
        
            
                
            
        

    
Claiming the Billionaire’s Ex-Wives

Five Hot MILFs. One Stud. A Billion-Dollar Prize.
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Disclaimer

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Although the author has made every effort to ensure that the information in this book was correct at press time, the author does not assume and hereby disclaims any liability to any party for any loss, damage, or disruption caused by errors or omissions, whether such errors or omissions result from negligence, accident, or any other cause.

Also, all characters in this book are of legal age. And any resemblance to real life persons is purely coincidental.


Chapter One

Russ Preston wiped the grease from his hands onto the front of his faded black apron, the one with the cartoon pizza slice that had been peeling off for months. The campus pizza joint was dead at 11:47 p.m. on a Tuesday. Only the hum of the fluorescent lights and the occasional sizzle of leftover pepperoni kept him company. He was twenty-two, average height, average build, with messy brown hair that always looked like he’d just rolled out of bed after pulling an all-nighter on a term paper he hadn’t started.

“Another thrilling night in paradise,” he muttered, tossing the last tray into the industrial dishwasher.

Headlights swept across the parking lot. Not the usual beat-up Honda of a drunk student craving late-night carbs. This was a long, sleek black stretch limo that looked like it had wandered off the set of a movie about billionaires. It glided to a stop right in front of the glass doors.

Russ froze, pizza cutter still in hand. “What the…?”

The rear door opened. Out stepped a woman who made the entire greasy restaurant feel suddenly cheap. She was tall, maybe five-ten in heels, with razor-sharp cheekbones, ice-blue eyes, and dark auburn hair pulled into a flawless chignon. Her charcoal suit hugged a figure that belonged on a fashion runway, not in a college town in the middle of nowhere. A faint French accent colored her words when she spoke.

“Russell Preston?”

He blinked. “Uh… yeah. It’s Russ.”

She extended a manicured hand. “Agathe Dumont. Senior counsel for the Jensen estate. May I have a moment of your time?”

Russ glanced around the empty shop, then back at the woman who looked like she’d never eaten a slice of pizza in her life. “Sure… I guess. We’re closing soon anyway.”

Agathe didn’t wait for an invitation. She strode inside, heels clicking on the tiled floor, and placed a thick manila envelope on the stainless-steel counter. From her slim leather briefcase she produced a tablet, set it down, and tapped the screen.

“Mr. Preston, what I am about to show you will sound… improbable. But I assure you, every document has been triple-verified.”

Russ wiped his hands again, suddenly self-conscious about the faint smell of marinara on his fingers. “Look, if this is some elaborate prank from the frat guys, I’m really not in the mood—”

“It is not a prank.”

She opened the envelope and slid out several pages. The top one was a detailed family tree, printed in crisp black ink. At the bottom was his name: Russell James Preston, age 22. Tracing upward, a thin red line connected him to a name he vaguely remembered from childhood stories—William Preston, his great-uncle or something like that. Thrice removed, the chart clarified.

“William Preston,” Agathe continued, her voice smooth and professional, “your distant relative, married into the Cartwell family in 1968. The Cartwells were old Texas oil money. William struck it rich drilling in the Permian Basin in the early 1970s. He died in 1976, childless. The male line was thought extinct… until you.”

Russ stared at the paper. “Okay… cool? I mean, I knew we had some rich uncle way back, but he’s been dead forever. What does this have to do with me?”

Agathe tapped the tablet. A video began playing. An elderly man with a weathered face, cowboy hat, and a voice like gravel appeared on screen. Hank “Ribeye” Jensen — the name was infamous even to someone who didn’t follow business news. The rival who had supposedly screwed over half the oil patch back in the day.

The video was dated three weeks earlier.

“If you’re watching this, I’m dead,” Jensen rasped, a smirk on his lips. “And I’m taking one last swing at that old bastard William Preston from beyond the grave. My will is simple. My five ex-wives — Cindy, Krystal, Jade, Delphine, and Tiffany — get nothing unless one of them produces a living heir fathered by a male descendant of the Cartwell dynasty. Blood test required. No loopholes. No surrogates. Natural conception only. The first one to give birth to a confirmed Cartwell child inherits the entire estate: approximately 2.7 billion dollars in assets, liquid and otherwise. The others get zip. If none succeed within nine months of my death, it all goes to a trust for feral hogs or some damn fool thing my lawyers cooked up.”

Jensen laughed, a wet, rattling sound. “Good luck, ladies. And to whichever lucky Cartwell boy is still breathing… try not to die of a heart attack.”

The video ended.

Russ stood there, mouth open. “You’re shitting me.”

“I do not shit people, Mr. Preston,” Agathe said dryly. “You are the only living male who carries sufficient Cartwell blood to satisfy the clause. Every other branch died out or produced only daughters. You are it.”

She swiped the tablet again. Five separate video windows appeared, each showing a breathtakingly beautiful woman in her mid-thirties, all staring directly at the camera — and now at him.

Cindy: golden blonde hair, perfect Southern smile, wearing a low-cut sundress that showed off sun-kissed cleavage and a diamond necklace that probably cost more than Russ’s tuition.

Krystal: raven-black hair pulled into a sleek ponytail, athletic body poured into a tight tank top, muscles toned like she lived in a gym.

Jade: dark waves with streaks of electric blue, visible tattoos crawling up one arm, a wicked smirk on crimson lips.

Delphine: elegant brunette with high cheekbones and smoky eyes, draped in silk like she’d just stepped off a Paris runway.

Tiffany: bouncy chestnut curls, bright blue eyes, and the kind of girl-next-door smile that hid pure trouble, wearing a tight western shirt with pearl snaps.

All five were stunning. All five were looking at Russ like he was a winning lottery ticket wrapped in chocolate.

Cindy spoke first, her voice dripping honey. “Well, hey there, sugar. You’re even cuter than the photos Agathe showed us.”

Krystal leaned closer to her camera. “We’ve all seen your driver’s license picture. Not bad for a college kid.”

Jade winked. “I like ’em young. More stamina.”

Delphine’s French accent was softer than Agathe’s. “We are all very motivated, Monsieur Preston.”

Tiffany giggled. “This is gonna be fun.”

Russ felt his face burn. “This… this can’t be real. I’m a pizza guy. I drive a 2009 Corolla with a check-engine light that’s been on for two years. You’re telling me five… insanely hot older women want to… what? Have my baby for a billion dollars?”

“Essentially, yes,” Agathe said, unflappable. “The will is ironclad. I drafted the codicil myself. Mr. Jensen was quite… creative in his final wishes.”

He laughed — a short, disbelieving bark. “Right. And I’m supposed to just… pick one? Or what?”

“All five are in competition,” Agathe explained. “Any of them who conceives and carries to term a child confirmed by DNA to be yours will claim the fortune. They have nine months from the reading of the will. Time is already running.”

She reached into her briefcase and slid a check across the counter. $50,000. Made out to Russell J. Preston.

“Consider this a good-faith advance for your time and travel. The ladies have a private jet waiting at the regional airport. Departure in ninety minutes. Your things will be packed and forwarded. Refuse, and the check still clears… but you will wonder for the rest of your life what you passed up.”

Russ stared at the check. Then at Agathe. Then at the five faces on the tablet, each one smiling with varying degrees of hunger, amusement, and raw determination.

His heart hammered against his ribs. This was insane. This was the plot of some trashy late-night movie. But the check was real. The family tree looked real. And those women…

He swallowed hard.

“Fine,” he said, voice cracking slightly. “But I need to call my mom or something. And I have a bio exam on Thursday.”

Agathe allowed herself the faintest smile. “Your academic schedule has already been… accommodated. Shall we?”

Forty minutes later, Russ sat in the back of the limo, duffel bag hastily stuffed with whatever clothes he could grab from his dorm. His phone buzzed with texts from his roommate asking where the hell he was. He didn’t answer.

The regional airport was small, but the Gulfstream jet waiting on the tarmac gleamed under the lights like a silver bullet. Agathe escorted him up the stairs. Inside, the cabin smelled of leather and expensive perfume.

“Buckle up, Mr. Preston,” she said. “We land in Texas in under two hours.”

Russ sank into the plush seat, still half-convinced he was dreaming. The jet engines whined to life.

When they touched down at a private airstrip outside Austin, the clock on the dash read 12:53 a.m. Russ stepped out into the warm Texas night, duffel over his shoulder, feeling completely out of place in his faded jeans and pizza-stained hoodie.

Five pairs of long, toned legs appeared at the top of the jet’s stairs, backlit by the cabin lights.

They descended one by one, each more breathtaking in person.

Cindy first — blonde waves bouncing, hips swaying in a tight white sundress that clung to every curve. She walked straight up to him, perfume sweet and floral, and planted a soft kiss on his cheek. Her lips lingered just a second too long.

“Well, hey there, sugar,” she drawled, voice low and warm. Her hand brushed his arm. “We’ve been waiting for you.”

Behind her, the other four stepped onto the tarmac — Krystal in yoga pants that left nothing to the imagination, Jade with a leather jacket over a cropped top, Delphine in an elegant trench coat, Tiffany in cutoff shorts and cowboy boots.

They formed a loose semicircle around him, eyes gleaming with anticipation.

Cindy leaned in closer, her breath tickling his ear.

“Sugar,” she whispered, “we’re all ovulating this week.”

Russ’s knees nearly buckled.

The night air suddenly felt a lot hotter.


Chapter Two

The private SUV convoy wound through the dark Texas countryside, headlights cutting across rolling hills dotted with live oaks and the occasional oil pump jack frozen mid-stroke like sleeping metal giants. Russ sat sandwiched between Cindy on his left and Delphine on his right in the middle row, the scent of five different expensive perfumes filling the cabin like a high-end department store.

Cindy had claimed the seat closest to him immediately, her soft thigh pressed against his through the thin fabric of her sundress. Every time the SUV hit a bump, she let out a little laugh and leaned into him a fraction more.

“Welcome to the Jensen Ranch, sugar,” she purred as the massive wrought-iron gates swung open. “Two thousand acres of pure heaven. Hank always said it was the only thing he loved more than makin’ money… and me, of course.”

The main house appeared like something out of a dream — a sprawling limestone mansion with wraparound porches, multiple wings, and enough exterior lighting to make it look like a five-star resort dropped in the middle of nowhere. Barns, stables, a private helipad, and what looked like an Olympic-sized infinity pool glowing turquoise in the distance completed the picture.

As the vehicles pulled up to the grand entrance, Agathe Dumont stepped out of the lead car, tablet in hand. “Ladies, Mr. Preston. Rooms have been prepared. However, the will stipulates fair competition. No sabotage, no interference during designated private time. Tonight’s ‘first night rights’ were determined by lottery.”

Cindy raised her hand with a sweet, innocent smile that didn’t fool anyone. “And wouldn’t you know it, I drew the lucky straw.”

Krystal crossed her arms, raven ponytail swishing. “Rigged. I saw you switch the papers.”

“Hush now, darlin’,” Cindy replied without missing a beat. “A girl’s gotta use what God gave her. Y’all can have your turns tomorrow. Tonight, Russ is all mine.”

Russ felt his face heat as the other four women eyed him like lions watching a particularly juicy gazelle. Jade smirked and licked her lips. Tiffany bounced on her toes. Delphine gave him a slow, knowing smile. Only Agathe remained impassive, though the corner of her mouth twitched with barely concealed amusement.

“Very well,” Agathe said. “Ms. Cindy has the master suite until sunrise. The rest of you will retire to your respective wings. Security cameras in common areas only. Private quarters are off-limits. Good night, gentlemen… and ladies.”

Cindy took Russ’s hand, her fingers warm and soft, and led him inside like she owned the place — which, for tonight at least, she very much intended to.

The master suite was ridiculous. A king-sized four-poster bed big enough for six people dominated the room, draped in crisp white linens and a mountain of pillows. Floor-to-ceiling windows looked out over the infinity pool and the starlit Texas sky. A bottle of chilled champagne waited in a silver bucket beside a pitcher of sweet tea with fresh mint.

Cindy closed the heavy oak door behind them and turned the lock with a soft click. She kicked off her heels, shrinking just enough that she had to tilt her head up to look at him. At thirty-five, she was in her absolute prime — golden blonde hair cascading over bare shoulders, full breasts straining against the thin sundress, hips that swayed with natural, hypnotic rhythm.

“First things first, sugar,” she said, pouring two glasses of sweet tea and handing him one. “You look like you could use something to calm those nerves. Sit with me on the porch swing for a spell.”

She led him out through the French doors onto the private balcony that overlooked the pool. The swing creaked gently as they settled in, side by side, her bare leg brushing his. The night air was warm, thick with the scent of jasmine and distant cattle.

“You’re shakin’ a little,” Cindy observed, placing a hand on his thigh. “First time with an older woman?”

“First time with… any woman who looks like you,” Russ admitted, taking a long sip of the tea. It was perfectly sweetened, just like her voice.

She laughed, low and throaty. “Flatterer. But I like it. Hank was a mean old coot most days, but he taught me one thing — when opportunity knocks, you open the door wide and invite it to stay a while.” Her fingers traced slow circles on his knee. “And you, Russ Preston, are the biggest opportunity any of us has ever seen.”

They talked for nearly an hour. Cindy told stories about her pageant days, how she’d met Hank at twenty-two when she was crowned Miss Texas Oil, how the marriage had been fireworks and then ice. She asked about his life — college, pizza shifts, video games, the normalcy of it all. Every time he spoke, she listened like he was the most fascinating man alive, leaning closer, touching his arm, letting her hair brush his shoulder.

By the time the sweet tea was gone, Russ’s nerves had melted into something warmer, heavier.

Cindy stood and offered her hand. “Come on, sugar. It’s a beautiful night for a swim.”

She didn’t wait for an answer. With a playful wink, she reached behind her neck and untied the halter straps of her sundress. The fabric slid down her body like water, pooling at her feet. She wore nothing underneath. Her body was a masterpiece — full, natural breasts with dusky pink nipples already tightening in the night air, a narrow waist flaring into wide, womanly hips, and long, toned legs. A small landing strip of blonde hair pointed invitingly downward.

Russ’s mouth went dry.

“Your turn,” she whispered, stepping backward toward the stairs that led down to the pool deck.

He stripped quickly, suddenly aware of how much younger and less polished his body must look compared to the men she’d known. But when he stood naked before her, Cindy’s eyes darkened with genuine hunger.

“Oh, sugar… look at you. So young. So fresh.” She took his hand and led him down. The water in the infinity pool was perfectly warm, lit from below so it glowed like liquid sapphire. They slipped in together, the water lapping at their chests.

Cindy pressed against him immediately, her breasts soft and buoyant against his chest. Her lips found his in a slow, deep kiss that tasted like sweet tea and sin. Her tongue teased his, coaxing him to open wider as her hands explored his back, his shoulders, then lower to grip his ass and pull him flush against her.

“You feel so good,” she murmured against his mouth. “All tight and eager. I bet you can go for hours, can’t you?”

Russ groaned as her hand wrapped around his rapidly hardening cock beneath the water. She stroked him slowly, expertly, thumb circling the head while she kissed along his jaw.

“Easy now,” she cooed. “We’ve got all night. And I want to enjoy every inch of this young body.”

She guided him to the shallow end where a wide underwater ledge served as a bench. Cindy sat on the edge, legs spread, water streaming down her curves as she pulled him between her thighs. “Kiss me here first, sugar. Show me how much you want this.”

Russ dropped to his knees in the water, heart pounding. He kissed her inner thighs, working upward until his mouth found her slick folds. Cindy moaned softly, fingers threading through his wet hair as he licked and sucked with inexperienced but enthusiastic hunger. She tasted sweet and musky, her hips rolling gently against his face.

“That’s it… right there. You’re a natural, baby. Keep going… oh, yes…”

Her praise made him bolder. He slid two fingers inside her, curling them as he focused on her clit. Cindy’s breaths came faster, her Southern drawl thickening with pleasure.

“God, you’re gonna make me come already… don’t stop… don’t you dare stop…”

She shuddered through her first orgasm, thighs clamping around his head, a soft cry echoing across the pool deck. When she finally relaxed, she pulled him up and kissed him deeply, tasting herself on his tongue.

“My turn to worship you,” she whispered.

Cindy slid back into the water and sank to her knees on the submerged bench. She took him into her mouth with slow, deliberate suction, eyes locked on his the entire time. Her tongue swirled, her hands massaged his balls, and she took him deeper with every bob of her head until her nose brushed his abdomen. Russ gripped the edge of the pool, groaning, fighting not to thrust too hard.

She pulled off with a wet pop. “Such a nice, thick cock for such a sweet boy. And so hard already. I love how young men recover so fast…”

They moved to one of the wide lounge chairs beside the pool. Cindy pushed him onto his back and straddled him, guiding his cock to her entrance. She sank down slowly, inch by inch, her tight, wet heat enveloping him completely.

“Ohhh, sugar… you fill me so perfectly,” she moaned, hands on his chest as she began to ride him with languid rolls of her hips. “Feel how wet I am for you? This pussy’s been waitin’ for a Cartwell cock for years.”

Russ’s hands roamed her body — squeezing her full breasts, pinching her nipples, gripping her hips as she rode him faster. Cindy leaned down, breasts pressing against his chest, and kissed him while grinding deep.

“You’re gonna give me a baby tonight, aren’t you? Gonna pump all that young seed deep inside me… again and again…”

The words sent fire through his veins. He flipped her onto her back, driven by instinct, and thrust into her harder. Cindy wrapped her legs around his waist, heels digging into his ass, urging him deeper.

“Yes! Just like that… fuck me, Russ. Use that stamina. I can take it all night.”

They fucked passionately on the lounge chair, then moved back into the pool, then onto the soft grass nearby under the stars. Cindy came twice more — once riding him reverse cowgirl, once with her legs over his shoulders as he pounded her into the ground. Each time she praised him, called him her “strong young stud,” tracked her ovulation app on her phone between rounds with a playful giggle.

“Still in my fertile window, sugar. Keep fillin’ me up…”

By the third round, Russ was drenched in sweat and pool water, muscles burning, but his cock stayed rock-hard for her. Cindy rode him one final time on the swing, slow and deep, kissing him tenderly as he emptied himself inside her again with a long, shuddering groan.

They collapsed together afterward, wrapped in a large towel on the oversized outdoor bed near the pool. Cindy traced lazy circles on his chest.

“You were incredible,” she whispered. “Better than any man I’ve had in years. We’re gonna make such a beautiful baby.”

Russ drifted off with her curled against him, her soft breathing the last thing he heard.

Morning light filtered through the windows when Russ woke. His body ached in the best possible way — thighs sore, back scratched, cock tender from overuse. Cindy was gone, but a note on the pillow read: “Had to run to the spa for my ‘afterglow’ facial. You rest up, sugar. Last night was heaven. XOXO — Cindy”

He smiled, still half in disbelief. One night and he already felt like a different man.

Russ padded naked into the enormous en-suite bathroom, the marble cool under his feet. He stepped into the massive walk-in shower with multiple rain heads and turned the water on hot. Steam filled the glass enclosure as he let the spray pound his shoulders.

The door to the bathroom clicked open.

Russ turned, expecting Cindy.

Instead, Krystal stood there in a tight sports bra and tiny shorts, raven hair in a high ponytail, looking like she’d just come from a workout. Her eyes raked over his naked, water-slicked body with blatant appreciation.

“Oh… oops,” she said, not sounding sorry at all. Her gaze dropped to his cock, which twitched under the sudden attention. “Didn’t realize the shower was occupied.”

Before Russ could grab a towel, Krystal’s hand went to the hem of her sports bra. With a wicked little smile, she started to lift it.

The towel slipped from Russ’s fingers and dropped to the floor.


Chapter Three

Russ barely had time to register Krystal’s wicked smile before she stepped fully into the master bathroom, locking the door behind her with a soft click. Steam swirled around her athletic frame as she peeled off her sports bra in one smooth motion, revealing firm, high breasts with dark nipples already pebbled from anticipation. Her tiny shorts followed, sliding down long, sculpted legs until she stood completely naked — every muscle defined, zero body fat, the kind of body that screamed discipline and raw sexual power.

“Morning, stud,” she said, voice husky. “Cindy had her turn. Now it’s mine. And I don’t do slow and sweet.”

Before Russ could answer, she stepped into the massive shower, water cascading over her raven hair and toned body. She pressed against him, her firm breasts against his chest, one hand already wrapping around his cock, which — despite the night’s exertions — was rapidly hardening again.

“Krystal, I just—”

“Shh. Save your energy.” She stroked him firmly, thumb circling the head. “You’re young. You’ll recover. And I’m ovulating hard today. We’re going to make this count.”

She dropped to her knees on the wet tile and took him into her mouth with aggressive hunger, sucking deep and fast, no teasing. Russ groaned, hands bracing against the glass wall as her ponytail bobbed. Krystal was all business — hollowed cheeks, swirling tongue, one hand massaging his balls while the other pumped the base. Within minutes he was pulsing, but she pulled off with a pop.

“Not yet. Save it for the gym. Get dressed. We’re leaving in five.”

She tossed him a towel, dressed quickly in fresh workout gear she’d apparently brought with her, and practically dragged him out of the master suite before Cindy could return from the spa.

The ranch’s state-of-the-art gym occupied an entire detached building — floor-to-ceiling mirrors, top-of-the-line machines, free weights, a full boxing ring, and a private sauna room with cedar benches. Krystal had clearly prepared. A protein shaker waited on the counter, along with two ovulation-tracking wristbands.

“Put this on,” she ordered, snapping one around his wrist. The other went on her own. “It monitors heart rate, temperature, everything. Tells me exactly when you’re peaking and when I’m at max fertility. Today’s window is narrow. We’re maximizing every drop.”

She mixed the protein shake — chocolate flavored, but with a strange herbal aftertaste. “Aphrodisiac blend. Maca, tongkat ali, some custom stuff my trainer swears by. Drink.”

Russ downed it. Heat spread through his veins almost immediately.

Krystal grinned. “Good boy. Now strip. Clothes just get in the way.”

She peeled off her own tank top and shorts, standing naked and glistening under the gym lights. Russ followed, feeling strangely exposed yet exhilarated. This wasn’t romantic like with Cindy. This was raw, competitive, almost clinical — and it was turning him on more than he expected.

Krystal started with “warm-ups” on the weight bench. She lay back, legs spread wide, and pulled him on top of her. “High-rep missionary. Three sets of twenty. Thrust deep, hold at the bottom, squeeze my clit with your pelvis on every rep.”

Russ obeyed, sliding into her tight, already-wet pussy. She was incredibly strong — her inner muscles clenched around him like a vice. They fucked in perfect rhythm, her counting reps out loud like a trainer.

“One… two… deeper, Russ… yes! Feel how my body’s pulling you in? This pussy wants your Cartwell genes.”

Sweat built quickly. By the second set her legs were locked around his waist, heels digging into his ass, urging harder thrusts. The mirrored walls reflected them from every angle — his younger, less-defined body contrasted against her sculpted perfection. Russ found himself getting off on it: being used, commanded, treated like prime breeding stock. The thought sent a thrill through him he’d never felt before.

After the bench, she moved him to the cable machine. Krystal gripped the bar overhead, hanging slightly, legs wrapped around his hips. “Pull-ups with resistance. Fuck me while I do sets of ten.”

He thrust upward into her as she pulled her body up, core tight, breasts bouncing with each rep. The position was athletic and intense. Krystal moaned through gritted teeth, sweat dripping down her abs.

“Harder! Give me that young cock. Pump it like you mean it!”

They migrated to the sauna next. The dry heat amplified everything. Krystal sat on the top bench, legs spread, and pulled his face between her thighs first. “Recovery set. Eat me while I cool down.”

Russ licked her eagerly, tasting the salty mix of sweat and arousal. She came hard on his tongue, thighs clamping like steel, a sharp cry echoing off the cedar walls. Then she flipped positions, bending over the bench.

“Doggy. Heavy reps. Grab my hips and breed me.”

He slammed into her from behind, the sound of skin slapping skin loud in the enclosed space. Krystal pushed back to meet every thrust, demanding more speed, more depth. “That’s it… flood me. I want every swimmer racing for my egg.”

Russ lost count of how many times they switched positions and machines. Against the mirrored wall — her back to the glass, one leg hooked over his arm as he pounded upward. On the yoga mats — her riding him in a deep squat, powerful thighs flexing as she bounced. In the boxing ring — pinned against the ropes while she wrapped her legs around him in a standing fuck that left them both gasping.

Through it all, the wristbands beeped occasionally, tracking peaks. Krystal checked them obsessively between rounds, forcing him to drink more shake, then riding him again with renewed ferocity.

Russ discovered something surprising: he loved it. Being objectified for his youth, his stamina, his genetics. No pretense of romance — just pure, athletic breeding. His cock stayed hard far longer than he thought possible, fueled by the shake and her relentless energy.

“You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” Krystal panted during a brief water break, her body shiny with sweat. “Being my personal stud. Say it.”

“I… yeah,” Russ admitted, voice hoarse. “I like being used for this.”

“Good boy.” She kissed him hard. “Then give me one more set.”

They were in the middle of a particularly athletic session — Krystal in a full split on the stretching mat, Russ thrusting deep while holding her ankles — when the gym door burst open.

Jade stormed in first, phone in hand, followed by Cindy, Delphine, and Tiffany. All five women were in various states of undress or workout clothes, faces flushed with fury.

“What the actual fuck, Krystal?” Jade snapped, holding up her phone. “You hacked the security cameras? Leaking this to the group chat?”

The footage was playing on Jade’s screen — clear, high-definition clips of Krystal riding Russ on the weight bench, her moans echoing through the phone speaker.

Krystal didn’t even stop thrusting back against Russ. “It’s called motivation, Jade. You bitches needed to see how a real athlete handles business.”

Cindy’s Southern sweetness vanished. “You sneaky little gym rat! I had him sweet and tender last night, and now you’re turnin’ him into a sweat-soaked fuck machine?”

Delphine crossed her arms, elegant even in anger. “This is unsportsmanlike. We agreed on fair competition.”

Tiffany bounced on her toes, looking ready to throw hands. “Hand him over! My turn’s coming and I’m not lettin’ you wear him out!”

The argument escalated fast. Jade shoved her phone at Krystal. Krystal shoved back. Cindy stepped between them, voice rising. Delphine tried to mediate in rapid French-accented English while Tiffany started yelling about “rodeo rules.”

Russ, still buried deep inside Krystal, suddenly found himself in the middle of a catfight. Naked, sweating, cock throbbing.

“Enough!” he shouted, pulling out and stepping between them, shirtless and glistening with sweat, chest heaving. His hair was plastered to his forehead, abs tight from the workout, cock still hard and slick from Krystal.

The five women froze.

Their eyes locked onto him — young, flushed, muscular from exertion, cum and sweat shining on his skin. The anger in the room shifted instantly to something hotter. Pupils dilated. Breaths quickened. Even Krystal bit her lip, staring at the man she’d just been using so aggressively.

“Damn…” Jade whispered.

Cindy fanned herself. “Sugar, you look good enough to eat.”

Tiffany let out a low whistle. “That’s what I’m talkin’ about.”

The tension crackled. For a moment it looked like the catfight might turn into a group free-for-all right there on the gym floor.

Agathe Dumont’s voice cut through from the doorway. She had clearly been watching via the hacked feed. “Ladies. Mr. Preston. The will prohibits physical violence. Save the energy for conception. Back to your scheduled rotations, or I will enforce penalties.”

The women reluctantly dispersed, shooting heated glances at Russ as they left. Krystal gave him one last possessive kiss. “We’re not done, stud. Tonight, round two in my room.”

Russ collapsed onto a bench, heart still racing, body buzzing with endorphins and the strange new thrill of being desired so fiercely.

Later that afternoon, in the main house’s private medical bay, all five women gathered for early pregnancy tests — the fancy kind that could detect hCG almost immediately. Agathe oversaw the process with clinical detachment.

One by one, the results came in.

Negative.

All five tests: clear, unambiguous negatives.

Krystal stared at hers in disbelief. “What? But my timing was perfect…”

Cindy clutched hers, a slow smile spreading. “Well, well. Looks like last night didn’t take either. Plenty of time left, girls.”

Jade smirked. “Guess the young stud’s swimmers need more practice.”

Delphine remained poised, but her eyes gleamed with renewed hope. Tiffany actually cheered.

Russ stood there, still in gym shorts, watching the women process the news. No one was pregnant yet. The competition was wide open again.

Krystal turned to him with a predatory grin. “Looks like we all get more chances to train you properly.”

The other four nodded, eyes burning with fresh determination.

Russ swallowed hard, a mix of exhaustion and excitement flooding his veins.

The game had only just begun.


Chapter Four

The blacked-out SUV rolled into downtown Austin just after noon, the Texas sun beating down on the colorful streets lined with music venues and hipster coffee shops. Russ sat in the back seat, still sore in the best and worst ways from Krystal’s gym marathon the day before. His body felt used, claimed, and strangely alive.

Jade drove, one hand on the wheel, the other occasionally drifting over to squeeze his thigh. She wore a cropped black tank top that showed off the colorful tattoos sleeving both arms — roses, skulls, pin-up girls, and a coiled serpent that disappeared under the fabric. Her dark hair had fresh electric-blue streaks, and her crimson lips curved in a perpetual wicked smirk.

“Time for a little culture, baby,” she said, voice low and smoky. “My private parlor. No clients today. Just you, me, and some ink.”

Russ shifted in his seat. “You’re really going to tattoo me?”

“Only something small. Something secret.” She glanced over, eyes sparkling with mischief. “Trust me. You’ll like it.”

The parlor was tucked in a converted warehouse on the edge of the arts district. A discreet neon sign read “Jade’s Ink” above a heavy steel door. Inside, the space was pure Jade: black walls covered in flash art, a vintage tattoo chair in the front room, and a private back studio separated by a heavy velvet curtain.

As soon as the door locked behind them, Jade spun and pushed Russ against the wall, kissing him hard. Her tongue pierced with a silver barbell flicked against his, sending an unexpected jolt through him. She tasted like cherry gum and danger.

“God, I’ve been waiting for my turn,” she growled against his mouth. “Cindy with her sweet tea bullshit. Krystal treating you like a dumbbell. Me? I’m gonna ruin you for anyone else.”

She dragged him through the curtain into the back room. The space was dim, lit by red neon strips and the glow of a sterilization station. A wide, padded leather tattoo chair dominated the center, adjustable and clearly built for more than just ink. On a nearby tray lay a tattoo gun, fresh needles, and several small toys — a sleek black vibrator, a set of metal nipple clamps, and a bottle of warming lube.

Jade stripped without ceremony, revealing a body covered in art. Intricate mandalas circled her breasts, a phoenix rose from her hip across her ribs, and a delicate chain of stars disappeared between her legs. Multiple piercings glinted — silver rings through both nipples, a curved barbell in her navel, and a discreet hood piercing that caught the light when she moved.

“Clothes off, college boy,” she ordered, already adjusting the chair into a semi-reclined position. “Time for the cultural experience.”

Russ obeyed, pulse racing. Jade was nothing like the others. No Southern charm, no athletic discipline — just raw, unfiltered lust and a darkness that made his stomach flip in the hottest way.

Once he was naked, she pushed him into the chair and straddled his lap, grinding her already-wet pussy along his hardening cock. “You blush so pretty when I talk dirty. Let’s see how red I can make you.”

She leaned in, lips brushing his ear. “I’m gonna ride this young Cartwell dick until you’re begging to fill me up. Gonna milk every drop so I can get knocked up and take that billion-dollar fortune right out from under those other bitches.”

Her dirty talk hit different. Russ’s face burned as she continued.

“Yeah, that’s it. Get hard for me. Imagine me walking around with your baby in my belly while Cindy cries into her sweet tea.”

Flashbacks hit Jade as she reached for the tattoo gun. She remembered the early days with Hank “Ribeye” Jensen. At twenty-three she’d been wild, fresh off the rock scene, covered in fresh ink. Hank had loved showing her off — until he didn’t. The put-downs started subtle, then turned cruel. He’d called her trash, a whore with too many tattoos, locked her out of accounts, humiliated her in front of business partners. The worst nights were when he’d bring other women home and make her watch, telling her she was only good for one thing.

That’s why this wasn’t just about the money for her. It was revenge wrapped in genuine hunger. A baby with the last Cartwell would let her rewrite the ending. She’d raise the heir her way — free, wild, untamed. And the fortune? That was just the cherry on top.

Jade clicked the tattoo gun on. The familiar buzz filled the room like white noise. She positioned it near Russ’s left ear, behind the lobe where hair would hide it.

“Stay very still, baby,” she purred, lowering herself onto his cock in one slow, slick slide. “This is gonna sting… but in the best way.”

Russ gasped as she took him fully inside her. She was tight, hot, and pierced — the hood piercing added a strange, delicious texture that made every movement electric. Jade began to rock her hips in a slow grind while the tattoo gun buzzed against his skin.

“Fuck… you feel good,” she moaned, voice vibrating with the gun’s rhythm. “Nice thick cock for a college kid. Bet those other MILFs didn’t ride you like this.”

The pain behind his ear was sharp but small — she was only doing a tiny script letter. “J” in elegant, flowing script. Her mark. Claiming him.

While she worked, the dirty talk flowed nonstop, making Russ’s ears burn even hotter than the needle.

“You like this, don’t you? Getting fucked and tattooed at the same time. My little secret. Every time you look in the mirror, you’ll remember whose pussy felt the best.”

She rode him harder, the leather chair creaking beneath them. The tattoo gun never stopped buzzing as she switched angles, bouncing on his lap, breasts with their silver rings jiggling inches from his face. Russ gripped her tattooed hips, thrusting up to meet her, the dual sensations of pain and pleasure short-circuiting his brain.

Jade set the gun down for a moment, only to grab the sleek black vibrator. She pressed it against her clit while still impaled on him and turned it on high.

“Ohhh fuck yes,” she groaned, eyes rolling back. “Gonna come all over this Cartwell dick while I finish your mark.”

She picked the gun back up, buzzing steadily as her hips moved faster. The combination pushed Russ right to the edge. Jade’s inner walls clenched rhythmically thanks to the piercing and the vibe, milking him relentlessly.

“Come for me, baby,” she commanded, voice raw. “Fill me deep. Give me that revenge baby. Knock up the wife Hank treated like shit.”

Russ couldn’t hold back. He came hard, groaning loudly as he pumped pulse after pulse deep inside her. Jade followed seconds later, crying out, body shaking, the tattoo gun still buzzing erratically against his skin as her orgasm ripped through her.

When the waves finally subsided, she switched off both the gun and the vibrator. A tiny, elegant “J” now sat hidden behind Russ’s left ear — small enough to stay secret, permanent enough to matter.

Jade leaned in and kissed the fresh ink gently. “There. So you remember who rocked your world first.”

She stayed on his lap, cock still buried inside her, both of them breathing hard. For a moment the wildness softened. Jade traced a finger down his chest.

“Hank used to tell me I was worthless except for spreading my legs,” she whispered. “This… this is me taking it all back. The baby. The money. And you. I want all three.”

Russ pulled her closer, surprisingly tender after the intensity. “You’re not worthless, Jade.”

She smirked, but her eyes were brighter than usual. “Careful, college boy. Don’t go catching feelings. This is still a competition.”

Meanwhile, miles away at the ranch, Delphine and Tiffany had formed a temporary alliance. They sat in the private study, laptops open, speaking in hushed tones.

Delphine, elegant as ever in a silk blouse, typed rapidly. “The fertility specialist I know from Paris is the best. Dr. Moreau. He has… certain compounds. Hormonal blockers disguised as vitamins. If we get them into the others’ supplements…”

Tiffany grinned, her rodeo-princess charm hiding pure ruthlessness. “And I’ll handle the timing. Make sure Russ is too worn out for their windows. We split the fortune fifty-fifty if either of us wins.”

They shook on it, then made the call. A private jet was already being fueled for Dr. Moreau’s arrival later that evening.

Back in Austin, Jade and Russ had moved to the leather couch in the corner. She was on her hands and knees, Russ behind her for round two, the tattoo gun now silent but the memory of its buzz still humming in his nerves. Jade’s dirty talk had turned filthier, pushing every button he had.

“Harder, baby. Breed your bad-girl MILF. Imagine me with a belly full of your cum while the others cry…”

They were mid-thrust when Jade’s phone buzzed on the tray. She reached for it without stopping, glancing at the screen.

Her rhythm faltered for just a second.

“Two days late,” she whispered, a slow, triumphant smile spreading across her face. She pushed back against him harder. “My period’s two days late, Russ. Could be nothing… or it could be you already put a baby in me.”

The words sent a fresh surge through him. He gripped her tattooed hips and drove deeper, the idea of actually knocking her up hitting harder than expected.

They finished together again, collapsing in a sweaty, satisfied heap on the couch.

Jade was still catching her breath, tracing the fresh “J” behind his ear with a fingertip, when the sound of jet engines broke the quiet Austin afternoon.

A sleek private plane was descending toward the small executive airport just a few miles away.

Jade sat up, eyes narrowing. “That’s not one of ours. Too small for commercial… too fancy for cargo.”

Russ pulled on his jeans, heart still racing. “Think it’s the others?”

Jade smirked, but there was a competitive edge in her voice. “Probably. Means the game just got dirtier.”

She kissed him once more, hard and possessive, then whispered against his lips:

“Let’s go see what fresh hell those bitches cooked up.”

The doctor’s private jet touched down with a soft screech of tires.


Chapter Five

A sleek black Mercedes Maybach glided along the winding roads of the Texas Hill Country, leaving the sprawling Jensen Ranch far behind. Delphine sat beside Russ in the back seat, her long legs elegantly crossed, one hand resting lightly on his knee. She wore a simple yet devastating cream silk blouse and tailored trousers that whispered luxury with every movement. Her dark hair was swept into a loose chignon, and a delicate diamond pendant rested just above the subtle swell of her cleavage.

“We are leaving the chaos behind for one night, mon chéri,” she said, her French accent soft and melodic, like velvet brushing skin. “Just you and me. No cameras, no rivalries, no gym equipment. Only pleasure… and purpose.”

Russ glanced at her, still buzzing from the whirlwind of the past days. Cindy’s sweet heat by the pool, Krystal’s relentless athleticism in the gym, Jade’s wild, inked passion in the tattoo parlor. Each woman had been intoxicating in her own way, but Delphine felt different — refined, almost dangerous in her composure.

The luxury villa appeared like a mirage as they crested a hill: a modern masterpiece of glass and limestone perched on a private bluff overlooking rolling vineyards and a private lake. A personal chef and two discreet staff members greeted them at the entrance before vanishing, leaving the entire property to Delphine and Russ alone.

Inside, the villa was a symphony of elegance. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the sunset. Soft classical music — a Chopin nocturne — played through hidden speakers. The master bedroom featured an enormous bed dressed in the finest Egyptian cotton sheets the color of fresh cream, scattered with rose petals. Candles in crystal holders flickered everywhere, filling the air with the subtle scent of sandalwood and vanilla.

Delphine poured two flutes of chilled Dom Pérignon, handing one to Russ with a graceful smile. “To new beginnings. And to the beautiful child we will create tonight.”

They dined first on the terrace overlooking the lake. The chef had prepared a light, aphrodisiac-focused meal: fresh oysters, seared scallops with saffron, asparagus tips, dark chocolate-dipped strawberries, and more champagne. Delphine fed Russ bites from her own fork, her eyes never leaving his. She asked about his dreams beyond college, his favorite books, what made him laugh. She listened with genuine interest, making him feel like the most important man in the world rather than just a walking sperm donor.

“You are more than your bloodline, Russ,” she murmured, tracing a finger along the back of his hand. “There is kindness in you. Strength that has nothing to do with muscles or money. I see it.”

After dinner, she led him to the bedroom. The lights were low, the music shifting to a sensual cello suite. Delphine disappeared into the dressing room and returned wearing only delicate French lingerie — a sheer black babydoll that barely contained her full breasts, paired with matching garter belt and stockings. Her body was supermodel perfection: long limbs, subtle curves, skin like porcelain.

“Tonight is not about rushing,” she whispered, guiding him to the bed. “It is about connection. About timing every sensation to my body’s rhythm. I am at my absolute peak fertility right now. We will make love slowly, deeply, and repeatedly… until your seed finds its home.”

She undressed him with reverent hands, kissing every inch of skin she revealed. When he was naked, she pushed him gently onto the silk sheets and straddled his hips without taking him inside her yet. Instead, she began teaching him tantric techniques — breathing in sync, eye contact that felt almost too intimate, slow grinding movements that built pleasure without immediate release.

“Breathe with me,” she instructed, her voice a soothing caress. “Feel the energy rising. Hold it. Let it circulate.”

Russ followed her lead. The experience was unlike anything he’d known. With Cindy it had been warm and playful. With Krystal, raw and athletic. With Jade, filthy and rebellious. Delphine made it cinematic — romantic, almost spiritual. Their bodies moved together in perfect rhythm, her hips rolling in slow circles while she kept him buried deep inside her tight, silky heat.

The first orgasm she drew from him was slow-building and shattering. Delphine clenched around him rhythmically, milking him as she whispered French endearments. “Oui… donne-moi tout, mon amour… fill me…”

They rested briefly, sipping champagne, before she mounted him again in a new position — her on top but leaning back, hands on his thighs, taking him at a deeper angle. Candlelight danced across her skin as she rode him with graceful control, breasts swaying gently, eyes locked on his. She came first this time, a soft, elegant cry escaping her lips as her body trembled. The sight pushed Russ over the edge again, pumping deep inside her while classical music swelled around them.

Hours passed in a haze of luxurious lovemaking. They moved from the bed to a deep soaking tub filled with rose-scented water, where she rode him slowly underwater, the buoyancy adding a dreamlike quality. Then back to the silk sheets for a third round — missionary this time, faces close, breathing shared, his thrusts measured and deep while she wrapped her long legs around him.

“You are falling for me a little, aren’t you?” Delphine whispered during a quiet moment between rounds, her fingers tracing his jaw. “I can see it in your eyes. It is all right, Russ. Feelings make the pleasure deeper… make the conception more likely.”

Russ’s heart stuttered. She was right. Something was shifting inside him. Delphine wasn’t just stunning — she was sophisticated, attentive, making him feel seen in a way the others hadn’t. The thought of her carrying his child suddenly felt less like a crazy competition and more like something real. The complication hit him hard: how could he possibly choose, or even want to choose, when all five women were pulling at his heart and body in different ways?

Back at the Jensen Ranch, chaos was erupting in the grand library.

Cindy, Krystal, and Jade had gathered for an emergency “war council,” all three still in various states of undress from interrupted evenings. Cindy paced in a short silk robe, blonde hair tousled. Krystal sat on the edge of the massive oak table in workout leggings, arms crossed. Jade lounged in a leather chair, boots propped up, freshly lit cigarette in hand despite the no-smoking rule.

“That French bitch stole him,” Cindy fumed. “Spirited him away to some fancy villa like she’s in a damn romance movie. Champagne and tantric sex? She’s playing dirty!”

Krystal nodded sharply. “My high-intensity sessions were working. He was responding. Now she’s probably edging him for hours, making him fall in love with her perfect supermodel ass.”

Jade exhaled smoke. “At least I marked him. Tiny ‘J’ behind his ear. He’ll think of me every time he looks in a mirror. But yeah… Delphine’s dangerous. She’s the one who could actually make him catch real feelings.”

The door burst open and Tiffany strode in, still wearing her cutoff shorts and cowboy boots, looking every bit the ruthless rodeo princess. At thirty-four she was the youngest of the five, and the most cutthroat when cornered.

“Enough whining,” Tiffany snapped. “Y’all had your turns. Cindy with the porch swing, Krystal with the gym, Jade with the tattoo gun. Delphine’s doing her slow-burn seduction bullshit. My window is closing and I’m not lettin’ some elegant ice queen lock this down.”

She slammed a bottle of premium whiskey on the table and poured shots for everyone.

“Here’s what we’re gonna do. I’m takin’ the whole group for a private rodeo tomorrow night. Mechanical bull, line dancing, hayloft, the works. I’ll get Russ out there under the stars, loud and wild, the way a real Texas woman does it. While he’s busy with me, the rest of you keep Delphine occupied — spill wine on her dress, start a fake argument, whatever. I need uninterrupted time.”

Cindy raised an eyebrow. “And if he catches feelings for Delphine?”

Tiffany’s smile was sharp and dangerous. “Then I’ll fuck those feelings right out of him in the hayloft. Loud enough for the whole ranch to hear. No man walks away from Tiffany Reynolds without rememberin’ who rode him best.”

The three other women exchanged glances, then slowly nodded. The alliance shifted again — temporary, fragile, but united against Delphine for one night.

Back at the villa, the night had deepened. Russ and Delphine lay tangled in the silk sheets, bodies slick with sweat despite the perfectly controlled temperature. She was on her side, one long leg hooked over his hip as he thrust slowly into her from behind, spooning position. Candlelight painted golden highlights across her flawless skin. The music had shifted to a soft Debussy piece, dreamy and romantic.

Delphine reached back, cupping his face. “Come with me again, Russ. One more time… deep and slow. Give me everything.”

He did. The orgasm built like a slow wave, cresting together in perfect sync. Delphine shuddered elegantly in his arms, a soft French moan escaping her lips as he emptied himself inside her once more, hips pressed flush, holding there as if trying to seal the moment forever.

Afterward, she curled against his chest, fingers tracing idle patterns over his heart.

“You are special, Russ Preston,” she whispered. “Not just because of your name. Because of who you are. I… I could see a future beyond the will. Couldn’t you?”

Russ’s throat tightened. Real feelings were blooming — warm, complicated, terrifying. He kissed the top of her head, unable to answer with words.

Miles away, the other wives were already plotting their counterstrike.

Tiffany stood at the window of the library, staring toward the distant Hill Country with a predatory gleam in her eye.

“Tomorrow night,” she murmured. “My rodeo. My rules. And that sweet college boy is gonna learn exactly what a Texas woman can do in a hayloft.”

The competition had just become dangerously personal.


Chapter Six

The morning after Delphine’s elegant night in the Hill Country, Russ returned to the Jensen Ranch feeling pleasantly wrecked. His body still hummed with the memory of silk sheets and slow, tantric rhythms. Delphine had kissed him goodbye at the villa with a lingering, meaningful look that made his chest tighten in ways he wasn’t ready to examine.

He barely had time to shower and change before Tiffany appeared in the hallway like a whirlwind of Texas energy. The youngest ex-wife — bouncy chestnut curls, bright blue eyes, and a body built from years of rodeo riding — wore tight cutoff denim shorts, a red plaid western shirt with the pearl snaps strategically half-undone, and scuffed cowboy boots. She carried a lasso coiled over one shoulder.

“Rise and shine, cowboy!” she announced, grabbing Russ’s hand and practically dragging him toward the main barn. “The girls and I decided we need some good old-fashioned fun tonight. Private rodeo. Just us. No fancy French villas, no gym torture, no tattoo needles. Real Texas entertainment.”

Before Russ could protest, the other four wives emerged from various doors, looking equal parts suspicious and intrigued. Cindy in a short denim skirt and boots, Krystal in tight jeans and a sports bra, Jade in leather pants and a cropped tank, Delphine in an effortlessly chic sundress. Agathe Dumont stood off to the side, tablet in hand, one elegant eyebrow raised.

Tiffany grinned. “I already cleared the schedule with Agathe. Whole barn’s ours from sundown till sunrise. Mechanical bull, line dancing, barrel racing if y’all are brave… and one special contest I invented just for tonight.”

She winked at Russ. “Call it the Mechanical Breeding Contest. Winner gets first ride on the real prize.”

The other women exchanged sharp glances but followed. None of them wanted to look like a spoilsport.

As the sun dipped below the horizon, the massive barn had been transformed. String lights crisscrossed the rafters, country music blasted from speakers, and a mechanical bull hummed in the center of the sawdust-covered arena. A mechanical “breeding” contraption — basically a padded saddle with strategic handles and a thrusting mechanism Tiffany had rigged with help from the ranch’s maintenance crew — sat beside it, looking equal parts ridiculous and provocative.

Tiffany took charge immediately. “First event — line dancing! Everybody in!”

She pulled Russ into the middle of the group. The five women formed a loose line with him, hips swaying to “Save a Horse, Ride a Cowboy.” Cindy’s Southern sway was smooth, Krystal’s athletic and sharp, Jade’s dirty and low, Delphine’s elegant even in boots, and Tiffany’s pure bouncy energy. Russ stumbled through the steps, laughing as Tiffany pressed against his back, whispering, “Loosen up, sugar. Tonight you’re gonna learn how a real cowgirl rides.”

Next came the mechanical bull. Each woman took a turn, but Tiffany clearly dominated — her strong thighs gripping the machine, chestnut curls flying, shirt snapping open to reveal a red lace bra as she rode the bucking bull like it owed her money. The other wives cheered competitively, but their eyes kept flicking to Russ, who watched with wide-eyed appreciation.

Then Tiffany unveiled her special event.

“Mechanical Breeding Contest!” she announced, voice echoing through the barn. “Each of us gets thirty seconds on the saddle. Highest ‘ride score’ wins exclusive time with Russ in the hayloft tonight. Judges are… well, just y’all watching and getting jealous.”

The contraption was absurd — a saddle mounted on a thrusting platform with vibrating elements. One by one the women mounted it, laughing and moaning theatrically as the machine simulated deep, rhythmic thrusts. Cindy rode with sweet, rolling hips. Krystal attacked it like a workout set. Jade made it filthy, grinding and talking dirty. Delphine kept her elegance even while gasping. Tiffany, of course, went last and turned it into performance art — riding hard, shirt fully open now, crying out “Yee-haw!” as the timer buzzed.

The “winner” was declared Tiffany by unanimous (and very biased) vote from the maintenance guys she’d bribed with beer.

“Hayloft’s mine tonight, ladies,” she declared triumphantly, grabbing Russ’s hand. “Come on, cowboy. Time to show you what real country lovin’ feels like.”

The other four wives watched with open jealousy as Tiffany led Russ up the ladder into the massive hayloft. Fresh hay had been piled high, blankets spread out, and a bottle of whiskey waiting. Moonlight streamed through the open loft doors, giving the space a romantic, almost cinematic glow.

Tiffany wasted no time. She pushed Russ down onto the hay, straddling him as she peeled off her shirt and bra in one motion. Her breasts were full and perky, nipples already hard in the cool night air.

“No slow romance tonight, baby,” she said, voice thick with lust. “I’ve been patient. Now I’m takin’ what’s mine — loud, wild, and deep.”

She stripped him quickly, then shucked off her own shorts and panties. Naked except for her cowboy boots and hat, Tiffany sank down onto his cock in one smooth, wet slide, taking him to the hilt.

“Ohhh fuck yes,” she groaned loudly, not caring who heard. “That’s the thick Cartwell cock I’ve been dreamin’ about.”

She rode him hard and fast from the start — bouncing with powerful rodeo-strong thighs, hands braced on his chest, chestnut curls flying. The hayloft filled with the sounds of skin slapping skin, her loud country-girl moans, and Russ’s involuntary groans.

“Harder, Russ! Give it to me like you mean it! Breed this Texas pussy!”

Down below in the stands, the other four wives had gathered, unable to stay away. They watched from the shadows of the barn floor, fuming as Tiffany’s cries echoed down.

Cindy crossed her arms. “She’s bein’ so damn loud on purpose.”

Krystal’s jaw tightened. “Show-off.”

Jade smirked but her eyes were dark. “At least she’s honest about being a slut for it.”

Delphine remained poised, but her fingers dug into her arms. “This is undignified.”

Tiffany heard them and only rode harder, making sure her voice carried. “That’s right, ladies! Listen to how good he feels inside me! Gonna take every drop!”

Russ gripped her hips, thrusting up to meet her wild rhythm. The sex was raw, energetic, and unapologetically loud — Tiffany riding him reverse cowgirl while whooping, then on all fours in the hay while he took her from behind, her boots still on, hat tilted back. She came first with a loud, theatrical cry that echoed through the entire barn, then demanded more, flipping positions and urging him on until he finally exploded deep inside her with a shout.

They collapsed together in the hay, breathing hard, bodies slick with sweat. Tiffany kissed him messily, grinning. “Not bad for a city boy. We’re doin’ that again before sunrise.”

But their afterglow was shattered by sudden commotion below.

The other wives had stormed off to the medical bay and returned waving early-detection pregnancy tests like flags. One by one they had taken the tests in a frenzy of competitiveness.

All five strips showed positive.

Positive.

Cindy stared at hers, then at the others. “What in the Sam Hill…?”

Krystal’s eyes widened. “Mine too.”

Jade held hers up to the light. “No fucking way.”

Delphine’s elegant composure cracked. “This cannot be accurate.”

Tiffany sat up in the hayloft, still naked, peering down. “Y’all are shittin’ me.”

Chaos erupted instantly. The five women converged in the center of the barn, waving tests and shouting over each other.

“I was first! It has to be mine!”

“You’ve all been sneaking fertility drugs — I know it!”

“False positive! Has to be!”

“You sabotaged my supplements!”

Voices rose into screams. Cindy shoved Krystal. Krystal shoved back. Jade grabbed Tiffany’s arm. Delphine tried to mediate but ended up in the middle of the fray. Within seconds it turned into a full-blown catfight — hair pulling, lingerie straps snapping, bodies tumbling into piles of hay.

Russ, still naked and stunned, climbed down the ladder just in time to see the five stunning ex-wives rolling around in the barn, scratching and yelling.

“Stop!” he shouted, stepping between them, heart pounding.

The women froze mid-grapple, eyes locking onto him. He stood there completely naked except for the cowboy hat Tiffany had planted on his head earlier. His young body was flushed, marked with hay and love bites, cock still semi-hard from the recent exertion.

The anger instantly shifted to raw, collective hunger.

“Damn, sugar…” Cindy breathed.

“Look at our stud,” Krystal murmured.

Jade licked her lips. “Mine.”

The catfight dissolved as quickly as it had started, all five women now circling Russ like predators, lingerie torn and askew, eyes blazing with lust and possessiveness.

Before things could escalate further, the barn doors swung open.

Agathe Dumont strode in, impeccably dressed as always, carrying a thick legal folder. She took in the scene — five half-naked, disheveled ex-wives surrounding a very naked Russ in nothing but a cowboy hat — without batting an eye.

“Ladies. Mr. Preston,” she said coolly, French accent crisp. “I see the evening has been… eventful. The early tests are unreliable, especially with the cocktail of fertility drugs you have all been secretly administering. Real results will require bloodwork and proper lab analysis in one month.”

She opened the folder and held up the final document.

“However, the will is clear on one point I must now enforce. Only one wife can ultimately claim the fortune. The child must be confirmed by court-ordered DNA testing as a Cartwell heir. No splitting. No exceptions. The competition continues… but the prize is singular.”

The five women stared at the document, then at each other, then at Russ.

Tension crackled in the air like electricity.

Tiffany, still breathing hard, adjusted her torn shirt. “Well… shit.”

Russ stood frozen in his cowboy hat, five pairs of hungry eyes burning into him, the weight of billions and five complicated hearts suddenly heavier than ever.

The night was far from over.


Chapter Seven

One month later, the luxurious Conception Villa sat nestled in the private hills just outside the Jensen Ranch boundaries — a neutral ground Agathe Dumont had arranged to keep the peace. For thirty straight days, Russ had lived in a carefully negotiated rotation. Each night belonged to one of the five women in turn, with occasional “group therapy” evenings when tensions ran too high. The villa had become a strange paradise of silk sheets, gourmet meals, endless champagne, and more sex than any twenty-two-year-old could have dreamed possible.

Russ had changed. His body was firmer from Krystal’s training sessions. A tiny “J” tattoo still hid behind his ear. His smile carried a new confidence, but his eyes still held that same sweet, slightly overwhelmed college-kid warmth that had drawn all five women to him in the first place.

This morning, the atmosphere crackled with nervous energy.

The five ex-wives gathered in the sunlit great room wearing matching silk robes in different colors — Cindy in soft pink, Krystal in black, Jade in deep crimson, Delphine in ivory, Tiffany in bright turquoise. Russ sat in the center of the oversized sectional, heart hammering as Agathe Dumont entered carrying a sealed medical envelope.

The French lawyer looked as composed as ever, though even she allowed a small, almost fond smile.

“Ladies. Mr. Preston. The court-ordered bloodwork and ultrasound results are final. No more early tests. No more false positives from the fertility cocktails you all secretly consumed.”

She opened the envelope and read aloud in her crisp accent.

“Only one positive result. Ms. Cindy Hargrove is pregnant. Approximately six weeks along. DNA confirmation pending, but preliminary markers confirm the child carries sufficient Cartwell lineage. The fortune is hers.”

The room went dead silent for three full seconds.

Then it exploded.

Cindy’s hands flew to her mouth, tears instantly spilling down her cheeks. “Oh my God… from that very first night? The pool… the porch swing…”

Krystal slammed her fist on the coffee table. “Six weeks? That means it happened before any of us even got a real shot!”

Jade’s face twisted with raw hurt. “I was two days late, damn it. I thought… fuck!”

Delphine turned away, elegant shoulders trembling. “I felt it. I truly believed we had connected on a deeper level…”

Tiffany’s bright rodeo spirit cracked. She wiped angry tears with the back of her hand. “I rode him raw in the hayloft. Loud enough for the whole damn county. And she wins on night one?”

Heartbreak, rage, and bitter disappointment warred across their faces. For a moment it looked like another catfight might break out.

Then Cindy stood up, tears still flowing, and walked straight to the other four. She opened her arms.

“I’m so sorry, y’all,” she whispered. “I didn’t plan this. I just… loved every second with him that first night.”

One by one, the walls crumbled.

Krystal was the first to crack. She stepped forward and wrapped Cindy in a fierce hug. “Damn it, I’m happy for you. I really am. But I wanted this so bad.”

Jade joined next, sniffling. “We all fell for the same clueless kid. Look at him sitting there like a lost puppy.”

Delphine glided over, graceful even in tears, and embraced them both. “He made each of us feel special. Desired. Seen.”

Tiffany barrelled in last, turning the group hug into a messy, tearful pile. “He’s just so damn sweet. Who falls in love with their billionaire stud fee?”

Russ watched them, throat tight. The five most stunning women he’d ever met — all crying, all holding each other because of him.

He stood up slowly.

“Hey… can I say something?”

The group parted just enough for him to step into the center. Five pairs of tear-filled eyes turned to him.

“I never asked for any of this,” Russ began, voice steady but emotional. “I was just a guy making pizza and stressing about bio exams. Then suddenly I had five incredible, beautiful, strong women fighting over me. Not just for the money — I know that now. You all made me feel… wanted. Needed. Loved in ways I didn’t know were possible.”

He took a deep breath.

“The will says Cindy gets the fortune. But there’s a clause Agathe showed me last week. A ‘stud fee’ — one hundred million dollars payable directly to the father upon successful conception and birth. It’s mine, no matter what.”

Russ looked at each of them in turn.

“I’m keeping enough for tuition, a decent truck, and maybe a small apartment. The rest — the entire hundred million — I’m splitting five ways. Twenty million each. You all carried this rivalry for years because of Hank Jensen and my distant uncle. You deserve to walk away with something real. Something that’s yours.”

Silence fell again. Then the tears started for a different reason.

Cindy sobbed openly. “Sugar… you don’t have to do that.”

“I want to,” Russ said simply. “None of this was fair to any of you. And honestly? I fell for all five of you too. In different ways. Cindy’s warmth. Krystal’s fire. Jade’s wild heart. Delphine’s grace. Tiffany’s energy. I can’t choose. I won’t choose. So I’m choosing all of you.”

The group hug expanded to pull Russ into the center. Five pairs of arms wrapped around him. Five beautiful faces pressed against his shoulders and chest. Kisses landed on his cheeks, his neck, his lips. The tears turned into soft laughter, then something deeper — relief, acceptance, and raw affection.

Agathe cleared her throat from the doorway, a rare genuine smile on her face. “I will draw up the necessary documents. The will’s primary heir is Ms. Cindy, but Mr. Preston’s discretionary distribution is perfectly legal. Congratulations to you all.”

She left them alone.

The mood in the villa shifted from emotional to electric.

Cindy took Russ’s hand first, leading everyone toward the master suite — the largest bedroom with the biggest bed, soft lighting, and a wall of windows overlooking the hills.

“We’re celebrating properly,” she said, voice thick with emotion. “All of us. Together.”

Clothes fell away slowly this time. No competition. No rush. Just tender, reverent touches.

Russ lay in the center of the massive bed as the five women surrounded him. Cindy, still in her pink robe, kissed him deeply, her hand resting protectively over her lower belly where their child was already growing. Krystal straddled one of his thighs, strong hands massaging his chest. Jade crawled up his other side, her pierced nipples brushing his skin as she whispered filthy-sweet promises in his ear. Delphine knelt gracefully between his legs, taking him into her mouth with slow, luxurious suction. Tiffany kissed along his collarbone, giggling softly between tears.

It was the most intimate experience of Russ’s life.

They moved together like a single organism. Cindy rode him first, slow and emotional, eyes locked on his as she whispered, “Thank you for our baby, sugar.” The others touched them both — stroking Cindy’s back, kissing Russ’s neck, murmuring words of love and gratitude.

They rotated with gentle care. Krystal took him next in a deep, athletic grind, but this time it was tender, her usual intensity softened into something vulnerable. Jade rode him reverse, looking over her shoulder with tears in her eyes as she came. Delphine made love to him face-to-face, elegant and slow, whispering French endearments while the others caressed them. Tiffany finished the rotation with her bouncy energy turned sweet, laughing through happy tears as she bounced on him.

No one was left out. Hands, mouths, and bodies connected in every combination. Cindy kissed Jade while Russ thrust into Tiffany. Krystal and Delphine shared a deep, emotional kiss above Russ’s face while he pleasured them both with his fingers and tongue. The room filled with soft moans, whispered names, and the occasional sob of overwhelming emotion.

The final climax was shared — all six of them tangled together, Russ buried deep inside Cindy one last time as the others touched, kissed, and held them. He came with a shuddering groan, filling her again while five sets of hands and lips worshipped him and each other. Orgasms rippled through the group in waves, not competitive but harmonious.

Afterward, they collapsed into a sweaty, satisfied, tear-streaked pile of limbs and silk sheets. Russ lay in the center, five gorgeous heads resting on his chest and shoulders.

“I love you idiots,” Jade mumbled sleepily.

“Love you more, you tattooed menace,” Tiffany shot back with a sniffle.

Cindy pressed a kiss to Russ’s jaw. “Our baby’s gonna have the best five mommas in Texas.”

“And the sweetest daddy,” Delphine added softly.

Krystal nuzzled closer. “Best damn stud fee in history.”

They fell asleep like that — a messy, beautiful, unconventional family wrapped around the young man who had somehow united them all.


Six Months Later...

Russ Preston walked across the university quad, autumn leaves crunching under his new (but still modest) truck boots. A baby carrier strapped to his chest held six-month-old William “Will” Preston — a chubby, smiling boy with Cindy’s blonde hair and Russ’s curious eyes.

Students stared. Some whispered. A few took discreet photos.

Russ didn’t care.

A black SUV pulled up at the curb. Five stunning women spilled out, drawing even more attention.

Cindy reached him first, kissing him deeply before cooing over the baby. “There’s my little oil prince!”

Krystal took the carrier next, lifting Will with athletic ease and making goofy faces. “Who’s gonna be the strongest kid in daycare? You are!”

Jade ruffled Russ’s hair and stole a quick, dirty kiss. “Missed you, college boy. The new tattoo studio’s doing great — thanks to my twenty mil.”

Delphine slipped an elegant arm around his waist. “The vineyard expansion is ahead of schedule. We’ll host the whole family there for Christmas.”

Tiffany bounced up last, still radiating rodeo energy. “Bought a new cutting horse with my share. Gonna teach Will to ride before he can walk!”

They walked together toward the student union — Russ in the center, baby Will happily babbling, five gorgeous co-moms surrounding them like a glamorous, slightly chaotic security detail.

The new family empire was already rising. Cindy’s billions had been wisely invested with input from all five women. A foundation supporting single mothers, a scholarship program for first-generation college students, and several green energy startups that honored both the old oil tycoons while moving beyond their rivalry.

Russ looked around at the five women who had upended his ordinary life and smiled.

Turns out the real fortune wasn’t the billions — it was the five MILFs who came with it.
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