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A hot preview…

Her flavor was faint, but I could sense the strength of her pheromones. They were leaving a strong scent in the air, and I knew that she was highly fertile and receptive to my semen.

The idea just made my cock even harder inside her.

"Shit," I groaned. I'd never felt anything like this. "You're so tight."

"And you're so big and hard," she gasped, her huge tits bouncing on top of me.

I gripped them, sucking each of her nipples and swirling my tongue around them. She cried out in pleasure and I felt the first of her orgasms begin, her pussy spasming around my dick.

"Don't worry, I can take it. Keep going, alpha. Fuck me harder."

The Xerion Program: Part I

As a prime citizen of Alpha Vectra quadrant, I had been chosen for the selective breeding program that was taking place on a nearby planet, called Xerion. My genetically pristine DNA had been deemed desirable for the program, and so I was sent to the planet to participate.

As I arrived on the planet, I couldn't help but feel a certain sense of unease. The planet was quite barren, with only a few structures visible in the distance. The air was thick and hot, and I could feel my skin beginning to sweat.

Upon arriving at the facility, I was put through a series of rigorous physical and mental examinations to ensure that I was fit for breeding. The staff was made up of scientists and researchers, all of whom were highly trained in their respective fields.

Once I had passed the tests, I was welcomed aboard the research vessel that would take me to my destination. The vessel was large and luxurious, filled with amenities such as a gymnasium, spa, and even a cinema.

The main purpose of the voyage was to introduce me to my breeding partner. As an alpha male, I was greeted with awe and admiration from all of the women on board. Each one was equally beautiful in her own way, and all of them had impressive genetic scores.

Of course, it wasn't only about looks; they had also been selected for their intelligence and strength of character.

What I noticed, though, was that not all the women in the facility seemed entirely... human.

Some had eyes that were unusually colored - bright red, green, orange, or purple. Some had what appeared to be genetically enhanced breasts, so large that they were almost splitting open the tight bras most women aboard this ship wore.

As I was escorted to my quarters, I couldn't help but wonder about the strange modifications I had noticed. Was this all part of the selective breeding program? Had these women undergone genetic enhancements to make them more desirable to their male counterparts?

My thoughts were interrupted as I entered my room and was greeted by my partner. She was stunning, with long red-brown hair and piercing orange eyes. She wore a tight fitting suit that accentuated her curves, and a sly smile spread across her face as she approached me.

"Welcome, alpha," she purred. "I'm your partner for the breeding program."

She was absolutely gorgeous, with a body that could get any guy hard instantly. Her breasts were huge, her hips curved just right and her waist trim and tight. Her lips were full and red; it was almost like she'd been built to fuck.

"My name is Dahlia," she continued, her voice low and sultry. "And I promise to make this program worth your while."

I couldn't help but feel a stirring in my loins as I looked at her. She was like a goddess, and I couldn't wait to have her in my bed.

As we began to get to know each other, however, I started to notice something odd about her. Her movements were almost too fluid, too coordinated, as if she had been trained to move in a particular way.

And then I noticed her eyes - they weren't just orange, they were glowing.

"What are you?" I blurted out, unable to contain my curiosity any longer.

Dahlia's smile widened, and she stepped closer to me. "I am a genetically enhanced human," she said simply. "The program here on Xenon is not just about breeding; it's about creating the perfect human specimen."

My mind was reeling as I tried to process this information. Genetically enhanced? What does that mean?

Dahlia, sensing my confusion, explained. "The scientists here at Xenon have been hard at work for years developing a program in which they use genetic engineering to create a new breed of human being - one that is stronger, smarter, and healthier than the average person. By taking existing genes from different people and combining them with carefully selected traits, they are able to create individuals with certain enhanced abilities. This allows us to be more successful in the breeding program."

She continued to explain further details about the program - how it was designed to produce offspring with superior genetics and physical capabilities, as well as increased mental acuity. She also alluded to the possibility of augmenting these traits even further through additional genetic alterations.

"It's an ambitious project," she concluded, "and I'm proud to be part of it."

"So what exactly is the process? We just... have sex, and hope for the best?"

She shook her head. "The scientists here at Xenon want to ensure genetic compatibility for each pairing before we begin the breeding process. They take genetic tests on each of us beforehand and use that data to determine which people are best suited for each other. This is to prevent... unexpected offspring, and to help select for those traits they are most interested in."

"So what kinds of traits are they interested in?"

Dahlia's smile grew wider. "Well, there are a few different varieties of people here on Xenon. Some are enhanced for strength and agility, others for their intelligence, and some for their mental prowess. I, for example, have been genetically edited to be more attractive to men. My face and body have been altered to make me more appealing, and I've been given a set of implants that make me more sensitive to my partner's sexual pleasure."

"Wait, what?" I asked. "Implants?"

She nodded. "These implants make me incredibly receptive in...certain areas." She flushed a little bit. "For example, when my partner is inside me, I can experience twice as man orgasms, making me more likely to be fertilized."

"Wow. That's... intense."

"They've also given me a little something extra to help improve my... performance." She reached down and cupped her pussy, tracing her fingers along her labia. "I can produce a special kind of pheromone. When my partner experiences this, his pleasure increases - which means he orgasms harder, making him more likely to impregnate me."

I swallowed hard. As her fingers moved from her pussy to my crotch, she began to trace the outline of my cock. It was very hard, throbbing, in fact.

"What kind of pheromones?" I asked, as her lips got closer to mine.

"A special kind. They're enhanced potency. When women produce pheromones, it subconsciously triggers a sexual response in men. It's a primal thing - it makes guys want to get closer to women. In my case, they've altered my pheromones to be even stronger than they would be in an unmodified woman."

She was right. Because right now, all I could think about was how bad I wanted to be inside her.

"I need to fuck you," I groaned. "Dahlia, please."

She smiled, her beautiful face full of lust. "Of course," she whispered, pushing me onto my bed. "It's what I was made to do."

She climbed on top of me and straddled my waist, guiding my cock with her hand to her soaking wet pussy. She descended on top of it, enveloping it with her warmth. She began to move up and down, fucking me with a smooth rhythm. She put her hands on my chest, and as her body moved with mine, I could feel the hard nipples of her breasts rubbing against my skin.

She leaned into me, kissing me deeply. Our tongues intertwined, dancing together as we made out. I could feel her breasts pressing against me, and I could feel her pheromones filling the air. Her flavor was faint, but I could sense the strength of her pheromones. They were leaving a strong scent in the air, and I knew that she was highly fertile and receptive to my semen.

The idea just made my cock even harder inside her.

"Shit," I groaned. I'd never felt anything like this. "You're so tight."

"And you're so big and hard," she gasped, her huge tits bouncing on top of me.

I gripped them, sucking each of her nipples and swirling my tongue around them. She cried out in pleasure and I felt the first of her orgasms begin, her pussy spasming around my dick.

"Don't worry, I can take it. Keep going, alpha. Fuck me harder."

Her words drove me wild, and I began to thrust my hips upward.

She moaned louder, and I felt her pussy tighten around my cock as the second of her orgasms rolled over her.

I couldn't believe I was fucking someone with enhanced pheromones. I could feel the effects, my cock swelling even bigger inside her as the sexual tension built and built.

"So close," she gasped. "So close."

"Me too."

And we were. I could feel my orgasm welling up inside of me, and I knew that it would be big and intense. I tried to hold it back, but I just couldn't - as I felt her pussy tighten around my cock, I knew that I was going to cum harder than I'd ever cum before.

I felt my cock throb, my balls tight, and then, as I watched Dahlia's beautiful body jiggle and bounce on top of me, I came. I buried my face in her neck, crying out in pleasure. My cock spurted thick, huge, heavy pulses of semen, coating her womb.

"Yes, that's it!" she gasped. "I can feel you cumming in me, so hot and so deep!"

As I finished filling her up, her lips brushed mine again. We kissed, passionate and hard, our bodies united in the sole focus of getting her pregnant.

"I need you again," I said, flipping her on to her hands and knees. I took her from behind, filling her again with my hard dick. She gasped in pleasure. She was so wet and so tight, and I was so hard, that I couldn't help but just keep going and going, thrusting deeper and deeper.

Each time I was about to cum, I slowed down, but just for a moment. Then I'd thrust ever harder into her, feeling the pressure build up inside me as I pushed deeper and deeper. She moaned softly, and I felt her hands tighten as she pushed back against me. It was all I could do to resist cumming for as long as I could, but I knew I needed to work on my stamina for the numerous women I would have to fuck.

"I'm going to come again," she said, her voice thick with pleasure. "Don't stop, don't stop!"

I fucked her harder, grinding my cock against her tight, wet pussy. She cried out in pleasure again, her orgasm ripping through her body and leaving her trembling and weak.

"God, you're so good," she cried. "You're so big and so hard! I'm going to cum again!"

"Me too," I gasped, my cock pounding into her mercilessly. Her orgasm rolled over her, and I felt her pussy tighten. I groaned as she squeezed my cock, desperate to cum too. I could feel my orgasm approaching, and all of a sudden, I could feel it explode out of me. I spurted again and again, my cum filling up her pussy. I could feel it flowing deep into her womb, and with any luck, she'd soon get pregnant.

Panting, I pulled my cock out of her, covered in her juices. I lay down beside her and pulled her against me, her head on my chest.

"That was incredible," I said.

"I know," she replied, nuzzling against me. "It really was."

She kissed my chest and stroked my cock with her fingernails. "Can I tell you a secret, Ben?"

I looked down at her curiously. "What's that?"

"You're...well, better than all the guys I've been with."

I felt a little bit of jealousy even though I'd just met her. Deep down, of course, I knew that she'd have to fuck other guys...that was the whole point of the program. But it didn't stop me from feeling envious anyway.

"Really?

"Yeah," she said, looking up at me. "You're kind of gentle and kind, but also dominant...and you still have this great power and strength, and it's really hot."

I laughed. "I'm glad you approve."

She laughed. "Yes. You're always eager to fuck, but you're...I don't know, you're more in control of yourself. All the other guys, they just kind of explode into orgasm. You can hang on a lot longer. It's really impressive."

"Thanks," I said, genuinely pleased. "You've definitely upped my game."

"One more round, just to be sure?"

I grinned and kissed her. "Thought you'd never ask."
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