. Efficient." She turned to look at me. "You're different."

Before I could respond, Dr. Winters' voice came through the speaker. "Excellent first session, 4721-B. Your next recipient will be ready in four hours. Hydrate and rest."

Four hours. Then another woman to breed. And another after that. As I looked at Mira, cum still leaking from between her thighs, I realized this was just the beginning.

"See you around, stud," she said with a wink. "Something tells me you're going to be very popular here."

I had no idea how right she was.


Chapter 2: The Protocol

Four hours passed in a blur of medical examinations and nutritional supplements. They drew blood, measured my vitals, and made me drink protein shakes that tasted like chalk mixed with artificial vanilla.

"Your recovery rate is remarkable," Dr. Winters said, reviewing data on her tablet. "Most males require stimulation assistance for second pairings."

I sat on the edge of an examination table, wearing only the drawstring pants again. "I don't think that'll be necessary."

She glanced at the tent already forming in the thin fabric. "Evidently not. Your refractory period is well below average. We'll be adjusting the schedule accordingly."

The thought of an accelerated schedule—more women, more breeding—sent a rush of blood straight to my cock. Dr. Winters noticed, making another note.

"Subject displays arousal response to breeding frequency discussion. Interesting."

A younger technician entered, carrying another tablet. "Room 12 is prepared. Recipient 7845-C is prepped and waiting."

Dr. Winters nodded. "7845-C is a priority case. Government official's daughter. Twenty-six years old, no previous conceptions despite multiple attempts with premium donors."

"So I'm what, a last resort?" I asked, oddly offended.

"On the contrary," Dr. Winters replied. "You're our new prototype. Your first performance exceeded all metrics. The Director personally selected you for this pairing."

The technician led me through a different corridor than before. This section of the facility seemed more luxurious—softer lighting, actual artwork on the walls.

"VIP wing," he explained, noticing my wandering gaze. "Some recipients have... connections."

Room 12 was twice the size of the previous one. The monitoring equipment was completely hidden, the bed larger and draped with what looked like actual silk sheets. A bottle of champagne sat in an ice bucket nearby.

"Alcohol?" I questioned.

"Mild disinhibitor," the technician replied. "Authorized for certain recipients who experience performance anxiety. Though I doubt that will be an issue for either of you."

He left me alone in the room. Moments later, a different voice announced: "Subject 4721-B has entered the chamber. Recipient 7845-C will join momentarily."

I paced nervously, wondering what to expect. The door finally opened, and I froze.

She was nothing like Mira. Petite and pale, with platinum blonde hair cut in a severe bob that framed a face that could have been carved from marble. Her eyes were an unnatural shade of blue—genetic modifications, clearly. She wore a white silk nightgown that reached the floor but did little to hide her small, perfect breasts.

"Hello," she said, voice cool and aristocratic. "I'm Elise."

"I'm—" I began, then realized I hadn't told anyone my actual name since arriving, nor had anyone asked. "I'm 4721-B, I guess."

She raised a perfectly shaped eyebrow. "I don't fuck numbers. What's your name?"

Her bluntness caught me off guard. "Alex."

"Better." She glided into the room, eyeing me with clinical interest. "They told me you were their new star specimen. I've been disappointed before."

Something about her dismissive tone sparked a competitive fire in me. "I won't disappoint you."

"We'll see." She approached the champagne, pouring two glasses with practiced elegance. "Drink?"

I accepted the glass, our fingers brushing. Despite her cool demeanor, her hand was warm.

"To successful reproduction," she said, raising her glass.

I clinked mine against hers. "To making babies."

A flicker of amusement crossed her face before she took a sip. "Crude, but accurate."

The champagne was good—probably better than anything I'd ever tasted before. I watched her over the rim of my glass as she drank, noticing how her throat moved, how her pulse fluttered visibly at her neck.

"The observation period has begun," announced the voice. "Participants may proceed when ready."

Elise set down her glass with a sigh. "They really know how to ruin a mood, don't they?" She reached for the straps of her nightgown. "Shall we get this over with?"

I set my glass down harder than intended. "Get this over with? Is that how you approach making a child?"

Her hands paused. "Excuse me?"

"No wonder you haven't conceived," I said, stepping closer. "You're treating it like a chore."

Her eyes flashed dangerously. "You don't know anything about me or my situation."

"I know you're not wet yet," I replied, reaching out to trace a finger along her collarbone. "And I know I can change that."

For a moment, I thought she might slap me. Instead, she laughed—a genuine sound that transformed her face.

"Well," she said, "at least you're not boring."

Before I could respond, she grabbed the waistband of my pants and pulled me against her, crushing her mouth to mine. The kiss was aggressive, all teeth and tongue, nothing like the clinical procedure I'd expected.

I responded immediately, one hand tangling in her hair, the other sliding down to cup her ass through the silk. She was small enough that I could lift her easily, and I did, carrying her to the bed without breaking the kiss.

"Subject initiating dominant behavior pattern consistent with previous session," noted the voice.

"Shut up," Elise snapped at the ceiling, then turned her attention back to me. "Show me why they chose you."

I laid her on the bed, then stepped back to remove my pants. Her eyes widened slightly as my cock sprang free, already fully hard and curving up toward my stomach.

"Impressive," she admitted, "but size isn't everything."

"You're right," I agreed, reaching for the hem of her nightgown. "It's how you use it."

I slowly pushed the silk up her legs, revealing inch after inch of pale, flawless skin. She wore nothing underneath, and when I reached her hips, I was greeted by the sight of her pussy—completely bare and already showing signs of arousal despite her cool demeanor.

"Spread your legs," I commanded.

A flash of surprise crossed her face at my tone, but she complied, knees falling open to reveal pink, glistening folds.

"Not as dry as I expected," I noted with a smirk.

"Don't get cocky," she retorted, but her breathing had quickened.

I pushed the nightgown higher, exposing her flat stomach, then her small, perfect breasts with pale pink nipples already standing at attention. Rather than removing the garment completely, I left it bunched around her shoulders, a subtle reminder that this wasn't about romance—it was about breeding.

"Recipient displays physiological arousal markers," the voice observed. "Vaginal lubrication increasing."

I lowered myself between her thighs, maintaining eye contact as I brought my mouth to her center. The first broad stroke of my tongue made her gasp, hips jerking involuntarily.

"What are you doing?" she demanded, though she made no move to stop me.

I paused, my breath hot against her wet flesh. "Making sure you're ready to take every inch of me."

Before she could respond, I resumed my attention, focusing on her clit while sliding two fingers inside her. She was tight—tighter than Mira had been—and I worked slowly to open her up.

"Oral stimulation is unnecessary for—" the voice began.

"Override protocol," Elise commanded, her voice strained. "Authorization code 7845-C-Alpha."

The voice fell silent. I looked up at her in surprise.

"Benefits of being the Director's daughter," she explained, then pushed my head back down. "Don't stop."

With the monitoring voice silenced, Elise became more vocal, her aristocratic reserve crumbling as I worked her with my tongue and fingers. Her thighs trembled against my shoulders, her hands fisted in my hair.

"Right there," she gasped as I curled my fingers to stroke her g-spot while sucking her clit. "God, yes, right there."

When she came, it was with a sharp cry that seemed to surprise even her, her back arching off the bed, inner walls clamping down on my fingers with surprising strength. I continued my ministrations through her orgasm, easing off only when she pushed weakly at my head.

"Enough," she panted. "I want you inside me now."

I moved up her body, positioning myself at her entrance. Despite her orgasm, I knew I would still be a tight fit.

"Tell me what you want," I said, rubbing the head of my cock through her folds, coating myself in her wetness.

Her eyes narrowed. "You know what I want."

I pressed just the tip inside her, then stopped. "Say it."

A battle played out across her features—pride warring with desire. Finally, desire won.

"I want you to breed me," she whispered, a flush spreading across her cheeks. "I want your cum inside me. I want your baby."

The crude words from her refined mouth sent a surge of lust through me. I pushed forward slowly, watching her face as I stretched her open inch by inch. Her mouth fell open, eyes widening as I filled her.

"Fuck," she breathed. "You're so deep."

When I was fully seated, I held still, letting her adjust to my size. Her inner walls pulsed around me, already trying to milk my cock.

"Move," she commanded, wrapping her legs around my waist.

I started with slow, deep strokes, pulling almost all the way out before sliding back in. Each thrust drew a little gasp from her, her composure crumbling further as I picked up speed.

"Harder," she demanded, nails digging into my back. "I won't break."

I grabbed her hips, angling them upward to hit deeper, and began to pound into her with force that made the bed frame creak. The wet sounds of our coupling filled the room, obscene and primal.

"Is this how you want to be fucked?" I growled, sweat beading on my forehead with the effort. "Hard and deep, filled with cum until it takes?"

"Yes," she hissed, meeting each thrust. "Breed me like an animal."

I reached between us, finding her clit with my thumb, circling it in time with my thrusts. Her second orgasm hit suddenly, her whole body tensing as she cried out, inner walls clamping down on me like a vise.

The sensation pushed me over the edge. I drove in as deep as possible and exploded, pumping load after load of hot cum directly against her cervix. I could feel each pulse, each rope of seed shooting into her willing body.

"I can feel it," she gasped, eyes wide with wonder. "I can feel you cumming inside me."

I collapsed on top of her, still buried to the hilt, both of us panting. After a moment, I rolled to the side, keeping one leg thrown over hers to hold her in place.

A trickle of cum leaked from her when I withdrew, and I surprised both of us by gathering it with my fingers and pushing it back inside her.

"Don't waste a drop," I murmured.

She watched me with hooded eyes. "They said you were different. They were right."

We lay in silence for several minutes, her hand absently stroking my chest.

"Will it work this time?" I finally asked.

She turned to look at me, something vulnerable flickering across her face. "I hope so. This is my last chance before they declare me incompatible."

"Incompatible?"

"Unable to conceive naturally. They'd harvest my eggs for surrogacy instead." She sighed. "Not ideal for someone of my... position."

I felt a strange protectiveness toward her. "It'll work. I can feel it."

A small smile curved her lips. "Such confidence."

Before I could respond, the door opened, and Dr. Winters entered, tablet in hand.

"Excellent session," she said, clinical as ever despite the scene before her. "Recipient 7845-C, please remain reclined for optimal insemination. 4721-B, you're needed in Lab 3."

I frowned. "I thought I had time to rest between sessions."

"Change of plans," Dr. Winters replied. "Your recovery metrics are unprecedented. The Director wants to capitalize on your capabilities."

As I dressed, Elise caught my hand. "Thank you," she whispered, so quietly that Dr. Winters couldn't hear.

I squeezed her hand in response, then followed Dr. Winters out of the room, wondering what Lab 3 held in store.

"Your next pairing is... unconventional," Dr. Winters explained as we walked. "The recipient has specific requirements."

"Requirements?"

She glanced at me. "Some women respond better to certain... scenarios. Role-playing, if you will."

My eyebrows shot up. "You want me to role-play?"

"We want viable conceptions," she corrected. "If that requires accommodating psychological preferences, so be it."

Lab 3 turned out to be different from the previous rooms—clinical rather than bedroom-like, with an examination table instead of a bed. Medical equipment lined the walls, and bright lights illuminated every corner.

"Recipient 5118-F has a medical authority fixation," Dr. Winters explained, handing me a white lab coat. "You'll be playing the role of her doctor."

I stared at the coat. "You can't be serious."

"Perfectly serious. Her previous attempts at conception failed due to anxiety. This scenario relaxes her." She checked her tablet. "She'll arrive in five minutes. Prepare yourself."

Left alone, I put on the lab coat over my bare chest, the material cool against my skin. It felt ridiculous, but also strangely exciting. The power dynamic, the role-playing—it was awakening something I hadn't known existed within me.

When the door opened again, I was ready, standing tall with a clipboard I'd found on a nearby counter.

She entered hesitantly—a curvy woman with dark curly hair and warm brown skin, wearing only a thin hospital gown that tied at the back, leaving her partially exposed.

"Hello, Doctor," she said softly, eyes downcast. "I'm here for my... procedure."

I felt my cock stir beneath the lab coat. This was going to be an entirely different kind of breeding session.

"Yes," I replied, deepening my voice slightly. "I've been reviewing your file, Ms...?"

"Yasmin," she supplied, perching on the edge of the examination table. "Will it hurt?"

I stepped closer, clipboard in hand. "Not if you follow my instructions exactly."

Her breathing quickened, pupils dilating. "I'll do whatever you say, Doctor."

And just like that, I understood exactly what Dr. Winters had meant about psychological preferences. Yasmin needed this fantasy to overcome her anxiety—and I was more than willing to provide it.

"Then let's begin your examination," I said, setting down the clipboard. "I need to make sure you're... compatible with the procedure."

Her thighs parted slightly in anticipation. "Yes, Doctor. Whatever you need to do."


Chapter 3: The Experiment

"First, I'll need to examine you thoroughly," I said, settling into the role with surprising ease. "Please lie back on the table."

Yasmin complied immediately, the paper covering the examination table crinkling beneath her. Her hospital gown gaped open, revealing glimpses of full breasts and smooth thighs.

"Good," I murmured, approaching the table. "Now, I need to check your vitals before we proceed with the insemination protocol."

I picked up a stethoscope from a nearby tray, placing the cold metal against her chest. She gasped at the contact, her nipples visibly hardening beneath the thin fabric.

"Your heart rate is elevated," I observed, moving the stethoscope lower, deliberately brushing it against her breast. "Are you nervous about the procedure?"

"A little," she admitted, her voice breathy. "My previous doctors weren't... successful."

I let the stethoscope dangle around my neck, adopting a serious expression. "I use more advanced techniques. My success rate is exceptional."

Her eyes darted to the bulge now visible beneath my lab coat. "I can see that, Doctor."

"I'll need to examine your readiness for the procedure," I continued, reaching for the ties of her gown. "This may be somewhat intimate, but it's necessary for optimal results."

She nodded eagerly. "I understand. Please be thorough."

I untied the gown and pushed it open, revealing her body completely. Unlike the previous women, Yasmin was soft and voluptuous—full breasts with large dark nipples, a rounded stomach, wide hips, and thick thighs. Between her legs, her pussy was covered with a neatly trimmed patch of black curls.

"Beautiful," I murmured, then caught myself. "I mean, excellent reproductive characteristics."

A small smile played at her lips. "Thank you, Doctor."

I reached for a pair of latex gloves, snapping them on with deliberate slowness. The sound made her squirm slightly on the table.

"Spread your legs, please," I instructed. "I need to assess your cervical position."

She complied immediately, knees falling open to reveal her most intimate parts. I could already see the glistening evidence of her arousal.

"I'm going to insert two fingers to check your internal structure," I explained, coating my gloved fingers with lubricant from a nearby dispenser. "Try to relax."

I pressed my fingers against her entrance, circling slowly before pushing inside. She was hot and tight, her inner walls gripping my fingers as they slid deeper.

"Oh," she gasped, hips lifting slightly off the table.

"Remain still," I admonished, placing my other hand on her lower abdomen to hold her in place. "I need to locate your cervix."

I curled my fingers upward, searching for that specific spot, while my thumb "accidentally" brushed against her clit. Her whole body jerked in response.

"Sensitivity is good," I noted clinically, even as I deliberately repeated the motion. "It indicates proper hormonal balance."

"Doctor," she whimpered, "that feels..."

"Uncomfortable?" I asked, knowing full well it was the opposite.

"No," she breathed. "It's... nice."

I continued my "examination," stroking her g-spot while circling her clit with my thumb. Her wetness increased, soaking the glove and dripping onto the paper beneath her.

"Your natural lubrication is excellent," I observed. "That will facilitate optimal sperm delivery."

Her breathing had become ragged, her chest rising and falling rapidly. "When will you... administer the sperm?"

I withdrew my fingers slowly, watching her face as I did so. "First, I need to collect the sample. Would you like to assist?"

Her eyes widened. "Is that... part of the procedure?"

"It's optional," I replied, removing the gloves with a snap. "But direct stimulation often produces the most viable samples."

"I want to help," she said quickly, sitting up. "Tell me what to do."

I untied the belt of the lab coat, letting it fall open to reveal my naked body beneath, my cock standing fully erect. Her eyes fixed on it, lips parting in surprise.

"Oh my," she whispered. "That's... larger than the standard medical equipment."

I nearly broke character at that, a smile threatening to crack my serious doctor facade. "I use specialized tools for difficult cases."

She reached out hesitantly. "May I?"

"Please," I nodded. "Gentle manipulation will help prepare the sample."

Her fingers wrapped around my shaft, warm and soft. Unlike Mira's confident grip or Elise's demanding touch, Yasmin's approach was almost reverent, stroking me with delicate care.

"Like this?" she asked, looking up for approval.

"Very good," I encouraged. "Now, use your mouth to stimulate the glans. It enhances motility."

Without hesitation, she leaned forward and took me between her lips, the wet heat of her mouth enveloping the head of my cock. I groaned, momentarily forgetting my role.

"Excellent technique," I recovered, placing a hand on her curly hair. "Take more if you can."

She hollowed her cheeks, sucking me deeper, her tongue swirling around the sensitive underside. For someone playing the shy patient, she was remarkably skilled, taking me until I hit the back of her throat without gagging.

"That's enough preparation," I said after a few minutes, reluctantly pulling away before I lost control. "We need to proceed with the insemination."

She lay back on the table, legs spread wide in anticipation. "How should I position myself for maximum effectiveness, Doctor?"

I considered the examination table, with its stirrups and adjustable height. "Let's use the proper equipment."

I helped her place her feet in the stirrups, adjusting them to spread her legs wide apart. Then I lowered the end of the table slightly, positioning her at the perfect height for penetration while I remained standing.

"This position allows for optimal depth," I explained, stepping between her spread thighs. "The angle facilitates direct cervical contact."

Her pussy was fully exposed now, swollen and glistening with arousal. I ran the head of my cock through her folds, coating myself in her wetness.

"I'm going to administer the sample now," I warned, positioning myself at her entrance. "You may feel some pressure."

"Please," she whispered, abandoning some of the pretense in her eagerness. "I need it."

I pushed forward slowly, watching her face as I stretched her open. Her eyes widened, mouth forming a perfect O as I sank deeper.

"Oh god," she moaned. "It's so deep."

"That's the purpose of the specialized equipment," I replied, maintaining my clinical tone despite the incredible sensation of her tight heat enveloping me. "Deep delivery improves conception rates."

Once fully seated, I paused, letting her adjust to my size. Her inner walls pulsed around me, already trying to milk my cock for its seed.

"I'm going to begin the procedure," I announced, gripping the edges of the table for leverage. "The motion may be intense, but it's necessary for proper placement."

I began to thrust, starting with slow, measured strokes that gradually increased in speed and force. The examination table was sturdy, barely moving despite the power of my movements.

"Oh! Doctor!" she cried, her breasts bouncing with each thrust. "It's so deep!"

"That's correct," I grunted, driving into her harder. "Direct cervical stimulation."

The stirrups kept her legs spread wide, allowing me to penetrate her completely. I angled my hips to hit that perfect spot inside her, watching as her expressions shifted from surprise to pleasure to desperate need.

"I feel strange," she gasped, her hands gripping the edges of the table. "Something's happening."

"You're approaching climax," I informed her, reaching down to circle her clit with my thumb. "It's beneficial for the procedure. The contractions help draw the sample upward."

Her back arched off the table as she came, a keening cry escaping her lips as her pussy clamped down on my cock in rhythmic pulses. I continued thrusting through her orgasm, prolonging it until she was shaking.

"Now I'll deliver the sample," I announced, feeling my own climax approaching. "It may feel warm as it enters your reproductive tract."

"Yes," she moaned, still riding the waves of her orgasm. "Give me your sample, Doctor. Fill me up."

I drove in as deep as possible and let go, groaning as my cock pulsed inside her, pumping rope after rope of hot cum directly against her cervix. The sensation triggered another small orgasm for her, her inner walls milking me for every drop.

"Oh god," she whimpered, eyes wide. "I can feel it. It's so warm."

I remained buried inside her, making small, gentle thrusts to ensure my seed was deposited as deeply as possible. "The procedure is most effective when the sample remains in place for at least thirty minutes."

She nodded, still breathing heavily. "Will it work this time, Doctor?"

I looked down at where our bodies were joined, at the slight bulge in her lower abdomen that might have been my imagination or might have been the sheer volume of cum I'd pumped into her.

"I believe the prognosis is excellent," I replied, finally slipping back into my role completely. "Your body responded optimally to the procedure."

When I finally withdrew, a thick stream of white followed, dripping onto the table. I surprised both of us by reaching for a medical swab, gently pushing the escaped semen back inside her.

"We don't want to waste any viable material," I explained.

She smiled up at me, a dreamy expression on her face. "Thank you, Doctor. That was the most thorough examination I've ever had."

Before I could respond, the door opened, and Dr. Winters entered, tablet in hand as always.

"Session complete," she noted, eyeing the scene with clinical detachment. "Recipient 5118-F, please remain in position for thirty minutes. 4721-B, you're required in the Director's office immediately."

I felt a flicker of concern. The Director? What could that mean?

As I removed the lab coat and pulled on the drawstring pants, Yasmin caught my hand, giving it a gentle squeeze. "I hope I see you again for my follow-up appointment," she whispered.

I winked at her, then followed Dr. Winters out of the room.

"The role-play scenario was successful?" Dr. Winters asked as we walked through the corridors.

"Very," I confirmed. "She was... responsive."

"Good. Your adaptability is impressive." She glanced at her tablet. "Your production metrics are exceeding all projections. Three successful deposits in less than twelve hours, each with above-average volume."

I felt a strange pride at her clinical assessment of my performance. "What does the Director want with me?"

Dr. Winters' expression revealed nothing. "The Director has a special assignment that requires your specific capabilities."

We entered an elevator that required her thumbprint to activate. As we ascended to the upper levels of the facility, I realized I had no idea how large this place actually was or how many "recipients" might be waiting.

The Director's office was nothing like I'd imagined. Instead of the sterile, clinical environment of the rest of the facility, it was warm and luxurious—wood paneling, leather furniture, actual bookshelves lined with real paper books.

"Wait here," Dr. Winters instructed, leaving me alone in what appeared to be an antechamber.

I paced nervously, wondering what this "special assignment" might entail. More women? Different scenarios? My body should have been exhausted after three intense sessions, but instead, I felt energized, ready for whatever came next.

The inner door finally opened, and Dr. Winters reappeared. "The Director will see you now."

I stepped into the main office, expecting to see some stern government official behind the massive desk. Instead, I found myself facing a woman—tall, elegant, perhaps fifty but still strikingly beautiful, with silver-streaked dark hair pulled back in a severe bun.

"Subject 4721-B," she said, her voice rich and authoritative. "Please, sit down."

I took the offered chair, suddenly very aware that I was wearing only thin drawstring pants while she was immaculately dressed in a tailored suit.

"I'm Director Blackwood," she introduced herself. "I oversee the entire National Reproductive Initiative."

"It's an honor," I replied, unsure of the proper protocol.

She smiled slightly. "The honor is mine. Your performance has been... remarkable. Three successful sessions, each with recipients who previously failed to conceive with multiple donors."

I shifted uncomfortably under her intense gaze. "I'm just doing what I was selected for."

"No," she countered, leaning forward. "You're doing far more. You've shown initiative, adaptability, and a natural understanding of what each recipient needs psychologically as well as physically." She tapped a folder on her desk. "Your genetic profile is exceptional, but it's your behavioral patterns that truly set you apart."

"Thank you," I said, still confused about why I was here.

Director Blackwood stood, moving to a cabinet that turned out to be a hidden bar. "Drink?"

"Is that allowed?"

She poured two glasses of amber liquid. "I make the rules, 4721-B."

She handed me a glass, our fingers brushing in a way that seemed deliberate. I took a sip—whiskey, expensive and smooth.

"I have a proposition for you," she said, perching on the edge of her desk rather than returning to her chair. This position put her long legs directly in my line of sight. "A special project that requires someone with your unique... talents."

"What kind of project?" I asked, taking another sip to hide my nervousness.

"We have a group of high-priority recipients—government officials, wealthy donors, women with particularly valuable genetic traits. They've all failed multiple conventional attempts at conception." She crossed her legs, the movement drawing my eye. "I want you to work with them exclusively, under my direct supervision."

I considered this. "What would be different from what I'm already doing?"

"More intensive sessions. Longer-term pairings. And..." she paused, studying me over the rim of her glass, "certain scenarios that might be considered unorthodox."

My cock stirred at her words, the thin pants doing nothing to hide my reaction. Director Blackwood noticed, a slight smile curving her lips.

"I see you're responsive to the idea," she observed.

"What exactly would these 'unorthodox scenarios' involve?" I asked, my mouth suddenly dry despite the whiskey.

She set down her glass and stood, moving to a control panel on the wall. With a few taps, the large windows behind her desk darkened, and a hidden door in the paneling slid open.

"Perhaps it's better if I show you," she said, gesturing for me to follow.

I rose, drink forgotten, and stepped through the hidden door into what appeared to be a private suite. A large bed dominated the center of the room, with various pieces of equipment I didn't immediately recognize positioned around it.

"This is my personal research space," Director Blackwood explained. "Where I test new protocols before implementing them in the general program."

I swallowed hard, suddenly understanding where this was heading. "And you want to... test a protocol with me?"

She turned to face me, her expression unreadable. "You've demonstrated exceptional capabilities with three very different recipients. I need to evaluate your performance personally before assigning you to the special project."

"You're a recipient?" I asked, surprised.

"No," she replied, reaching up to remove the pins from her hair, letting it fall in a silver-streaked cascade around her shoulders. "I'm beyond reproductive age. This is purely for research purposes."

As she began unbuttoning her blazer, I realized that Director Blackwood—the woman who ran this entire facility, who had probably watched recordings of all my previous sessions—was about to become my fourth partner in less than twenty-four hours.

"Are you willing to participate in this evaluation?" she asked, shrugging off the blazer to reveal a silk blouse beneath.

My cock was already straining against the thin fabric of my pants, answering for me. "Yes, Director. I'm willing."

Her smile was predatory as she began unbuttoning her blouse. "Excellent. Then let's begin the assessment."


Chapter 4: The Evaluation

Director Blackwood's fingers worked methodically down her blouse, revealing inch by inch of pale skin. Unlike the clinical efficiency of Dr. Winters or the shy hesitation of Yasmin, her movements carried an air of absolute authority—a woman accustomed to being obeyed, to being watched.

"You seem surprised," she noted, letting the silk blouse slide from her shoulders. Beneath, she wore a black lace bra that contrasted starkly with her pale skin. "Did you think those in charge merely observe?"

"I didn't think about it at all," I admitted, transfixed by the sight of her. Despite being at least thirty years my senior, Director Blackwood possessed a commanding beauty—her body toned and elegant, with the confidence that only comes with age and power.

"The best leaders understand every aspect of their operation," she said, reaching behind her back to unclasp her bra. "Firsthand experience is invaluable."

The bra fell away, revealing breasts that defied her age—full and only slightly softened by time, with pale pink nipples that hardened under my gaze. I felt my mouth go dry.

"You're staring, 4721-B," she observed, a hint of amusement in her voice.

"Alex," I corrected automatically. "My name is Alex."

Something flickered across her face—surprise, perhaps, that I would assert myself. "Very well, Alex. You may address me as Vivian during our... evaluation."

She unzipped her skirt next, letting it pool around her ankles before stepping out of it with practiced grace. Her legs were long and shapely, ending in black stiletto heels that she made no move to remove. Between them, a black lace thong offered the barest concession to modesty.

"Your turn," she instructed, gesturing to my pants.

I stood, suddenly aware of the power imbalance between us despite her near-nakedness. With a single motion, I untied the drawstring and let the pants fall, my cock springing free, already fully erect.

Vivian's eyes widened slightly—the first genuine reaction I'd seen from her. "Impressive," she murmured, approaching me with slow, deliberate steps. "The footage doesn't do you justice."

Before I could respond, she reached out and wrapped her fingers around my shaft, her touch cool and confident. "Your recovery rate is remarkable. Three ejaculations today already, yet here you are, ready for more."

I groaned as she stroked me, her grip firm and knowing. "Maybe it's the company."

A smile curved her lips. "Flattery won't affect your evaluation scores, Alex."

"It wasn't flattery," I replied, reaching out to cup one of her breasts, testing the boundaries of this new dynamic. "You're beautiful."

She allowed the touch, arching slightly into my hand. "Beauty is irrelevant to reproduction."

"But not to desire," I countered, brushing my thumb across her nipple. "And desire affects performance."

"A valid hypothesis," she conceded, her breathing quickening slightly as I rolled her nipple between my fingers. "One worth testing."

Without warning, she dropped to her knees before me, maintaining eye contact as she replaced her hand with her mouth, taking the head of my cock between her lips. The sudden wet heat made me gasp, my hand instinctively moving to the back of her head.

Unlike the previous women, Vivian needed no guidance. She took me deep into her throat in one smooth motion, her experience evident in every movement. Her tongue swirled around my shaft as she bobbed her head, one hand cupping my balls with gentle pressure.

"Fuck," I groaned, fingers tangling in her silver-streaked hair.

She pulled back, looking up at me with those penetrating eyes. "Crude, but accurate," she said, echoing Elise's words from earlier. Had she been watching that session specifically?

Before I could contemplate this, she stood, wiping her mouth delicately. "On the bed," she instructed, pointing to the large platform in the center of the room.

I complied, lying back against the plush bedding. Vivian removed her thong but kept her heels on as she approached, every movement calculated and graceful. Rather than joining me immediately, she moved to a control panel by the bedside.

"This evaluation has multiple components," she explained, tapping at the screen. "First, we'll assess your response to different stimuli."

The lights in the room dimmed slightly, and a section of the wall slid open to reveal a large screen. On it appeared footage from my earlier sessions—Mira writhing beneath me, Elise with her legs spread wide, Yasmin moaning on the examination table.

"You've been quite busy today," Vivian observed, finally climbing onto the bed beside me. "Each recipient required a different approach, and you adapted instinctively."

I watched the screen, seeing myself from the clinical cameras' perspective for the first time. It was strange and arousing all at once.

"With Mira, you were dominant but tender," Vivian noted, her hand trailing down my chest. "With Elise, challenging and competitive." Her fingers wrapped around my cock again, stroking slowly. "And with Yasmin, you played the authority figure perfectly."

"They each needed something different," I said, my voice strained as she continued her maddening strokes.

"Precisely," she agreed. "And what do I need, Alex? What approach will you take with me?"

I studied her face, the controlled expression, the calculating eyes. This woman had built this entire program, had selected me personally, had watched me breed three women today. She didn't need dominance or tenderness or role-play.

In a sudden movement, I flipped our positions, pinning her beneath me on the bed. Her eyes widened in genuine surprise.

"You need someone who isn't intimidated by you," I said, holding her wrists above her head with one hand. "Someone who sees past the Director to the woman."

For a moment, I thought I'd miscalculated. Then her lips curved into a smile that transformed her face, making her look years younger.

"Interesting hypothesis," she breathed. "Let's test it."

I captured her mouth with mine, kissing her deeply. Unlike the clinical kisses with Elise or the playful ones with Mira, this was raw and honest—two people seeing each other clearly. Her lips parted immediately, her tongue meeting mine with equal fervor.

My free hand explored her body, tracing the curves that age had softened but not diminished. When I reached between her thighs, I found her already wet, her arousal belying her controlled demeanor.

"You've been watching me all day," I murmured against her neck. "Watching me fuck those women, fill them with cum. Did it turn you on, Vivian?"

A small gasp escaped her as I slid two fingers inside her. "This is a scientific evaluation," she insisted, though her hips rose to meet my touch.

"Liar," I said, curling my fingers to find that spot inside her. "Your pussy is soaking wet. You've been thinking about this all day."

Her composure cracked slightly, a moan escaping her lips as I stroked her g-spot while circling her clit with my thumb.

"That's it," I encouraged, watching her face as pleasure overtook her careful control. "Let go. No one's watching but me."

"The cameras—" she began.

"Don't care," I finished for her, increasing the pressure on her clit. "Show me what you need."

Something broke in her then—some wall of professional distance crumbling as her back arched off the bed, her inner walls clenching around my fingers as she came with a cry that seemed to surprise even her. I worked her through it, not letting up until she pushed weakly at my hand.

"Enough," she gasped, her chest heaving. "I need you inside me."

I released her wrists, positioning myself between her thighs. Despite her age, she was tight—perhaps tighter than the younger women I'd been with earlier. I pressed the head of my cock against her entrance, watching her face as I slowly pushed inside.

Her eyes widened, lips parting in a silent gasp as I stretched her open. "Oh," she breathed, hands gripping my shoulders. "It's been... a while."

I paused, giving her time to adjust. "Should I stop?"

"Don't you dare," she growled, wrapping her legs around my waist, the stiletto heels digging into my back. "I can take it."

I resumed my careful entry, inch by inch, until I was fully seated within her. The sensation was incredible—her inner walls gripping me like a vise, hot and slick and pulsing.

"Move," she commanded, her authoritative tone returning despite her vulnerable position.

I began with slow, deep strokes, watching her face for signs of discomfort. Instead, I saw only pleasure, her carefully maintained facade crumbling with each thrust.

"Harder," she demanded, nails digging into my back. "I'm not made of glass."

I increased my pace, driving into her with force that made the bed frame creak. The wet sounds of our coupling filled the room, accompanied by her increasingly vocal responses.

"Yes," she hissed, meeting each thrust. "Just like that."

On the screen beside us, the footage had changed—now showing close-ups of my cock entering each woman, of cum leaking from well-fucked pussies, of expressions of ecstasy as I filled them.

"You like watching, don't you?" I asked, nodding toward the screen. "Seeing what I can do."

"Scientific observation," she insisted, though her eyes were fixed on the images.

I laughed, a low sound that made her eyes snap back to mine. "Then observe this," I said, reaching between us to circle her clit as I continued thrusting.

Her second orgasm hit harder than the first, her whole body tensing beneath me, inner walls clamping down so tightly I nearly came myself. I gritted my teeth, determined to prolong her pleasure.

"Oh god," she gasped, eyes wide with surprise at the intensity of her climax. "Don't stop."

I maintained my rhythm, working her through the waves of pleasure until she was trembling beneath me. Only then did I allow my own release to approach, my thrusts becoming more erratic.

"I'm close," I warned, preparing to pull out since conception wasn't the goal of this "evaluation."

To my surprise, she locked her legs around me tighter. "Inside," she commanded. "I want to feel it."

"But you said—"

"I know what I said," she cut me off. "This is my evaluation, and I want your cum inside me."

The raw need in her voice pushed me over the edge. I drove in as deep as possible and let go, groaning as my cock pulsed inside her, pumping rope after rope of hot cum into her willing body. Despite three previous ejaculations today, the volume was still impressive, some of it leaking out around my shaft as I continued making small, gentle thrusts.

"I can feel it," she whispered, a look of wonder on her face that made her appear decades younger. "So warm."

We remained joined for several minutes, both catching our breath. When I finally withdrew, a stream of white followed, staining the expensive bedding beneath her.

"Remarkable," she murmured, reaching down to touch the mixture of our fluids. "Even after three previous sessions, your production is substantial."

And just like that, she was the Director again, clinical and observant. I watched as she composed herself, the vulnerable woman I'd glimpsed retreating behind the professional facade.

She rose from the bed with dignity despite her nakedness and the cum leaking down her thighs. Moving to a bathroom I hadn't noticed before, she returned with a warm cloth, cleaning herself with efficient movements.

"Your evaluation is complete," she announced, retrieving her underwear from the floor. "And I must say, the results are exceptional."

I sat on the edge of the bed, watching her dress with the same methodical precision she'd undressed. "So do I pass?"

A small smile curved her lips. "With flying colors. You'll begin the special project tomorrow."

"And what exactly does that entail?" I asked, standing to retrieve my own pants.

Director Blackwood—Vivian was gone now—finished buttoning her blouse before answering. "Five high-priority recipients, each with unique requirements. You'll work with them exclusively for the next month, with the goal of achieving conception in all cases."

"Five women in rotation?" I clarified, tying the drawstring of my pants.

"No," she replied, pinning her hair back into its severe bun. "All five simultaneously. You'll be moved to the executive wing, where they're already waiting."

I stared at her. "Five women at once?"

"Is that a problem?" she asked, one eyebrow raised in challenge. "Your recovery metrics suggest you're more than capable."

The thought of five women waiting for me, needing me to breed them, sent a surge of renewed interest to my cock despite everything I'd done today.

Director Blackwood noticed, her eyes dropping to the front of my pants. "I see you're already preparing for your new assignment."

She pressed a button on the wall, and a hidden door different from the one we'd entered through slid open. "This will take you to your new quarters. Dr. Winters will brief you on the specific requirements of each recipient."

As I moved toward the door, she caught my arm. For a brief moment, I saw Vivian again in her eyes.

"They're counting on you, Alex," she said softly. "These women have tried everything else. You're their last hope."

I nodded, feeling the weight of the responsibility. "I won't let them down."

"I know you won't," she replied, releasing my arm. "That's why I chose you."

The door closed behind me as I entered a plush corridor unlike anything I'd seen in the facility so far. Ahead, I could see what appeared to be a luxurious suite—my new quarters, presumably.

Five women waiting. Five last chances. As I walked toward my new assignment, I couldn't help but wonder what unique challenges awaited me—and whether even I could meet the expectations that had been placed upon me.

But one thing was certain: I was going to give it everything I had.


Chapter 5: The Culmination

One month later, I stood at the window of my executive suite, watching the sunrise paint the sky in shades of pink and gold. Thirty days since Director Blackwood had assigned me to the special project. Thirty days of the most intense sexual experiences of my life.

A knock at the door interrupted my thoughts. "Enter," I called, not turning from the window.

Dr. Winters stepped into the room, tablet in hand as always. Her clinical demeanor hadn't changed, but there was a new respect in her eyes when she looked at me now.

"The results are in," she announced without preamble.

I turned to face her, heart pounding. "All of them?"

She nodded, a rare smile breaking through her professional facade. "All five recipients. One hundred percent success rate."

The news hit me like a physical force. Five women. Five conceptions. Five new lives I had helped create.

"They're all pregnant?" I asked, needing to hear it explicitly.

"Yes. All five have confirmed pregnancies, with strong hormone levels indicating healthy implantation." She glanced down at her tablet. "The Director is... extremely pleased with your performance."

I sank into a nearby chair, overwhelmed by emotions I hadn't expected to feel. Over the past month, I had come to know each of the five women intimately—not just their bodies, but their hopes, their fears, their desperate desire for children.

There was Sophia, the brilliant scientist whose career had delayed motherhood until her fertility was compromised. Our sessions in her lab had been intense and creative, utilizing her knowledge of biology to maximize our chances.

Then Mei, the quiet diplomat whose traditional family had begun to despair of grandchildren. Our encounters had balanced respect for her cultural boundaries with an escalating passion that ultimately broke through her reserve.

Natalia, the former Olympic athlete whose body had been pushed to such extremes that doctors said she would never conceive. She had approached our sessions with the same determination that had won her gold medals, pushing both of us to our physical limits.

Amara, the tech billionaire who could buy anything except the child she desperately wanted. She had been the most challenging—suspicious at first, then increasingly vulnerable as our sessions progressed.

And finally, Elena, the artist whose emotional connection to the process had transformed our encounters into something that occasionally felt dangerously close to love.

Five women, each unique, each now carrying my child.

"What happens now?" I asked Dr. Winters.

"Now you have a choice," she replied, setting the tablet down. "The standard protocol would be to move you to the general program, where you would continue to provide genetic material to a wider range of recipients."

I nodded, having expected as much. "And the other option?"

"The Director has authorized me to offer you a permanent position with the special project. There are more high-priority cases waiting—women with specific genetic requirements or psychological needs that our standard donors can't fulfill."

I considered this. A permanent role as an elite breeder, working with women who needed me specifically. It was tempting in ways I hadn't anticipated when I first received that letter on my birthday.

"Would I have any contact with..." I hesitated, unsure how to phrase it.

"The offspring?" Dr. Winters supplied. "That would depend on the individual agreements with each recipient. Some may wish for your continued involvement, others may prefer anonymity."

I thought of the five women now carrying my children. Of Sophia, who had whispered that she wanted her child to know its father. Of Mei, who had spoken of honor and legacy. Of the others, each with their own hopes for the future.

"I need to see the Director," I decided.

Dr. Winters nodded as if she had expected this. "She's waiting for you. Follow me."

The walk to Director Blackwood's office felt different this time—no longer a summons to be evaluated, but a meeting between equals. When we entered, she was standing by the window, much as I had been earlier.

"Leave us," she instructed Dr. Winters, who departed without comment.

When we were alone, Director Blackwood turned to face me. "Congratulations are in order, Alex. Five successful conceptions in a single month is unprecedented."

"Thank you, Director," I replied, then added, "Vivian."

A small smile curved her lips at my use of her first name. "You've exceeded all expectations. The board is extremely pleased."

"Dr. Winters mentioned I have options going forward."

She nodded, moving to sit behind her desk. "The standard program would benefit enormously from your participation. Your genetic material could help hundreds of women conceive over the next few years."

"And the special project?"

"Would continue as it has this past month. Exclusive pairings with high-priority recipients, working closely with each woman until conception is achieved." She leaned forward. "The choice is yours."

I considered carefully before responding. "I want a third option."

Her eyebrow raised in that now-familiar expression of challenge. "Which is?"

"I want to continue with the special project, but with modifications," I said, taking a seat across from her. "I want to be involved in selecting the recipients. I want continued contact with the children if the mothers agree. And I want a partnership role in the program, not just as a donor but as a consultant on the psychological aspects of conception."

Director Blackwood studied me for a long moment. "You've changed since you arrived here."

"I've learned what I'm capable of," I replied. "And what matters to me."

She nodded slowly. "Your terms are unusual, but given your success rate, I believe the board will agree." She extended her hand across the desk. "Welcome to the leadership team, Alex."

I shook her hand, feeling the weight of the decision. "Thank you, Vivian."

"There's one more thing," she said, not releasing my hand. "A personal matter."

"Oh?"

Her professional demeanor slipped slightly, revealing a glimpse of the woman I had come to know in our private session. "Our evaluation last month had unexpected consequences."

My heart skipped a beat. "What kind of consequences?"

"It seems that despite being 'beyond reproductive age,' as I put it, I was not quite as beyond it as medical science suggested." She met my eyes directly. "I'm pregnant, Alex."

The news hit me like a physical blow. "You're... we're..."

"Yes," she confirmed. "It appears your exceptional capabilities extend beyond even what we measured."

I sat back, stunned. Six women. Six conceptions. Six children who would carry my genes into the future.

"I don't expect anything from you personally," Vivian continued, her professional tone returning. "This was an unforeseen outcome of our evaluation, nothing more."

But I could see in her eyes that it was more—that the woman behind the Director's title was experiencing the same complex emotions as the other recipients.

"I want to be involved," I said firmly. "With all of them. Including yours."

Something softened in her expression. "That can be arranged."

She rose from behind her desk, moving to the control panel on the wall. With a few taps, the large windows darkened, and the hidden door to her private suite slid open.

"Perhaps we should discuss the details of your new position more... thoroughly," she suggested, her voice dropping to that lower register I'd come to recognize.

"Another evaluation?" I asked, already feeling my body respond to the implication.

"No," she replied, reaching up to remove the pins from her hair, letting it fall in that silver-streaked cascade I remembered so vividly. "This would be our first official collaboration as partners."

I followed her into the private suite, where the bed had been made with fresh linens since our last encounter. As the door closed behind us, Vivian turned to face me, her hands moving to the buttons of her blazer.

"Pregnancy hormones are fascinating," she said, shrugging the blazer off to reveal a silk blouse. "They create certain... urges."

"Is that so?" I moved closer, helping her with the buttons of her blouse. "And what urges are you experiencing, Director?"

"Vivian," she corrected, letting the blouse fall away. "And I think you know exactly what I'm experiencing."

Beneath the blouse, she wore no bra this time, her breasts slightly fuller than I remembered, nipples already hard and sensitive. When I brushed my thumbs across them, she gasped.

"More sensitive now," she explained, arching into my touch. "Everything is more intense."

I lowered my head to take one nipple in my mouth, sucking gently. The sound she made was nothing like the controlled responses of our previous encounter—this was raw, needy, unfiltered.

"The pregnancy is already changing you," I observed, moving to the other breast.

"In more ways than one," she agreed, her hands working at my shirt buttons. "I find myself thinking about you at the most inappropriate times. During board meetings. In the middle of research reviews."

I smiled against her skin. "Thinking about what, exactly?"

She pushed my shirt off my shoulders, her hands immediately moving to the waistband of my pants. "About this," she said, cupping my erection through the fabric. "About how you filled me so completely. About how it felt when you came inside me."

Her words sent a surge of blood straight to my cock. I unfastened her skirt, letting it fall to the floor, revealing a lack of underwear that suggested she had been planning this encounter.

"No panties, Director?" I teased, running my fingers through the silver-streaked curls between her thighs. "How unprofessional."

"I told you," she breathed as my fingers found her already wet, "pregnancy creates certain urges. I've been wet since you walked into my office."

I slid two fingers inside her, finding her even hotter and slicker than before. "Your body's preparing itself," I murmured, curling my fingers to hit that spot that had made her lose control last time. "Getting ready to be fucked again."

She moaned, her professional facade completely gone now. "Yes," she admitted, working at my belt buckle. "I need it. Need you."

I let her push my pants and underwear down, my cock springing free, already fully hard. She wrapped her fingers around it, stroking with that confident grip I remembered.

"On the bed," I instructed, my voice low with desire.

For once, Vivian didn't challenge my authority. She moved to the bed, lying back with her legs already spread in invitation. I took a moment to appreciate the sight—the powerful Director Blackwood, naked and wanting, her body already showing the subtle changes of early pregnancy.

"Are you just going to look?" she asked, a hint of her usual commanding tone returning.

"I'm admiring my work," I replied, moving to join her on the bed. "The most powerful woman in the program, carrying my child."

Something flashed in her eyes—vulnerability mixed with pride. "Our child," she corrected.

"Our child," I agreed, positioning myself between her thighs.

I entered her slowly, savoring the sensation of her body welcoming me back. She was even tighter than I remembered, her inner walls gripping me with a heat that made me groan.

"You feel different," I observed, fully seated inside her.

"Increased blood flow," she explained, ever the scientist even as her body trembled around me. "Part of the pregnancy process."

I began to move, setting a rhythm that was neither gentle nor rough—steady, deep strokes that hit exactly where she needed them. Her hands gripped my shoulders, nails digging into my skin.

"The others," she gasped as I increased my pace. "The other recipients. They don't know about me yet."

"Do you want them to?" I asked, reaching between us to circle her clit with my thumb.

Her back arched at the additional stimulation. "Yes," she admitted. "I want them to know that I—oh god, right there—that I'm carrying your child too."

The thought of all six women, each pregnant with my child, each connected through me, sent a surge of primal satisfaction through my body. I drove into Vivian harder, my control slipping.

"You like that idea," she observed, even through her pleasure. "The six of us, all showing at once. All yours."

"Mine," I growled, surprising myself with the possessiveness in my voice. "All of you."

Her inner walls clenched around me at the word, her first orgasm washing over her with an intensity that made her cry out. I didn't slow my pace, working her through it and toward another peak.

"Alex," she gasped, her composure completely shattered now. "I'm going to—again—"

"That's it," I encouraged, feeling my own release approaching. "Cum for me, Vivian. Show me what I do to you."

Her second orgasm was even more powerful than the first, her entire body shaking with it. The rhythmic pulsing of her inner walls pushed me over the edge, and I drove in deep one final time, emptying myself inside her with a groan that came from somewhere primal and possessive.

We remained joined for several minutes, both catching our breath. When I finally withdrew, a stream of cum followed, adding to the mess we'd made of her expensive bedding.

"Well," she said after a moment, a smile playing at her lips, "I think we've successfully sealed our new partnership agreement."

I laughed, collapsing beside her. "Is this how you finalize all your business deals?"

"Only the important ones," she replied, turning to face me. Her expression grew more serious. "This changes everything, you know. Not just for us, but for the entire program."

I nodded, understanding the implications. "Six successful conceptions, including the Director herself. The board will have to approve my conditions now."

"They already have," she admitted. "I presented your case this morning, before you arrived. Your new position begins officially next week."

I raised an eyebrow. "You were that confident I'd accept?"

She placed a hand on her still-flat stomach. "I had compelling evidence that you were invested in the outcome."

Before I could respond, a chime sounded from the control panel. Vivian sighed, reaching for a robe beside the bed.

"The others are waiting," she explained, wrapping the silk around her body. "I've arranged a gathering in the common room. All five recipients, plus myself. It's time they all met each other—and understood your new role."

I dressed quickly, my mind racing with the implications. Six pregnant women, all carrying my children. A new position of authority within the program. A future I could never have imagined when I received that letter just over a month ago.

As we prepared to leave her private suite, Vivian paused at the door. "Are you ready for this? It won't be easy, balancing relationships with six different women, six different children."

I thought about each of them—Sophia, Mei, Natalia, Amara, Elena, and now Vivian. Each unique, each now carrying a part of me within them.

"I'm ready," I assured her, reaching for the door. "After all, I was selected for the breeding program for a reason."

She smiled, a genuine expression that transformed her face. "Yes, you were. Though I don't think any of us anticipated quite how successful you'd be."

Together, we walked toward the common room, where five women waited to hear how their lives—and mine—had been forever changed by the breeding program that had brought us together.

And as the door opened to reveal them all gathered there, their faces turning toward me with varying expressions of affection, gratitude, and desire, I knew that this was just the beginning of something extraordinary.

The breeding program had chosen me for my genetic qualities, but what they'd really found was something much rarer—a man capable of giving these women not just children, but the connection they truly needed.

"Ladies," I said, stepping into the room with Vivian beside me. "I believe we have some celebrating to do."

Sophia rose first, her lab coat unbuttoned to reveal the slight curve of her stomach. "Indeed we do," she agreed, moving toward me with clear intent. "And I think I know exactly how we should start."

As the other women rose to join her, their eyes dark with renewed desire despite their pregnant state, I realized that my work in the breeding program was far from over.

In fact, it was just getting interesting.
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