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Chapter One: Strategy Session

The five billionaires gathered in Alexander Voss’s private conference room on the 82nd floor of Voss Tower.

Floor-to-ceiling glass on three sides. Manhattan spread below like a circuit board of light. The room itself was stark: long black walnut table, ten ergonomic chairs, a single screen embedded in the wall. No art. No distractions.

Alexander sat at the head, immaculate in a charcoal suit, silver hair precise, expression unreadable.

Bill sat to his right, restless energy barely contained.

Victor sprawled to the left, sleeves rolled, tattoos visible on forearms.

Damien leaned against the window, arms crossed, dark beard trimmed close.

Lucian occupied the far end, legs crossed, fingers steepled, watching everyone.

Bill broke the silence first.

“She didn’t make it.”

Four pairs of eyes turned to him.

He exhaled. “Riley was perfect. Submissive. Fertile. Begged for all of us. Took everything we gave her that weekend at the lodge. But when I told her the full truth—five men, five heirs, shared for life—she hesitated. Just for a second. Then she cried. Said she loved me too much to share. Couldn’t do it.”

Victor let out a low whistle.

Damien’s jaw tightened.

Lucian’s lips curved faintly.

Alexander remained still.

“So we’re back to separate searches,” Bill continued. “Each of us finds our own candidate. Vets her completely. Presents her to the group. Unanimous approval required. First one to deliver the woman all five accept gets to breed her first.”

Alexander spoke for the first time, voice cool and precise.

“Agreed. But we tighten the criteria. No more near-misses. We need absolute compatibility—physical, psychological, sexual. She must crave the arrangement, not just tolerate it.”

Victor grinned. “And she has to be able to handle five of us without breaking.”

Damien nodded once.

Lucian leaned forward. “I’ll handle deeper psychological screening. Discreet therapy records, anonymous fantasy forums, digital footprints. We find one whose suppressed desires already lean toward total ownership and multiple partners.”

Alexander steepled his fingers.

“I’ll take second turn. My resources for background—financial, medical, familial—are unmatched. I’ll eliminate risks before we even meet them.”

Damien nodded. “I’ll go third if needed, but I’m not waiting forever.”

Victor cracked his knuckles. “I’ll go whenever. Just point me at prospects.”

Damien’s voice was gravel. “I’ll know her when I see her.”

They spent the next two hours refining the process.

Criteria locked:

	Age 20–25 

	Proven fertility indicators (family history, regular cycles) 

	High emotional resilience 

	Submissive tendencies (past relationships, private writings) 

	Physical ideal: healthy, curvy, built for repeated pregnancy 

	Intelligence sufficient to raise exceptional children 

	No serious entanglements, no ambitious career path that would conflict 

	Sexual openness to dominance, breeding kink, group scenarios 



Search methods:

	Alexander’s private intelligence network (medical records, social media deep dives) 

	Lucian’s media access (anonymous data from dating apps, forums, private subscriptions) 

	Victor’s global real estate events and luxury retreats 

	Damien’s off-grid expeditions and exclusive survival circles 

	Bill’s tech scraping and elite matchmaking services 



Presentation rules:

	Each man gets full private access to his candidate for testing 

	Group evaluation only after individual approval 

	Unanimous yes required 

	Winner breeds first 



Alexander closed the meeting.

“We begin immediately. No overlap until presentation. Absolute discretion.”

They stood.

Handshakes all around—firm, serious.

As the others filed out, Alexander remained seated.

He opened his laptop.

Created a new encrypted folder: Candidate Search – AV.

Then messaged his chief investigator:

Initiate full-spectrum search. Parameters attached. Priority: New York, then national. Unlimited budget. First viable prospect to me within fourteen days.

He attached the refined criteria.

Closed the laptop.

Stood at the window, city glittering below.

He would not settle.

He wanted a woman who didn’t just submit.

He wanted one who would break open under precise control and thank him for it.

One whose mind would bend before her body.

One who, when presented to the group, would kneel without hesitation and offer herself to all five.

He would find her.

And when he did, she would be flawless.

The strategy was set.

Alexander’s hunt had begun.


Chapter Two: The Shortlist

Alexander Voss did not believe in luck.

He believed in data, leverage, and elimination.

Seven days after the strategy session in Voss Tower, his private intelligence team—former NSA analysts, ex-Mossad operatives, and a handful of ethical hackers who had long ago abandoned ethics—delivered the first comprehensive sweep.

Eighty-three women in the greater New York area initially matched the baseline criteria:

	Age 20–25 

	Verified excellent health and fertility indicators 

	No serious medical conditions or genetic red flags 

	No current marriage, engagement, or live-in partner 

	No public profile suggesting strong career ambition that would conflict with repeated pregnancies 

	Subtle markers of submissive personality or traditional values 



Alexander spent an entire weekend in his penthouse study reviewing the raw files.

Medical records pulled from private clinics. Cycle-tracking app data scraped from cloud backups. Therapy transcripts obtained through offshore providers. Social media archives going back years. Anonymous forum posts recovered from deleted accounts. Even private text messages and emails acquired through discreet breaches.

He worked methodically.

Eliminated thirty-one on the first pass.

Ten had hidden birth-control implants or IUDs they hadn’t disclosed on dating profiles—deception, intentional or not, was unacceptable.

Eight had family histories of complicated pregnancies or genetic carriers—too risky for five consecutive heirs.

Six showed strong feminist activism or public statements about “never wanting children.”

Seven had career trajectories (medical residency, law firm track, startup founder) that would inevitably conflict.

That left fifty-two.

He narrowed further.

Twenty-eight were discarded for subtle signs of emotional instability—past eating disorders, cutting, frequent therapy for anxiety.

Fifteen for sexual histories that suggested thrill-seeking rather than genuine surrender—multiple casual partners, public kink profiles, group experiences framed as empowerment rather than submission.

Nine remained.

He studied their photographs longer.

All beautiful. All fertile. All, on paper, promising.

But nine was still too many for intimate testing.

He needed five.

He dug deeper.

Candidate 6: A 24-year-old fashion assistant with a private Tumblr full of “traditional wife” aesthetics—but her credit card records showed frequent purchases at high-end bars and repeated Uber rides from known pickup spots. Too social. Too visible. Risk of exposure. Cut.

Candidate 7: A 22-year-old graduate student in psychology with journal entries about craving total power exchange—but her browser history revealed heavy consumption of revenge porn and “cuckqueen” fantasies focused on humiliating partners. Wrong direction of submission. Cut.

Candidate 8: A 23-year-old ballet dancer with perfect physical health and a family history of easy pregnancies—but her private messages to a lover showed plans to move to Europe for a principal role in two years. Career priority too high. Cut.

Candidate 9: A 21-year-old undergraduate in literature with poetry submissions about “being claimed and filled”—but therapy notes revealed ongoing struggle with depression triggered by lack of control. Could crack under the intensity. Cut.

Five remained.

He laid their files side by side on the desk.

Candidate One: Valentina Hart, 21 Art history undergraduate, NYU. Southern upbringing, large conservative family. Red hair, green eyes, pale skin, lush curves—full breasts, small waist, wide hips built for childbearing. Therapy notes: “I feel guilty for wanting to abandon my ambitions and just be a wife and mother.” Private emails to a friend: “I don’t want independence. I want to be chosen, owned, bred over and over by a man who deserves it.” No birth control. Cycle tracked religiously. Sexual history limited to two partners, both older, both dominant.

Candidate Two: Claire Moreau, 23 Junior sommelier at a Michelin-starred restaurant in SoHo. French-American, eldest of five children. Dark hair, olive skin, classic hourglass. Journal recovered from cloud backup: “I want what my mother has—always pregnant or nursing, devoted to one man, no life outside the home.” Anonymous forum post: “The thought of being kept for breeding makes me wet every time.” Current dating profile lists “traditional values” and “family first.”

Candidate Three: Beatrice Lang, 24 Classics PhD candidate at Princeton, frequent New York visitor for research. Blonde, tall, curvaceous. Old-money background but quietly estranged from feminist mother. Private messages: “I want to be a vessel. Nothing more. Kept pregnant, barefoot, useful.” Browser history shows repeated searches for “total power exchange” and “breeding kink contracts.” No birth control for eighteen months.

Candidate Four: Isla Reyes, 22 Executive assistant in finance. Filipina-Italian heritage. Petite but extremely voluptuous. Large Catholic family. Therapy notes: “I fantasize about giving up control completely—letting a man decide when I get pregnant, how many times, everything.” Private Instagram (hidden account) filled with saved images of pregnant women and captions like “my dream.”

Candidate Five: Freya Nilsson, 25 Swedish-born yoga and wellness instructor at an exclusive Tribeca studio. Tall, athletic yet softly curved. Pale blonde, ice-blue eyes. Discreet past sugar arrangement with an older CEO—ended when he refused to leave his wife. Private texts recovered: “I don’t want money. I want ownership. I want to be told when to spread my legs and for what purpose.” Medical records show perfect hormonal profile, easy conception likely.

Alexander leaned back in his chair.

Five women.

Five bodies designed for repeated pregnancy.

Five minds that, in their most private moments, already knelt.

He would observe each in their natural environment first.

Then invite them, one by one, into his.

He would test compatibility—intellectual, emotional, sexual.

He would push boundaries carefully.

And he would eliminate until only one remained.

The one who would not just accept the pact—but crave it.

The one who would look at five powerful men and see destiny.

The one who would beg to be their shared vessel.

His shortlist was complete.

The intimate evaluation would begin immediately.

Alexander closed the folders.

Picked up his phone.

Sent a single encrypted message to his investigator:

Begin real-time monitoring on the five attached. Full access. Daily reports.

Then he stood at the window, hands in pockets, city sprawling below.

The hunt had narrowed.

Soon, he would have his candidate.

And when he presented her to the group, there would be no debate.

Only unanimous claim.


Chapter Three: Candidate One

Alexander Voss selected Valentina Hart as his first intimate evaluation.

The redhead. The 21-year-old art history undergraduate from NYU. The one whose private emails had burned with raw need: “I want to be stripped of everything—my choices, my future, my body. I want a man to own me so completely that all I do is spread my legs and take his seed until I’m swollen and useless for anything else.”

Her file was pristine.

Southern conservative family—father a pastor, mother a homemaker, six siblings. No birth control. Cycle tracked with religious fervor via an app that logged every cramp, every mood swing, every fertile window. Therapy notes from a university counselor: “Patient expresses deep internal conflict between academic ambitions and a profound desire to submit fully to a dominant male figure, including immediate and repeated pregnancy.”

Sexual history: virgin until 19, then two older lovers—both brief, both dominant, both ended when they couldn’t match her intensity.

Physical: 5'6", 135 lbs, measurements 36DD-24-38. Red hair to her waist, green eyes, freckles across full breasts and shoulders. Hips that flared dramatically. Medical scans showed textbook fertility—thick endometrial lining, robust ovaries.

She was ideal.

He arranged the introduction at a private lecture on Renaissance fertility icons at the Frick Collection—invited her personally through a discreet email from a fake alumni account.

She arrived in a modest navy dress that did nothing to hide her curves—fabric straining over heavy breasts, skirt hugging wide hips.

Conversation was immediate—Botticelli’s Venus, the symbolism of swollen bellies in medieval art, the eroticism of submission in religious iconography.

Her eyes lit when he spoke of women as vessels for divine legacy.

He invited her to continue the discussion at his penthouse—“I have a private collection of similar works.”

She accepted without hesitation.

The elevator opened into the foyer.

He took her coat.

She wore the dress and nothing else—no bra, panties, stockings. As instructed in a follow-up text.

He circled her slowly.

Stopped in front.

Unzipped the dress with one smooth motion.

Let it fall.

She stood naked, flushed, nipples hardening into thick pink peaks on her massive breasts—heavy, natural DD-cups that defied gravity, freckles dusting the upper swells.

Her waist dipped in dramatically before exploding into hips made for gripping, for breeding.

Between her thighs, a soft red bush above plump, pink lips already slick and swollen.

He bound her wrists behind her back with black silk rope—tight enough to arch her chest forward, breasts thrust out obscenely.

He led her to the playroom.

Positioned her in the center, under a ceiling hook.

Attached the rope to it—arms raised high, on her toes, body stretched long.

Her breasts hung heavy, swaying with each breath.

Ass presented.

Cunt exposed, dripping down inner thighs.

He began with the crop—light taps on nipples, making them bounce and redden.

Then harder—sharp stings across her ass until skin bloomed crimson.

She moaned, hips rocking.

He dropped the crop.

Pressed behind her.

Cock straining in his trousers, grinding into her ass crack.

One hand snaked around, cupped a breast—squeezed hard, twisted the nipple until she cried out.

The other plunged between her legs—three fingers slamming into her soaked cunt without warning.

She screamed, body jolting.

He finger-fucked her brutally—curling viciously to batter her G-spot, palm slapping her clit.

Juices squirted around his hand.

She came in under a minute—convulsing, sobbing, pussy gushing down her legs.

He kept going.

Added a fourth finger—stretching her wide.

Thumb pressing her asshole.

She came again, harder, squirting in arcs.

Only then did he free her from the hook.

He bent her over the leather pommel horse—ass high, face down, legs spread by a spreader bar.

He undressed.

Cock springing free—long, thick, veins like ropes, head angry purple.

He rubbed it through her folds.

Teased her entrance.

Then rammed in to the balls.

She screamed, body impaled.

He gripped her bound wrists for leverage.

Pounded her like a machine—hips slamming, balls slapping her clit, cockhead battering her cervix.

Every thrust lifted her feet off the ground.

“You’re a breeding hole,” he snarled. “Nothing more. Made to be fucked and filled.”

“Yes—fuck—use me—breed me—”

He reached under, pinched her clit—twisted.

She came explosively—pussy clamping, milking him, squirting around his cock.

He didn’t stop.

He pulled out, flipped her onto her back on the horse.

Legs forced wide by the bar.

Re-entered—deeper angle, hitting new spots.

One hand around her throat—squeezing just enough to make her eyes flutter.

The other mauling her breasts—slapping them, pinching nipples until they bruised.

He fucked her through two more orgasms—each one leaving her a sobbing, trembling mess.

Only then did he let go.

Slammed deep.

Roared as he erupted—thick, scalding ropes blasting her womb, pulse after pulse until she overflowed, cum bubbling out around his cock.

He ground through it, forcing his seed deeper.

He stayed buried for a moment, then pulled out slowly.

Watching his load pour from her gaping, ruined cunt.

Shoved three fingers in—pushed it back.

She whimpered.

He unbound her.

Carried her to the bed.

Pushed her to her knees.

Fed her his cock—coated in cum and her juices.

She sucked greedily—gagging, drooling, eyes watering.

He fucked her throat—hands in her red hair, using her mouth like a cunt.

Came again—down her throat, forcing her to swallow every drop.

She choked but took it.

Then he laid her on the bed.

Took her missionary—slow at first, building.

Legs over his shoulders.

Deep, grinding strokes.

Eyes locked.

“You’ll give up school,” he said. “Your family. Your name. You’ll live to be bred.”

“Yes—”

“Repeatedly. No break. One child after another.”

“Please—”

“And if your owner shares you? With four other men? All breeding you? All filling you?”

She clenched hard—pussy spasming.

Came instantly.

“I’d… I’d take it,” she gasped. “I’d beg for their cocks. Their seed. I’d be proud to carry for all of you.”

He fucked her harder.

Truth or heat?

He pushed.

“Even if it broke you?”

“I want to break,” she sobbed. “I want to be nothing but a cum-filled breeder for powerful men.”

He believed her.

Came again—flooding her, grinding deep.

They collapsed.

He held her through aftershocks.

Cleaned her.

But the test wasn’t over.

He needed certainty.

Over the next days, he kept her at the penthouse.

Fucked her constantly.

He awoke with his cock in her mouth, she sucked hard until he came down her throat.

That afternoon he bent her over the kitchen island, ass spanked raw, cunt and ass filled alternately.

That night, she was bound spread-eagle, edged for hours, then bred until she passed out.

She took everything.

She begged for more.

Whispered the pact fantasies unprompted.

But on day five, when he spoke of presentation to the group—real names, real men, real commitment—she faltered.

Just a flicker.

“I… I thought it would be you. Only you.”

The coldness.

The calculation.

She wanted the fantasy of total ownership.

But not the reality of five.

Not the shared legacy.

She was magnificent.

But not for the pact.

He ended it.

Generous severance—$200,000, NDA, a gentle goodbye.

Deleted her file. Candidate One was dismissed.

Alexander showered.

Opened the next folder.

The search continued.

He was closer.

But not there.

The perfect one waited.




Chapter Four: Candidate Two

Alexander Voss had narrowed the field to four after Valentina Hart’s elimination.

He moved to Candidate Two: Claire Moreau, 24, Junior Sommelier at a Michelin-starred restaurant in SoHo

French-American, Columbia literature graduate turned chef. She found her passion in wine while studying at Le Cordon Bleu. Delicate features—almond eyes, porcelain skin, long black hair—but with a body that defied the stereotype: petite frame with surprisingly full breasts and rounded hips that her tailored suits couldn’t completely hide.

Her file was compelling.

Anonymous posts on a private kink forum: “I work 100-hour weeks to prove I’m the best, but at night I fantasize about a man who strips it all away. Who makes me quit, keeps me at home, breeds me until I forget my own name.”

Therapy notes: “Patient experiences intense guilt over wanting to abandon career ambitions for total domestic submission and repeated pregnancy.”

Medical: perfect health, no birth control for over a year—“planning for family after making VP.”

Sexual history: three partners, all older authority figures (professors, bosses). All ended when they couldn’t match her intensity.

Alexander arranged the meeting through professional channels—a “mentoring lunch” to discuss her career trajectory.

They met at a private club in the Financial District.

She wore a charcoal pencil skirt and silk blouse that hugged her curves, hair in a sleek ponytail, minimal makeup.

Conversation was sharp—markets, M&A, her aggressive climb.

But when he steered it to work-life balance, legacy, the cost of ambition, her eyes softened.

He invited her to the penthouse that evening for “continued discussion and access to my private library.”

She accepted.

She arrived at 9 p.m. in the same outfit, nerves visible in the slight tremble of her hands.

He poured her wine, himself water.

They spoke for an hour—literature again, then power dynamics in finance and life.

He set his glass down.

“Stand.”

She obeyed instantly.

He circled her.

Unbuttoned her blouse slowly—revealing a black lace bra straining against full C-cup breasts, nipples already hard.

Skirt next—unzipped, slid down toned legs.

Matching lace thong, soaked through.

Garter belt and stockings.

He removed the bra.

Her breasts were perfect—high, firm, dark nipples begging for attention.

Thong last—peeled down to reveal a smooth, bare cunt, lips swollen and glistening.

He bound her wrists in front with soft leather cuffs—clipped together.

Led her to the playroom.

Positioned her on her knees in the center.

He undressed fully.

Cock rigid, long and thick.

He stood before her.

“Open.”

She did—mouth wide, tongue out.

He fed her slowly—letting her take inch by inch, teaching her rhythm.

She gagged when he hit her throat but pushed forward, eyes watering, determined.

He fucked her mouth steadily—hands in her ponytail, using it as a handle.

She drooled, choked, but never pulled away.

He pulled out before coming.

He lifted her, carried her to the bondage table.

Secured her on her back—wrists above head, ankles spread wide and locked.

Her cunt was dripping, inner thighs slick.

He began with teasing—feather over nipples, ice on clit.

She writhed.

Then his mouth—devouring her.

Long licks, sucking her clit hard, tongue fucking deep.

Three fingers inside—stretching, curling brutally to her G-spot.

She came fast—back arching against restraints, screaming.

He added a vibrating plug to her ass—slow insertion, then high setting.

She came again from that alone.

He mounted the table.

Entered her cunt in one deep thrust.

Tight. Scorching. Perfect grip.

He fucked her with absolute control—deep, measured strokes, every one bottoming out.

One hand on her throat—light pressure, the other pinching nipples.

“You’ll quit,” he said. “You’ll give up the job, the title, the money. You’ll stay home and be bred.”

“Yes—God yes—”

He increased pace.

“You’ll be full constantly. No career. No choices. Just my cock and my seed.”

“Please—”

He pulled out, removed the plug.

Entered her ass—slow stretch, then deep.

She screamed, body shaking.

He fucked her ass relentlessly—hand on her clit, rubbing fast.

She came from anal—pussy clenching empty, squirting on the table.

He returned to her cunt.

Filled her with the first load—deep, pulsing ropes, grinding to force it against her cervix.

He stayed inside.

Then round two—flipped her onto her stomach on the table, ass up.

Took her cunt again—harder, faster.

Spanked her ass red.

Pulled her hair.

Made her recite her ambitions—then renounce them with every thrust.

“I don’t want VP—I want to be pregnant—”

“I don’t want bonuses—I want your cum—”

She came repeatedly.

He filled her twice more.

By the end, she was limp, overflowing, marked.

He unbound her.

Cleaned her.

Held her.

And asked the question.

“If your owner shared you with four other men—men who deserve heirs as much as he does—would you open for them? Take their seed? Carry for all five?”

She was silent.

Then whispered, “I want to be the best at something. If that’s being the perfect breeder for one man… I could do that. But five? I’d feel… diluted.”

The ambition flickered through.

She wanted to be the ultimate prize.

Not a shared one.

Even in submission, she wanted exclusivity.

He ended it.

Sent her home with generosity and finality.

Deleted her file.

Candidate Two—disappointing.

The search continued.

Alexander showered.

Opened the next folder.

He was getting closer.

But not there yet.

The woman who would truly crave the pact—the full, raw, shared reality—was still out there.

And he would not stop until he found her.


Chapter Five: Candidate Three

Alexander Voss had eliminated two candidates from the shortlist.

Valentina Hart had been breathtaking in her surrender, but her need for exclusive ownership had been the fracture point.

Claire Moreau had matched his intellect stroke for stroke, but her ambition—even in submission—demanded singularity.

Three remained.

He moved to Candidate Three: Isla Reyes, 22.

Executive assistant to a senior partner at a rival private-equity firm. Filipina-Italian heritage. 5'4", petite frame but disproportionately voluptuous—36DD breasts, 24-inch waist, 38-inch hips. Therapy notes described crippling guilt over fantasies of total domesticity and immediate breeding. Private Instagram (hidden account) filled with saved images of heavily pregnant women, captioned “my future.”

Medical file: flawless fertility markers, no birth control, cycle like clockwork.

Sexual history: limited to one older lover (a previous boss) who had introduced her to light restraint and spanking. Ended when he transferred overseas.

Alexander arranged the contact through a fabricated headhunter email—offering a “confidential career opportunity” with a competing firm.

They met for coffee near her office.

She wore a fitted navy sheath dress that struggled to contain her curves—breasts straining the buttons, hips swaying as she walked.

Conversation was professional at first—her role, her skills, her long hours.

He steered it personal.

Asked about work-life balance, family, future.

Her eyes softened.

“I work hard because I’m good at it,” she said quietly. “But sometimes… I wonder if I’m meant for something else. Something simpler.”

He invited her to the penthouse that evening to “review the opportunity in private.”

She arrived at 8 p.m., coat over the same dress, hair down in dark waves, nervous smile.

He took the coat.

Ordered her to remove the dress.

She obeyed—fingers trembling on the zipper.

No bra. Breasts spilled free—heavy, perfect teardrops with dark brown nipples already peaked.

Tiny lace thong—black, soaked.

He peeled it down.

She stood naked, flushed, thighs pressed together to hide her arousal.

He bound her wrists behind her back with soft rope.

Led her to the playroom.

He positioned her against the St. Andrew’s cross—facing it, arms raised and secured high, legs spread and locked wide.

Her body was stretched taut—back arched, ass out, massive breasts hanging, cunt fully exposed and dripping.

He began with the flogger—soft tails at first, warming her ass and thighs.

Then harder—sharp cracks that made her cry out, skin blooming red.

She moaned, hips rocking involuntarily.

He dropped the flogger.

Pressed behind her.

Cock hard against her ass through trousers.

One hand snaked around, mauled a hanging breast—squeezed hard, twisted the nipple until she sobbed.

The other plunged between her legs—three fingers slamming into her soaked cunt.

She screamed, body jolting.

He finger-fucked her savagely—curling viciously, palm slapping her clit.

She came in seconds—squirting down her legs, pussy clenching around his fingers.

He kept going—added a fourth finger, stretching her wide.

Thumb on her asshole—pressing in to the first knuckle.

She came again, harder, gushing.

He freed his cock.

Rubbed the head through her slick folds.

Slammed it in to the hilt.

She screamed, walls gripping him like a fist.

He gripped her hips—fingers digging into soft flesh—and pounded her without mercy.

Deep, brutal strokes—cockhead battering her cervix, balls slapping her clit.

Every thrust lifted her onto her toes.

“You’ll quit your job,” he growled. “You’ll stay home. You’ll be bred every day.”

“Yes—please—breed me—”

He reached around, pinched her clit—twisted hard.

She came explosively—squirting around his cock, body convulsing against the cross.

He didn’t stop.

He pulled out, spun the cross (it rotated), faced her forward.

Re-entered—face-to-face now, her bound arms still high.

Lifted her legs around his waist.

Fucked her standing—deep, upward thrusts that made her breasts bounce wildly.

One hand around her throat—squeezing.

The other slapping her tits—left, right, watching them redden.

“You’ll be full constantly. No career. No thoughts. Just my seed taking root.”

“Please—make me a mother—ruin me for anything else—”

He carried her to the bench—still impaled.

Laid her on her back, legs pinned wide.

Pounded deeper.

He filled her with the first load—roaring, pulsing thick ropes against her womb.

Grinding to force it deeper.

Pulled out slowly.

Watched cum bubble from her gaping cunt.

Shoved fingers in—pushed it back, fucked the load deeper.

She came from that.

Round two: on her knees, mouth and cunt used.

He fucked her throat until she choked, then her cunt until she squirted again.

Filled her mouth—made her swallow.

Then her cunt again.

Round three: on the bed, spread-eagle.

Slow, deep breeding—eyes locked.

He whispered the pact.

“Five men. Five heirs. You’ll take us all. Be passed around. Filled front and back. Dripping constantly.”

Her body responded—clenching, coming at the words.

But her eyes—fear.

Guilt.

“I… I want to be good,” she whispered. “For one man. A husband. Traditional. Not… this.”

The Catholic upbringing.

The need for sanctity, even in submission.

She could not reconcile the pact with her soul.

He finished inside her—third load, deep and deliberate.

Held her through the aftershocks.

Cleaned her.

Sent her home with kindness and finality.

$150,000 wired.

File deleted.

Candidate Three—insufficient.

Alexander stood under the cold shower long after.

The shortlist was failing.

He opened his laptop.

Messaged his investigator.

Deeper. Wider. Find me the one who already dreams of exactly this.

The hunt intensified.

He would not present a compromise.

He would present perfection.

Or nothing.




Chapter Six: Candidate Four

Alexander Voss had eliminated two candidates from the shortlist.

Valentina, Claire, and Isla—each perfect in body, each shattering under his dominance, each begging to be bred—but none able to embrace the full, unfiltered reality of the pact.

Four remained? No. The shortlist had been five. Three down.

Candidate Four: Freya Nilsson, 25.

Swedish-born yoga and wellness instructor at an exclusive studio in Tribeca.

Tall—5'10"—athletic yet softly curved. Pale blonde hair to her mid-back, ice-blue eyes, skin like cream. Body honed by years of practice: long legs, toned core, but with generous breasts and a round, firm ass that filled out her leggings obscenely.

Her file was the most intriguing yet.

Past discreet sugar arrangement with a married tech CEO—ended when he refused to leave his wife. Private texts recovered: “I don’t want money anymore. I want ownership. I want a man who decides when I eat, when I sleep, when I get pregnant. I want to be told to spread my legs for his legacy.”

Medical: impeccable. Hormonal profile ideal for easy conception. No birth control for three years.

Sexual history: several older lovers, all dominant. One had introduced anal and light group play (watching only). She’d journaled afterward: “I loved being watched. I want more. I want to be the center of something primal.”

Alexander booked a private session at her studio—late evening, after closing.

The space was empty, mirrors on three walls, soft lighting, scent of sandalwood.

She wore black leggings and a cropped tank—fabric clinging to every curve, nipples visible through the thin material.

The session began innocently—stretches, poses, her guiding his form with gentle touches.

But when she placed her hands on his hips to correct alignment, he caught her wrist.

Held it.

Looked at her.

“Enough.”

Her breath caught.

He led her to the center of the room.

Ordered her to strip.

She did—slowly, deliberately.

Tank first—breasts spilling free, full D-cups with pale pink nipples already hard.

Leggings next—peeled down long legs, revealing no panties, smooth shaved cunt already glistening.

She stood naked, tall and unashamed.

He bound her wrists in front with soft yoga straps—clipped to a ceiling hook, arms raised high, body stretched.

Her breasts lifted, ass presented.

He circled her.

Trailed fingers over skin—goosebumps rising.

He began with the riding crop—light taps on nipples, inner thighs, ass.

Then sharper—stings that made her gasp, skin pinking.

She moaned, hips swaying.

He dropped the crop.

Pressed behind her.

Cock hard against her ass.

One hand cupping a breast—squeezing hard, twisting nipple until she cried out.

The other between her legs—fingers plunging into her soaked cunt.

Four at once—stretching her wide.

She screamed, body arching.

He finger-fucked her hard and fast—palm slapping her clit, curling viciously.

She came in seconds—squirting down her legs, thighs shaking.

He kept going.

Added thumb to her ass—pushing in deep.

Double penetration with his hand.

She came again, harder, gushing.

He freed his cock.

Rubbed it through her folds.

Slammed into her cunt from behind.

Deep, punishing thrust.

She screamed, body impaled.

He gripped her hips—fingers bruising soft flesh.

Pounded her relentlessly—long legs trembling, breasts bouncing wildly with every impact.

“You’ll quit teaching,” he growled. “You’ll stay home. You’ll be bred every day.”

“Yes—fuck—breed me—”

He reached around, rubbed her clit viciously.

She came again—squirting around his cock.

He pulled out.

Turned her to face him.

Lifted one long leg over his arm.

Re-entered—deeper angle.

Fucked her standing—upward thrusts that lifted her onto her toes.

One hand around her throat.

The other slapping her breasts—hard, rhythmic.

“You’ll be full constantly. No studio. No freedom. Just cock and seed.”

“Please—own me—use me—”

He carried her to the mirrored wall.

Pressed her front to it—cheek against glass, ass out.

Entered her again.

Fucked her watching their reflection—her face contorted in pleasure, breasts squashed against mirror, his hips slamming.

He made her watch.

“See how you take it? This is your purpose.”

She came screaming, squirting on the floor.

He filled her—first load, deep and savage, pulsing against her cervix.

Grinding through it.

Then round two—on the yoga mat.

Her on her back, legs pinned beside her ears—flexible body folded in half.

He pounded deep—cockhead kissing her womb.

Filled her again.

Round three—her riding him reverse, ass bouncing, him spanking her red.

She came from anal play—his thumb deep while she ground on his cock.

He filled her cunt a third time.

Afterward, he held her.

Cleaned her.

And asked.

“If your owner shared you—with four other men like him—would you take them all? Be bred by all five? Be the vessel for our combined legacy?”

She was quiet.

Then smiled softly.

“I loved being watched once. But actually doing it? With five? I think… I want one man to worship me. To make me his alone. Not shared.”

The need for singular devotion.

Even in her surrender, she wanted to be the only one.

He ended it.

Generous compensation.

Kind farewell.

File deleted.

Candidate Four—insufficient yield.

Alexander stood under the shower long after.

Cold water.

The shortlist was exhausted.

The first four candidates—magnificent in body and initial submission.

None able to fully embrace the pact.

He dressed.

Opened his laptop.

Messaged his team.

Burn the shortlist. Start over. Deeper parameters. I want the one who already dreams of five men claiming her. Find her.

He closed the laptop.

The disappointment was sharp.

But it only fueled him.

He would not present a compromise.

He would find the woman who didn’t just accept five men.

He would find the one who needed them.

All four.

The hunt continued.


Chapter Seven: Candidate Five

Alexander Voss had eliminated four candidates from the shortlist.

Valentina, Claire, Freya, and Isla—each perfect in body, each shattering under his dominance, each begging to be bred—but none able to embrace the full, unfiltered reality of the pact.

Four remained? No. The shortlist had been five. Four down.

Candidate Five: Beatrice Lang, 24.

Classics PhD candidate at Princeton.

Tall—5'10"—athletic yet softly curved. Pale blonde hair to her mid-back, ice-blue eyes, skin like cream. Body honed by years of practice: long legs, toned core, but with generous breasts and a round, firm ass that filled out her leggings obscenely.

Her file was the most intriguing yet.

Past discreet sugar arrangement with a married tech CEO—ended when he refused to leave his wife. Private texts recovered: “I don’t want money anymore. I want ownership. I want a man who decides when I eat, when I sleep, when I get pregnant. I want to be told to spread my legs for his legacy.”

Medical: impeccable. Hormonal profile ideal for easy conception. No birth control for three years.

Sexual history: several older lovers, all dominant. One had introduced anal and light group play (watching only). She’d journaled afterward: “I loved being watched. I want more. I want to be the center of something primal.”

Alexander booked a private session at a yoga studio—late evening, after closing and invited her.

The space was empty, mirrors on three walls, soft lighting, scent of sandalwood.

She wore black leggings and a cropped tank—fabric clinging to every curve, nipples visible through the thin material.

The session began innocently—stretches, poses, her nipples ever present through her tank top.

But when she went into a down dog position, the sight of her pussy lips bulging through her leggings, he couldn’t hold back any longer/

He got up and walked closer to her.

“That’s enough yoga,” he said firmly.

Her breath caught.

He led her to the center of the room, then ordered her to strip.

She did—slowly, deliberately.

Tank first—breasts spilling free, full D-cups with pale pink nipples already hard.

Leggings next—peeled down long legs, revealing no panties, smooth shaved pussy wet with her juices.

She stood naked, as he drank in her perfect form.

He bound her wrists behind her with the handcuffs he had brought with him. Her breasts lifted, forced out and up..

He circled her.

He looked her over, his fingers lightly tracing her curves, her peaks, and valleys.

He started by gently rubbing the tips of her nipples with his palms. Slow, deliberate circles.

She moaned, her hips swaying, begging for more.

He walked behind her and slapped her as. Lightly at first, then with more intensity.

She moaned and arched her back, her ass pushing towards him.

His cock was hard, and straining against his pants. He pushed up against her ass, grinding his cock into her crack.

He reached around her, one hand cupping a breast—squeezing hard, twisting nipple until she cried out.

The other between her legs—fingers plunging into her dripping pussy.

He thrust four fingers into her all at once—stretching her wide.

She shuddered and let out a whimper, then a moan.

He finger-fucked her slowly at first, then with purpose. His palm was hitting her clit hard.

She came in seconds—squirting down her legs, thighs shaking.

He kept going.

He stripped off his clothing, freeing his cock.

He pressed against her ass, then slid his cock between her folds.

With precision, he slid his cock into her pussy from behind.

He started fucking her with deep, punishing thrusts.

She screamed, body impaled.

He gripped her hips—pulling her back to his cock with each thrust.

He fucked her with purpose, hard, fast and deep. Her tits bounced with each thrust and pull of her hips.

“You’ll quit teaching,” he growled. “You’ll stay home. You’ll be bred every day.”

“Yes—fuck—breed me—”

He reached around and rubbed her clit viciously.

She came again—her cunt pulsating around his cock.

He pulled out suddenly, making her gasp.

He turned her to face him.

He lifted one long leg over his arm, then the other and walked her back to the wall, impaled on his cock.

He fucked her standing—upward thrusts that lifted her onto her toes.

His hands under her ass, lifting her then dropping her onto his cock.

“You’ll be full constantly. No studio. No freedom. Just cock and seed.”

“Please—own me—use me—”

He carried her to the mirrored wall, set her down, then turned her to face the mirror.

He pressed her body into the mirror—cheek against glass, ass out, tits flattened.

He entered her again from behind.

He fucked her watching their reflection—her face contorted in pleasure, breasts squashed against mirror, his hips slamming.

He made her watch.

“See how you take it? This is your purpose.”

She came screaming, squirting on the floor.

He filled her—first load, deep and savage, pulsing against her cervix.

He ground his cock deep inside of her as he came.

Then round two—on the yoga mat.

Her on her back, legs pinned beside her ears—flexible body folded in half.

He pounded deep—cockhead kissing her womb.

He filled her again, her eyes rolling back into her head with pleasure.

Round three—her riding him reverse, ass bouncing, him spanking her red.

He filled her cunt a third time.

Afterward, he held her.

As they sat on the yoga mat, arms around each other, he started the questioning.

“If your owner shared you—with four other men like him—would you take them all? Be bred by all five? Be the vessel for our combined legacy?”

She was quiet.

Then smiled softly.

“I loved being watched once. But actually doing it? With five? I don’t know. I never really thought about it.”

They dressed and went their separate ways. Alexander wasn’t convinced she was a good fit, but he wanted to test her again, see if he could get to her core and break her.

He needed to know if she could handle being their breeder.

He needed to know her limitations.

One more session.

One more chance to break down her walls.


Chapter Eight: Calculated Approach

Alexander Voss did not celebrate the discovery of Beatrice lightly.

She was the closest yet—resilient, primal, responsive to isolation and dominance, and her reaction to the mention of multiple men had been pure heat, no recoil.

But one night was not enough.

He needed to own her mind as completely as her body.

He needed to see if her willingness held under sustained control.

He invited her to his private retreat.

He kept only essential staff at a distance.

The retreat became theirs alone.

He moved her into his private villa.

No clothes allowed unless he dressed her.

Days structured around submission and testing.

Mornings: waking with his cock in her mouth or cunt—slow, deep breeding while dawn broke over the desert.

Breakfast prepared naked—apron only, collar locked.

Afternoons: survival exercises turned erotic—long hikes where he bound her to trees, fucked her against red rock, made her come screaming into the wilderness.

Evenings: rituals—oiled body massages turning to marathon sessions, restraints, toys, edging for hours.

He took her everywhere.

On the infinity pool edge—water lapping as he pounded her from behind.

In the outdoor shower—hot water pounding skin as he took her ass slow then brutal.

On the villa roof under stars—her riding him, breasts bouncing, begging for his seed.

He introduced intensity gradually.

Flogging under the eucalyptus—skin reddening, her coming from pain alone.

Suspension from ceiling beams—body swinging as he fucked her mid-air.

Double penetration—toys and cock, stretching her until she sobbed with overload.

She took everything.

Thrived.

Begged for harder, deeper, more.

Her body changed subtly—breasts heavier, nipples darker, a constant glow.

She tracked her cycle obsessively—told him the day she ovulated.

Begged to be bred nonstop.

He obliged—raw, relentless, filling her multiple times daily.

And every night, he pushed the conversation deeper.

Whispered the pact while inside her.

“Five men. All powerful. All deserving heirs. You’ll kneel for them. Open for them. Take every cock, every load.”

At first, she came harder at the words.

Moaned yes.

But he watched.

Tested.

On day ten, after a particularly brutal session—bound spread-eagle on the outdoor altar, fucked through six orgasms, filled three times—he asked directly.

Face-to-face.

Cock still inside her.

Eyes locked.

“If it’s real—five men, not fantasy—would you submit? Would you carry for all of us? Be our shared vessel?”

She was silent longer.

Then tears.

“I… I want to be needed,” she whispered. “But by one man. Completely. Not divided. I want to be his world. Not part of five worlds.”

Even in her primal state, she wanted to be the only center.

Not shared.

He held her.

Understood.

She was magnificent.

But not for the pact.

He ended it gently.

Extended her stay as “compensation”—a month of luxury, no strings.

Generous payment.

Private flight home.

File closed.

Alexander stood on the villa deck the night she left.

Stars endless above.

Desert wind cool.

Frustration sharp.

The shortlist—exhausted.

The deeper searches—promising but incomplete.

He messaged his investigator.

New directive. Cross-reference wellness retreats, survival experiences, off-grid communities with kink forum activity. Find overlap. Find the one who bridges primal isolation and group submission.

Then he poured a drink.

The hunt was not over.

It had evolved.

He would keep searching.

Wider.

Deeper.

Until he found the woman who didn’t just accept five men.

Who needed them.

Who would look at the group and see her destiny.

She was out there.

And Alexander Voss never failed.


Chapter Nine: Controlled Surrender

Alexander Voss had exhausted every refined search.

The shortlist was dead.

The deeper dives into private communities had yielded women who fantasized about group scenarios, but none with the full alignment: beauty, fertility, intelligence, resilience, and genuine, unhesitating craving for the exact pact—five men, five heirs, total shared ownership.

He shifted strategy.

No more digital footprints.

No more curated introductions.

He went physical.

Exclusive, invitation-only events where the ultra-wealthy mingled with the carefully selected beautiful.

He attended a private masquerade ball hosted in his own Venetian palazzo—rented through layers of anonymity for the occasion.

Masks mandatory.

Discretion absolute.

Guests vetted for beauty, health, and open-mindedness.

He wore a simple black mask, tailored black suit.

Observed from the shadows.

Then he saw her.

Evelyn Moreau, 24.

Rare-book conservator, invited through a connection in the antiquities world.

Ethereally beautiful—long auburn hair, luminous pale skin, large hazel eyes behind a gold filigree mask.

Body hidden under a flowing emerald gown, but the way it clung hinted at lush curves.

She moved through the crowd quietly, speaking softly to a few guests about illuminated manuscripts.

He approached.

Conversation was immediate—books, preservation, the eroticism hidden in medieval marginalia.

Her voice was soft, educated, with a hint of breathlessness when he spoke of forbidden knowledge.

He invited her to view a private piece in the palazzo library.

She accepted.

The library was dimly lit—candles, ancient tomes, a wide leather chaise.

He closed the door.

Removed her mask slowly.

Then his.

She gasped softly at his face—recognition of power, not identity.

He unzipped her gown.

Let it fall.

She wore nothing beneath.

Body breathtaking—full, heavy breasts with wide pink areolas, nipples thick, waist dipping in, hips flaring dramatically, soft thighs, trimmed auburn bush above plump, pink lips already glistening from her arousal.

He bound her wrists with silk from his pocket—behind her back.

Led her to the chaise.

Sat her on the edge.

Knelt between her thighs.

He devoured her slowly—long licks, sucking her clit gently then hard, tongue fucking deep.

She came fast—hands bound, body arching, moaning into the silent library.

He stood.

Undressed.

Cock thick, hard, head dark.

He entered her standing—lifting her, impaling her fully.

She cried out, legs wrapping around him.

He fucked her against the bookshelves—deep, controlled thrusts.

Books shaking with every impact.

One hand in her hair.

The other on her ass—lifting, spreading.

“You’ll be owned,” he murmured. “Completely.”

“Yes—”

He carried her to the chaise.

Took her on her back—legs over his shoulders, deep and relentless.

Filled her—first load, pulsing deep.

Then round two—her on top, riding slow, breasts in his mouth.

Round three—from behind, hair pulled, ass spanked red.

Round four—on the antique rug, slow and deep.

She came repeatedly.

Begged constantly.

When he asked—while buried inside her, eyes locked—the question.

“Five men. All claiming you. All breeding you. Shared vessel for our heirs.”

She clenched hard.

Came instantly.

Then whispered, “If it’s real… I’d kneel. I’d open everything. I’d take all five. I’d thank you for every load. I’ve dreamed of being used that completely.”

No hesitation.

No flicker.

Pure, controlled surrender.

He filled her again.

Held her.

Evelyn was the one.

Intelligent. Resilient. Beautiful. And craving exactly what they offered.

He would take her deeper.

Test her limits.

Own her fully.

Then present her to the group.

Evelyn was the one.

Intelligent. Resilient. Beautiful. And craving exactly what they offered.

He would take her deeper.

Test her limits.

Own her fully.

Then present her to the group.

His candidate was secured.

The hunt was over.

Alexander’s claim was complete.
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