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Chapter One: The Pact

The elevator opened directly into the club with a whisper of hydraulics, depositing Bill Harrington into a foyer paneled in dark walnut and lit only by low amber sconces. A retinal scan and a discreet nod from the attendant later, he stepped into the cigar lounge that occupied the entire penthouse floor.

The space was designed for men who no longer needed to impress anyone. No flashy art, no gold fixtures—just flawless craftsmanship, deep leather, and floor-to-ceiling windows framing Manhattan’s glittering skyline like a private diorama. The air carried the faint bite of burning cedar from the fireplace and the richer notes of rare tobacco and older scotch.

Four men were already waiting.

Alexander Voss stood at the bar, pouring from a crystal decanter with the precision of a surgeon. His charcoal suit was cut so sharply it seemed to slice the light. At forty-nine, he looked a decade younger—except for the eyes. Those were ancient, calculating odds on everything from currency fluctuations to human weakness.

Victor Kane sprawled in one of the oversized armchairs, legs stretched out, a Montecristo No. 2 glowing between his fingers. He’d come straight from a site visit—Italian loafers still dusted with limestone from a new tower in Dubai—and the faint scent of construction clung to him like cologne. His grin was easy, but his shoulders filled the chair like a threat.

Damien Roth sat apart from the others, closer to the windows, staring down at the city as though measuring how much of it he could burn if he chose. His black shirt was open at the collar, revealing the edge of a tattoo acquired in some godforsaken oil field twenty years ago. He hadn’t touched the glass in front of him.

Lucian Vale leaned against the mantel, one elbow resting on marble, the other hand idly turning a heavy signet ring. He wore midnight blue, almost black, the fabric shifting like liquid when he moved. Of the five, he was the only one who looked entirely relaxed, as though he already knew how the night would end.

Bill crossed the room, dropped into the remaining chair, and accepted the glass Alexander held out without asking what it was. Macallan 25, probably. Alexander never served anything less.

For a long moment, no one spoke. The only sounds were the crackle of the fire, the distant hum of the city seventy stories below, and the soft clink of ice.

Bill broke the silence.

“We’re running out of time.”

He didn’t raise his voice. He didn’t need to. Every man in the room had built empires on the ability to hear what wasn’t said.

Alexander set the decanter down with a precise click. “Define ‘running out.’”

Bill met his gaze. “Fertility clinics give men until about fifty-five before the data turns ugly. Genetic fragmentation, lower motility, higher risk of mutations. I’m forty-eight. You’re forty-nine. Victor just hit fifty last month—don’t deny it, I saw the watch you pretended not to want. Damien and Lucian aren’t far behind. We’ve got maybe five to seven years before the odds start tilting hard against us.”

Victor exhaled a long stream of smoke toward the ceiling. “You’ve been reading studies again.”

“I’ve been reading the future,” Bill said. “And it’s empty.”

Damien finally turned from the window. His voice was low, rough from years of shouting over drilling rigs and desert winds. “You think any of us haven’t thought about it?”

“Of course you have,” Bill replied. “We all have. Late nights. Private jets. Staring at the ceiling while some twenty-five-year-old model sleeps it off beside you. Wondering if any of it matters if there’s no one to leave it to.”

Lucian’s lips curved faintly. “Poetic.”

“Real,” Bill countered. “I don’t want a foundation with my name on it. I don’t want a scholarship fund or a wing of a museum. I want a son. Or a daughter. Someone who shares my DNA. Someone who might—God help them—be better than me.”

Alexander took a slow sip. “And the usual routes?”

Bill laughed, short and sharp. “Marriage? To who? The actresses who wants red-carpet access? The socialites who sees us as an upgrade from their last husband? The ambitious twenty-eight-year-olds who’ve already calculated our net worth to the penny? Even if we found one who wasn’t playing an angle, we’d spend the next decade negotiating prenups, enduring public scrutiny, and praying she doesn’t decide five years in that she’d rather be a yoga instructor in Bali with half our fortune.”

Victor chuckled. “Been there. Almost did that.”

Damien’s eyes narrowed. “Surrogacy, then. Clean. Clinical. We pick the egg donor, the carrier, done.”

Bill shook his head. “I’ve looked into it. Too many variables. Legal risks—some states let the surrogate change her mind. International options are better, but then you’re dealing with foreign courts. And even if it works… it’s not the same. I don’t just want genetic material in a vault. I want the act. The claiming. The old way.”

Lucian pushed off the mantel, moving with that fluid grace that made people watch him even when he wasn’t speaking. “The old way,” he repeated softly. “Kings with concubines. Emperors with harems. One woman, many heirs.”

The room shifted. Not discomfort—recognition.

Bill leaned forward, elbows on knees. “Exactly. But updated. Controlled. Consensual. We find one woman. Young—early twenties. Prime fertility. Intelligent enough to raise children who won’t embarrass us. Beautiful enough that the idea doesn’t feel like a chore. Healthy. Discreet. We vet her thoroughly—medical, psychological, background. Then she becomes ours. Exclusively. She carries a child for each of us. Five pregnancies. Five heirs. One mother.”

Victor’s grin had vanished. He sat up slowly. “You’re serious.”

“Deadly.”

Alexander’s voice cut through like a scalpel. “Logistics.”

Bill had prepared for this. He always prepared. “We set her up in a private estate—somewhere remote but luxurious. Full medical staff on retainer. NDAs layered like armor. Trust structures for the children that no court can touch. She gets everything she could ever want—money, travel, education for the kids, lifelong security. In exchange, she gives us legacy. No marriage. No public claim. Just biology and blood.”

Damien spoke for the first time in minutes. “And she agrees to this how?”

Bill met his stare. “We find the right one. Some women want exactly this—being chosen, possessed, filled by powerful men. Made the center of something ancient and primal. Others… can be persuaded. Shown the benefits. Guided.”

Lucian’s eyes gleamed. “There are women who fantasize about it. I’ve seen the data—anonymous forums, private subscriptions. The desire to be bred, claimed, owned. Not role-play. The real thing. We just have to identify her.”

Victor stubbed out his cigar. “And if she says no?”

“Then we walk,” Bill said. “No coercion. No force. We’re not monsters. But we’re also not monks. We’ll find one who says yes.”

Alexander set his glass down. “The risk of exposure—”

“Minimal,” Lucian interrupted smoothly. “I control enough media to bury any whisper before it breathes. And the rest of you have the resources to make problems disappear.”

Silence stretched, heavy with possibility.

Victor broke it. “How do we choose her? Five of us, five different tastes.”

Bill smiled for the first time all night. “We don’t rush. Each of us gets to… evaluate her. Privately. Intimately. Make sure she’s compatible with all of us—physically, emotionally, sexually. If any one of us says no, we keep looking. Unanimous decision.”

Damien’s voice was almost a growl. “And jealousy?”

Bill looked at each man in turn. “We’re not boys fighting over a toy. We’re men securing a dynasty. The children are ours individually—DNA tests will confirm it. The woman is shared. No possessiveness. No drama. We’ve all had women throw themselves at us for years. This is different. This is purpose.”

Alexander tilted his head. “And the order?”

Bill’s smile sharpened. “First one to find her—the one we all agree on—gets to breed her first. Then we follow the original sequence we set tonight. Me, you, Victor, Damien, Lucian.”

Victor laughed, deep and genuine. “Competition. I like it.”

Damien’s eyes had darkened, but he nodded once.

Lucian raised his glass. “To the hunt, then.”

Glasses clinked—five heavy crystal tumblers meeting in the firelight.

Bill felt the shift settle into his bones. For years, his life had been acquisition—companies, real estate, influence. This was something older. Deeper. The kind of thing men used to wage wars over.

Alexander spoke into the quiet. “Ground rules.”

Bill nodded. “One: absolute discretion. No discussion outside this room. No hints to staff, lovers, anyone.”

“Two,” Victor added, “full medical transparency. We test her. We test ourselves. No surprises.”

“Three,” Damien said, “no emotional entanglement. She’s the vessel. Not a wife. Not a girlfriend.”

“Four,” Lucian murmured, “we protect her. If anyone threatens exposure, we end them—financially, socially, whatever it takes.”

Bill raised his glass again. “Five: we start tomorrow.”

They drank.

Outside, snow had begun to fall, soft and silent, blanketing the city in white. Inside, five men sealed a pact that would reshape their lives—and one woman’s—forever.

Bill set his empty glass down and stood.

“I’ll begin the search,” he said. “I’ve waited long enough.”

The others watched him, hunger in their eyes mirroring his own.

The hunt had begun.




Chapter Two: The Hunt Begins

Bill Harrington didn’t sleep after the pact was sealed.

He left the club just after two a.m., the snow still falling in thick, silent sheets over Manhattan. His driver had the Maybach idling at the curb, but Bill waved him off and walked instead—collar up, hands in the pockets of his cashmere overcoat, letting the cold bite his face. The city felt different tonight. Sharper. Full of possibility.

By the time he reached his triplex penthouse on the eighty-seventh floor of One57, his mind was already racing through logistics.

He poured himself a finger of Yamazaki 18, kicked off his shoes, and went straight to the office that overlooked Central Park. The room was all glass and steel, a wall of screens usually reserved for market data and acquisition targets. Tonight he cleared them all and opened a new, encrypted folder titled simply “Legacy.”

First step: criteria.

He typed fast, the keys clacking in the quiet.

Age: 20–25. Peak fertility window. Old enough to consent fully, young enough for multiple healthy pregnancies.

Height/Weight: 5'4"–5'9", healthy BMI. No extremes.

Education: College degree or current enrollment. Intelligence mattered—he wanted children who could think, not just inherit.

Health: No chronic conditions, no smoking, minimal alcohol. Family history of longevity a plus.

Personality: Submissive tendencies preferred. Nurturing. Low drama.

Appearance: Subjective, but undeniably beautiful. Symmetrical features, clear skin, fertile indicators—wide hips, full breasts, soft curves.

Availability: Single. No serious entanglements. Financial need a bonus—easier to incentivize.

He paused, then added one final line.

Sexual compatibility: Must respond to dominance. Must crave breeding on a primal level.

Bill leaned back, staring at the list. It was clinical, almost brutal in its reduction of a human being to bullet points. But that was the point. This wasn’t romance. This was legacy.

He opened a secure messaging app and sent a single encrypted text to a contact labeled only “R.”

Need discreet background services. Full spectrum. Medical, financial, digital footprint. Starting immediately. Budget unlimited.

The reply came within thirty seconds.

Understood. Parameters?

Bill forwarded the list.

Priority one: New York metro area. Expand nationally if needed.

He set the phone down and opened another program—this one a private portal to an elite matchmaking agency he’d used once, years ago, for a short-lived arrangement with a Victoria’s Secret model. They catered to billionaires who didn’t have time for dating apps. The women were vetted, stunning, and usually looking for generous “arrangements.”

He logged in with a ghost account—no name, no photo, just a verified net worth that made the system flag him as VIP.

Within minutes, a concierge messaged him.

Welcome back, sir. How may we assist?

Bill typed: Looking for something very specific. Long-term exclusive. Generous compensation. Fertility and health paramount. Discretion absolute.

The concierge responded instantly: We have several new profiles that may interest you. Shall I curate a selection?

Send ten to start.

While he waited, Bill opened a third window—this one a custom dashboard built by his security team. It scraped data from dating apps, social platforms, even medical record leaks on the dark web (ethical lines were for people who didn’t need heirs). He input search parameters: age range, location radius 100 miles, keywords like “family,” “children someday,” “traditional,” “submission,” “daddy” (the last one made him smirk).

The first curated profiles from the agency arrived.

He scrolled through them slowly.

Candidate 1: 23, Fordham grad, law student. Brunette, leggy, perfect teeth. Bio mentioned wanting a big family eventually. Photos showed her in tight dresses at charity galas.

Candidate 2: 21, NYU junior, art history. Redhead, porcelain skin, curves that made his jaw tighten. Instagram full of soft lighting and captions about “someday babies.”

Candidate 3: 24, former ballerina turned yoga instructor. Body like a weapon—long muscles, full ass, breasts high and natural. Private photos (sent only to VIPs) showed her in lingerie that left nothing to imagination.

He saved all three to a subfolder labeled “Initial Review.”

By dawn, he had thirty-seven possibilities from various sources.

He showered, changed into a black sweater and jeans, and called his pilot. The Gulfstream would be ready by nine.

First stop: observation in the wild.

He started close to home.

That evening, he sat at the bar of Le Bernardin, nursing a mocktail (he wanted clarity tonight) and watching the staff. The hostess was too old. One waitress caught his eye—mid-twenties, blonde, sweet face, hips that swayed naturally as she moved between tables. Her name tag read “Madison.” She smiled at him when she refilled his water, a little longer than necessary.

He left her a $500 tip on a $120 tab and his private number on the receipt.

Message me if you’d like to make real money.

She texted before he reached the car.

By the end of the week, Bill had a system.

Mornings: review new profiles, cross-reference with background checks.

Afternoons: “chance” encounters—charity events, exclusive gym classes, high-end coffee shops near elite colleges.

Evenings: first meetings. Drinks. Dinner. Always public at first. Always assessing.

Madison the waitress met him at a quiet lounge in SoHo. She wore a tight black dress that hugged her C-cup breasts and flared over hips made for childbearing. Conversation was easy—she was from Ohio, saving for grad school, dreamed of a big house full of kids someday.

He took her back to his penthouse that night.

She was eager, kissing him in the elevator, hands fumbling with his belt before the doors even opened. In the bedroom, moonlight poured through the glass walls as he stripped her slowly, savoring the reveal of soft skin, pink nipples hardening under his gaze, the neat strip of blonde hair above her slick folds.

He laid her on the bed, spread her thighs, and tasted her—slow licks that made her gasp and arch. She came quickly, fingers tangled in his hair, moaning “Mr. Harrington” in a way that sent blood surging to his cock.

When he finally pushed inside her, bare (he’d confirmed her birth control and clean tests), she was tight and wet and welcoming. He fucked her missionary first, deep and steady, watching her face as he bottomed out.

“You’d look good pregnant,” he murmured against her ear.

She laughed breathlessly. “Maybe someday.”

He flipped her over, took her from behind, one hand fisted in her hair, the other gripping her hip as he drove harder. The sight of her ass rippling with each thrust nearly undid him.

He came with a groan, buried deep, pulsing inside her.

Afterward, she curled against him, tracing patterns on his chest.

“That was amazing,” she whispered.

He stroked her hair absently.

It had been good. Very good.

But not perfect.

She was sweet, fertile, responsive—but when he’d mentioned pregnancy, her response had been playful, not hungry. She saw him as a rich older lover, not a destiny.

He compensated her generously—$50,000 wired the next morning with a note thanking her for a lovely evening—and moved on.

Candidate 2 from the agency was a 22-year-old Columbia grad student named Lila. Dark hair, olive skin, Mediterranean features. They met for dinner at Eleven Madison Park. She was sharp, witty, talked about wanting three kids minimum.

Back at the penthouse, she was bolder—dropped to her knees in the foyer and took him in her mouth without being asked. Her tongue swirled expertly, eyes locked on his as she sucked him deep.

In bed, she rode him with enthusiasm, breasts bouncing, head thrown back. He gripped her hips and thrust up, hitting her cervix on every stroke.

“Fill me,” she gasped at one point, grinding down.

His cock throbbed at the words.

But later, as they lay spent, she mentioned her career goals—investment banking, corner office, world travel. Children were “later, much later.”

Another near miss.

Over the next ten days, Bill tested five more.

A Pilates instructor who came three times before he even entered her, but giggled when he talked about breeding.

A trust-fund girl who was stunning but entitled—sex was transactional, not primal.

A nurse who confessed she’d always wanted to be a stay-at-home mom, but panicked when he pressed about exclusivity.

Each one beautiful. Each one fertile. Each one lacking that final, indefinable spark—the instinctive, bone-deep need to be claimed, bred, owned.

Frustration began to coil in his gut.

He expanded the search.

Private parties. Underground clubs. Even a discreet auction for “exclusive arrangements” in the Hamptons (he observed, didn’t bid).

Then, on a Thursday night, he walked into the bar of the Peninsula Hotel.

It was quiet, mid-week. Jazz trio in the corner. He took a seat at the polished mahogany bar and ordered a club soda.

The bartender was new.

Early twenties. Brunette hair pulled into a sleek ponytail. Porcelain skin, full lips painted soft pink. Her uniform—a crisp white shirt and black vest—did little to hide the generous curve of her breasts or the narrow waist flaring into hips that made his hand itch to grip them.

Her name tag read “Trina.”

She smiled when she set his drink down—professional, but with a natural warmth that reached her green eyes.

“Long day?” she asked, voice soft, a little husky.

“You could say that.”

She nodded, polishing a glass. “I get off in an hour if you want company.”

Bold. Direct.

He felt the first real stir of interest in weeks.

They talked while she closed up. She was twenty-two, finishing her senior year at Hunter College part-time, literature major. From a small town in Pennsylvania. Wanted to teach someday, maybe write. Dreamed of a big family—four or five kids, she admitted with a shy laugh.

When the bar emptied, he invited her upstairs to the suite he kept permanently booked.

She hesitated only a moment before saying yes.

In the elevator, she stood close, the scent of her—vanilla and clean skin—filling his senses.

Inside the suite, he didn’t rush.

He poured her wine, sat her on the plush sectional, and asked questions. Real ones. About her dreams, her fears, what she wanted from life.

She opened up slowly, legs tucked beneath her, eyes bright.

“I want to matter,” she said finally. “Not famous. Just… important to someone. To build something real.”

He set his glass down and moved closer.

“Show me,” he said quietly.

She kissed him first—tentative, then deeper when he took control, hand cupping her jaw, tongue sliding against hers.

He undressed her slowly, reverently almost. Buttons undone one by one. Bra unclasped. Skirt slid down full hips.

She was breathtaking naked—creamy skin, heavy breasts with pale pink nipples already tight, waist dipping in before curving out to hips made for his hands, for bearing children.

He laid her back on the wide bed, spread her thighs, and worshipped her with his mouth until she was writhing, begging, fingers clutching the sheets.

When he finally rose above her, cock aching, he paused.

“Condom?” she whispered.

“No,” he said. “I’m clean. Tested. Are you—”

“On the pill,” she breathed. “But… I’ve never…”

He kissed her hard.

“I want to feel you bare,” he growled against her lips.

She nodded, eyes wide, thighs parting further.

He entered her in one slow thrust.

Tight. Hot. Wet silk gripping him.

She gasped, nails digging into his shoulders.

He began to move—deep, deliberate strokes that dragged over every sensitive spot inside her.

“You’re perfect,” he rasped. “So fucking perfect.”

She moaned, legs wrapping around his waist, heels digging into his ass as if urging him deeper.

He fucked her harder, the bed creaking, city lights glittering beyond the windows.

“Tell me,” he demanded, hand sliding between them to circle her clit. “Tell me what you want someday.”

“Babies,” she whimpered. “A family. Someone to… to take care of me.”

He drove deeper, angling to hit her G-spot.

“Someone to breed you?” he growled.

Her eyes flew open, pupils blown.

“Yes,” she gasped. “God, yes.”

The words snapped his control.

He fucked her savagely then—hips slamming, hand fisted in her hair, mouth at her ear whispering filthy promises.

“Gonna fill you up one day. Put my baby in this belly. Watch you grow.”

She came hard, pussy clenching around him, crying out his name—no, not his name, just “please.”

He followed seconds later, burying himself to the hilt and pulsing deep inside her, rope after rope, claiming her in the most primal way.

Afterward, she lay trembling in his arms, tears on her lashes.

“That was…” she whispered.

He kissed her forehead.

“Just the beginning.”

For the first time in weeks, Bill felt it—that spark. That possibility.

Trina wasn’t just fertile.

She was hungry.

And she didn’t even know how much yet.

He held her until she fell asleep, mind already racing ahead.

He’d take it slow this time.

Court her.

Test her deeper.

Make her need him.

And then, when the time was right, he’d present her to the others.

The hunt, he realized as dawn crept over the skyline, might finally be nearing its end.


Chapter Three: The Bartender

Bill didn’t contact Trina immediately after their night at the Peninsula.

He forced himself to wait three days—long enough to let anticipation build, short enough that she wouldn’t think he’d lost interest. While he waited, he ran the full background check.

Trina Marie Thompson. Twenty-two. Born and raised in a small town outside Scranton, Pennsylvania. Father a high-school football coach, mother a nurse. Three younger siblings. Full scholarship to Hunter College, literature major, 3.8 GPA. No debt beyond standard student loans. Clean medical history—annual physicals on record, birth control implant in her arm for the last three years. No arrests, no drugs, no red flags on social media. Instagram private, mostly books, coffee, and sunsets. A single post from last year: a photo of a toddler cousin with the caption “Can’t wait for one of these someday.”

Perfect on paper.

He texted her on the third night.

Dinner tomorrow? Somewhere quiet. I’ll send a car.

Her reply came within minutes.

I’d love that.

He chose a small, unmarked townhouse restaurant in the West Village—one he owned through a shell company. Only twelve tables, no sign on the door, reservation list controlled by his assistant. The chef cooked whatever Bill requested.

He had the driver pick her up at eight.

She stepped out of the black SUV in a simple black dress that hugged her curves without trying too hard—modest neckline, hem just above the knee, but the fabric clung to her full breasts and the swell of her hips in a way that made his pulse kick. Her hair was down tonight, dark waves brushing her shoulders, eyes bright with nerves and excitement.

He met her at the door himself.

“You look beautiful,” he said, low, and meant it.

She blushed. “Thank you. This place is… wow. I’ve never even heard of it.”

“It’s private,” he said, guiding her inside with a hand at the small of her back.

They were the only guests.

Soft jazz played. Candlelight flickered across white tablecloths. The chef served five courses—oysters, seared foie gras, truffle risotto, wagyu with morels, dark chocolate soufflé—each paired with wine for her, club soda for him.

Conversation flowed easily. Books (she loved classics, Austen and Brontë especially). Her dream of teaching high-school English. The way her eyes lit up when she talked about wanting a big family, a house with a yard, holidays loud with children.

He watched her mouth as she spoke, remembered how it had felt wrapped around him, how she’d moaned when he’d filled her.

By dessert, her foot had found his under the table, sliding slowly up his calf.

He paid the bill without looking at it and led her out to the waiting car.

“Back to the Peninsula?” she asked softly.

“My place this time,” he said. “If you want.”

She nodded, biting her lip.

The drive to One57 was charged silence, her hand resting on his thigh, fingers tracing idle circles higher and higher.

In the private elevator to the triplex, he finally kissed her—pushing her gently against the mirrored wall, one hand cupping her breast through the dress, thumb brushing her hardening nipple. She whimpered into his mouth, pressing closer.

The doors opened directly into the penthouse.

He didn’t turn on the main lights. Only the city glow through the floor-to-ceiling windows and a few low lamps.

He walked her backward toward the master bedroom, kissing her the whole way, hands roaming—squeezing her ass, sliding up to unzip the dress.

It pooled at her feet, leaving her in black lace bra and matching panties, thigh-high stockings he hadn’t expected.

“Fuck,” he breathed, stepping back to look.

She stood there, cheeks flushed, letting him drink her in—full, heavy breasts straining the lace, nipples dark shadows beneath, the soft curve of her belly, the generous flare of hips, the damp spot already visible on her panties.

He shrugged off his jacket, loosened his tie, and pulled her to him again.

This time there was no slow exploration.

He unclasped her bra with one hand, let it fall, and groaned at the sight of her bare breasts—pale, perfect teardrops, pink nipples tight and begging.

He bent and took one in his mouth, sucking hard, teeth grazing just enough to make her gasp. His hand kneaded the other, pinching, rolling, until she was grinding against his thigh.

“Bill,” she moaned. “Please.”

He pushed her panties down, found her soaked.

Two fingers slid inside easily, curling, pumping. She was tight, hot, clenching around him.

“You’re dripping,” he growled against her neck. “You’ve been thinking about this all night.”

“Yes,” she panted. “Couldn’t stop.”

He added a third finger, stretching her, thumb circling her swollen clit.

She came fast, thighs shaking, juices coating his hand, crying out his name.

He didn’t give her time to recover.

He stripped quickly—shirt, belt, trousers—until he stood in only black boxer briefs, cock straining the fabric.

Her eyes dropped, widened.

He palmed himself through the cotton. “You want this?”

She nodded, licking her lips.

“Say it.”

“I want your cock,” she whispered. “I want you inside me again.”

He shoved the briefs down, let his erection spring free—heavy, thick, veins pulsing, tip already wet.

She reached for him, but he caught her wrists, guided her to the bed.

“On your back. Legs open.”

She obeyed instantly, spreading wide, showing him her glistening pink folds.

He knelt between her thighs, rubbed the head of his cock through her slickness, coating himself, teasing her clit until she whimpered.

“Look at me,” he ordered.

Her eyes locked on his.

He pushed in—slow, relentless—inch by inch, watching her face as she took him. She was tighter tonight, or maybe he was harder, but by the time he bottomed out, balls deep, they were both shaking.

“So full,” she moaned. “God, you’re so deep.”

He started to move—long, hard strokes that dragged over her G-spot, hips grinding against her clit on every thrust.

The room filled with the sounds of wet flesh slapping, her breathless cries, his low grunts.

He hooked her legs over his shoulders, folding her nearly in half, driving even deeper.

“Yes—yes—right there—”

He fucked her through another orgasm, feeling her pussy spasm around him, milking him.

He pulled out suddenly, flipped her onto her stomach, lifted her hips.

She went willingly, ass in the air, face pressed to the sheets.

He entered her from behind in one brutal thrust.

She screamed into the pillow.

He gripped her hips hard, pounding into her, watching her ass ripple with every impact, the sight of his thick cock disappearing into her slick heat again and again.

One hand snaked around to rub her clit.

“Tell me,” he demanded, voice rough. “Tell me what you want long-term.”

“To be bred,” she sobbed, pushing back to meet him. “Want a man to put a baby in me. Want to feel it grow. Want to be full—always—”

The words snapped something primal in him.

He slammed deep and stayed there, grinding, cock pulsing.

“Gonna give you that,” he snarled. “Gonna fill this cunt until you’re pregnant. Mine.”

“Yes—yours—please—”

He came with a roar, hips jerking, flooding her in hot, thick spurts, pumping until he was empty and she was overflowing, his seed leaking down her thighs.

They collapsed sideways, still joined, his arms locked around her.

She was trembling, aftershocks rippling through her.

He kissed her neck, her shoulder, tasting salt.

“You’re incredible,” he murmured.

She turned in his arms, eyes shining.

“I’ve never… no one’s ever…” She trailed off, blushing.

He brushed hair from her face. “We’re just getting started.”

Later, after a second round—this one slower, face-to-face, her riding him until they both came again—he held her as she drifted to sleep.

His mind, though, was wide awake.

Trina wasn’t just compatible.

She was responsive on a level he hadn’t dared hope for.

She wanted it—the breeding, the claiming, the surrender.

Not as fantasy.

As destiny.

He’d take it slower now.

Date her properly.

Hide the full extent of his wealth a little longer.

Build her trust, her need.

And then, when she was ready—deeply, irrevocably his—he’d introduce the idea of more.

Of the others.

Of the pact.

For the first time since the night in the club, Bill felt something close to certainty.

The hunt might be over sooner than any of them expected.


Chapter Four: Disappointing Submission

Bill kept Trina close for the next ten days, but he was careful.

No sudden displays of wealth that would overwhelm her. No private jets or helicopters. Just a successful, mysterious older man who clearly had money but didn’t flaunt it in ways that screamed billionaire.

He took her to small, perfect places: a hidden jazz bar in Harlem, a bookstore in Brooklyn with a secret speakeasy in the back, late-night walks across the Brooklyn Bridge where he bought her hot chocolate from a street vendor. He listened more than he spoke, drawing her out—her childhood, her dreams, the way she’d always imagined a life filled with love, stability, and children.

And every few nights, he brought her back to the penthouse.

Each time, the sex grew more intense.

The third night, he introduced silk restraints—soft ties around her wrists, anchoring her to the headboard while he spent an hour between her thighs, licking, sucking, fingering her until she was sobbing with need. Only then did he fuck her—slow, deep strokes that ended with him spilling inside her again, growling about how good she’d look swollen with his child.

She came harder than ever, body shaking, whispering “yes, yes, please” like a prayer.

The fifth night, he bent her over the kitchen island, skirt flipped up, panties ripped aside, taking her from behind while the city sparkled below. He made her watch their reflection in the glass—her breasts swaying, his hips slamming into her ass, his hand fisted in her hair.

“See how you take me?” he rasped. “This cunt was made for breeding.”

She moaned, pushing back, begging him to fill her.

He did—hard, deep pulses that left her dripping down her thighs as she collapsed against the marble.

Each encounter confirmed what he already suspected: Trina was submissive by nature, fertile in body and fantasy, responsive to dominance in a way that made his blood burn.

But something was missing.

A depth. A total surrender.

She gave him her body eagerly, came apart beautifully under his commands, said all the right filthy things when he pushed her.

But afterward, when they lay tangled in sheets, she always pulled back just a fraction. Curled into him sweetly, yes. Kissed his chest, murmured how intense it was, how much she loved it.

But never quite let go completely.

Never looked at him like he was her entire world.

Never begged to stay forever.

He needed more.

He needed to know if she could handle the full truth—the pact, the five men, the life they were offering.

But first, he needed to push harder.

Test the edges.

On the eleventh night, he orchestrated something different.

He sent a car to pick her up after her shift at the Peninsula bar. The driver handed her a black silk blindfold and a note in Bill’s handwriting:

Wear this. Trust me.

She texted him immediately: Where are we going?

His reply: Somewhere private. You’ll be safe. I promise.

When the car stopped forty minutes later, he was waiting outside a secluded townhouse in Tribeca—one of his lesser-known properties, converted into a private play space. No staff tonight. Just them.

He helped her out, kept the blindfold on, and led her inside.

The air was warm, scented with sandalwood and candle wax. Soft music—low, throbbing bass—played from hidden speakers.

He guided her down a short hallway into the main room: black walls, low lighting, a massive four-poster bed draped in deep red silk, restraints already attached to each corner. A padded bench. A St. Andrew’s cross in the corner. Toys laid out on a black lacquer tray—vibrators, plugs, clamps, lube.

He removed the blindfold.

Trina’s eyes went wide, lips parting on a soft gasp.

“Bill…”

He stood behind her, hands on her shoulders, mouth at her ear.

“Tonight is about trust,” he said quietly. “Total surrender. You can stop at any time—one word, and everything ends. But if you give yourself to me completely… I’ll give you pleasure you’ve never imagined.”

She trembled, but didn’t pull away.

“What’s the word?” she whispered.

“Red.”

She nodded slowly.

He kissed her neck. “Good girl.”

He undressed her slowly, reverently—unbuttoning her blouse, unhooking her bra, sliding her skirt and panties down until she stood naked in the low light. Her nipples were already hard, thighs pressing together.

He walked her to the bed, laid her in the center, and secured her wrists and ankles with soft leather cuffs—spread-eagle, completely open to him.

She tested the bonds once, found them firm, and exhaled shakily.

He stood at the foot of the bed, still fully dressed in black shirt and trousers, and just looked at her for a long moment.

“You’re exquisite,” he said. “Every inch of you. These breasts—” he cupped them, thumbs circling her nipples until she arched—“this soft belly that will one day swell with life—” his hand slid lower, over her mound—“this perfect cunt, already wet for me.”

She whimpered.

He stripped slowly, letting her watch as he revealed his hard cock, thick and heavy, tip glistening.

Then he began.

First, sensation play: a feather dragged over her skin, followed by ice cubes circled around her nipples until they ached. Then his mouth—hot, wet, sucking—warming her again.

She was writhing within minutes.

Next, a vibrator—low setting at first, pressed against her clit while he watched her face. He brought her to the edge three times, pulling away each time she got close.

“Please,” she finally begged, voice breaking. “Please let me come.”

“Not yet.”

He moved to nipple clamps—gentle ones, with a chain between. The pinch made her cry out, but her hips lifted, seeking more.

He dripped lube over her ass, worked a finger inside slowly, then two, scissoring while the vibrator buzzed against her clit.

She moaned louder, head thrashing.

“You’ll take everything I give you,” he said. “Every hole. Every drop.”

“Yes,” she gasped. “Anything.”

He replaced fingers with a medium plug—black silicone, tapered. Pushed it in slowly as she breathed through it, until it seated fully.

Then he climbed over her, cock dragging through her soaked folds.

He entered her in one deep thrust.

The sound she made—half-sob, half-scream—was pure surrender.

He fucked her steadily, deeply, the plug making her even tighter, the clamps tugging with every movement.

“Look at me,” he commanded.

Her eyes, glassy with tears and lust, met his.

“You were made for this,” he growled. “Made to be fucked, filled, bred. Say it.”

“I was made for it,” she chanted. “Made to be bred—please—Bill—”

He reached between them, removed the vibrator, and replaced it with his fingers on her clit—fast, ruthless circles.

“Come for me. Now.”

She shattered—body convulsing, pussy clamping down on him so hard he nearly followed.

But he held back.

He pulled out, removed the clamps (she cried out at the rush of blood), flipped her onto her stomach—still bound—and entered her again from behind.

The plug shifted with every thrust, driving her wild.

He gripped her hips, pounded harder.

“Tell me what you want long-term,” he demanded again, voice rough with control.

“To be yours,” she sobbed into the sheets. “To carry your babies. To be full all the time. Please—”

He leaned over her, one hand wrapping around her throat gently, possessively.

“Mine,” he snarled. “This body is mine to breed.”

“Yes—yours—only yours—”

He came then—deep, brutal pulses, flooding her as she came again around him, milking every drop.

Afterward, he released the cuffs, removed the plug gently, cleaned her with warm cloths, and held her as she trembled through the aftershocks.

She curled into him like a kitten, face buried in his chest.

“That was… incredible,” she whispered. “I’ve never felt anything like that.”

He stroked her hair.

“You were perfect.”

And physically, she had been.

She’d taken everything—restraints, toys, dominance, breeding talk—and begged for more.

Her body had responded flawlessly.

But as she drifted toward sleep, murmuring soft thanks and how intense it all was, Bill felt the truth settle cold in his gut.

It was still lackluster.

Not the sex—that had been explosive.

Her surrender.

She’d given him her body completely tonight.

But not her soul.

When he’d pressed—really pressed—about long-term, about being his, about breeding, she’d said the words.

Beautifully. Desperately.

But they hadn’t rung true.

They were heat-of-the-moment words.

Fantasy words.

Not destiny.

She didn’t see him as her future.

She saw him as an overwhelming, addictive lover.

Someone who fulfilled dark needs she hadn’t known she had.

But not the man she’d build a life with.

Not the one she’d carry five heirs for.

Not the vessel they needed.

He held her until she fell asleep, then stared at the ceiling in the dark.

Trina was extraordinary.

But she wasn’t the one.

Not for the pact.

Not for five men.

She’d never survive the full revelation.

She’d never crave it.

In the morning, he made her breakfast—pancakes, fresh berries, coffee—kissed her softly, and told her how incredible she was.

He wired $100,000 to an account he set up in her name—“for grad school, or whatever you want”—and arranged a car to take her home.

She texted him later: Thank you. Last night was life-changing. I’ll never forget you.

He replied: You’re unforgettable.

And meant it.

But as he deleted her number and closed the file on his desktop labeled “Trina,” he felt only one thing.

Frustration.

The hunt wasn’t over.

He needed someone who wouldn’t just submit beautifully.

He needed someone who would burn for it.

Who would choose it.

Who, when faced with the full, forbidden truth, would fall to her knees and say:

Take me. Use me. Breed me.

All five of you.

He closed the laptop, poured a drink, and opened a new search.

Back to the drawing board.


Chapter Five: The New Bartender

Bill threw himself back into the search with renewed intensity.

Trina had been a near miss—close enough to remind him how high the stakes were, far enough to sharpen his frustration. He refined his criteria further: not just submissive, but resilient. Not just fertile, but instinctively maternal. Not just responsive to breeding talk, but hungry for the reality of it.

He expanded beyond the ultra-elite circles. High-society women were too cynical, too practiced. He needed someone real. Someone whose desires hadn’t been polished away by money or ambition.

For three weeks he worked every angle: exclusive hotel bars, private member clubs, invite-only parties in lofts and warehouses. He observed more than he participated, watching women move, laugh, respond to dominance in subtle ways.

Then, on a rainy Thursday night in late November, he walked into the rooftop bar of the Edition Hotel in Times Square.

It was quiet for New York—low lights, velvet booths, a view of the city glistening under the storm. He took a seat at the far end of the bar, ordered a Macallan neat, and let his eyes scan the room.

That’s when he saw her.

Mid-twenties. Tall—maybe 5'8"—with an athletic yet undeniably feminine build. Honey-blonde hair pulled into a messy bun, loose strands framing a heart-shaped face. Full lips, high cheekbones, eyes a striking hazel that caught the light. She wore the standard bartender uniform—black vest over white shirt, sleeves rolled up—but on her it looked like lingerie. The vest hugged generous breasts, the shirt stretched just enough to hint at the curve beneath. Her black pants clung to long legs and a round, firm ass that flexed as she moved.

Her name tag read “Sophia.”

She noticed him watching and approached with a confident smile—not flirtatious, but warm. Professional with an edge.

“What can I get you?” Voice low, a little smoky.

He gave the order and watched her work—efficient, graceful, bantering easily with a couple of finance bros at the other end without encouraging them.

When she brought his drink, their fingers brushed. A spark.

“Long night?” she asked.

“Getting longer,” he said. “You?”

She laughed softly. “Always. But the view helps.”

Their eyes met. Held.

He stayed until closing.

Over the next hour, conversation flowed in stolen moments between her serving other patrons. She was twenty-five, from Colorado originally—ski town, big family. Moved to New York two years ago chasing a modeling career that never quite took off. Now bartending at high-end spots while taking night classes in hospitality management. Wanted to open her own place someday. Loved kids—had four nieces and nephews back home she missed terribly.

When the last guest left, she started closing up.

He didn’t move.

She glanced over. “We’re technically closed.”

“I own a tab here,” he said. “And I’m not in a rush.”

She arched a brow, but smiled. “In that case… want one for the road? On me.”

She poured herself a tequila, him another scotch.

They talked longer—leaning across the bar, voices low. Chemistry crackled.

At 2 a.m., she locked the doors.

He stood.

“Come upstairs,” he said. “Suite’s booked.”

She hesitated only a second, then grabbed her bag.

In the elevator, she kissed him first—pushing him against the wall, hands in his hair, mouth hot and demanding. No shyness. Pure hunger.

The suite was dark when they stumbled in, city lights painting stripes across the king bed.

Clothes came off fast.

Her shirt first—buttons popping as he yanked it open, revealing a black lace bra barely containing heavy, natural breasts. He groaned, burying his face between them, sucking nipples through lace until she gasped.

She tugged his belt open, shoved his pants down, wrapped confident fingers around his cock—thick, hard, already leaking.

“Jesus,” she breathed. “You’re big.”

He pushed her bra up, feasted on bare breasts—full D-cups, pale pink nipples tight and sensitive. She moaned when he bit gently, arched when he sucked hard.

Pants gone, her thong was soaked.

He dropped to his knees, yanked it aside, and buried his tongue in her.

She tasted sweet, musky, perfect.

Long licks from entrance to clit, then sucking that swollen bud until her thighs shook. Two fingers inside—curling, pumping—finding her G-spot fast.

She came hard, grinding against his face, cursing vividly.

He stood, wiped his mouth, and flipped her onto the bed face-down.

Ass up, he spread her cheeks, admired the view—pink, glistening, ready.

He entered her in one deep thrust.

Tight. Hot. Wet velvet gripping him.

She pushed back, meeting him, demanding more.

He fucked her hard—hips slamming, balls slapping her clit, one hand gripping her hair.

“Yes—fuck—harder—”

He gave it to her. Relentless. Primal.

The bed shook. Headboard banged the wall.

He pulled out, flipped her over, threw her legs over his shoulders, and drove back in—deeper angle now, hitting her cervix.

Her eyes rolled back.

He leaned down, mouth at her ear.

“You take cock like you were born for it.”

“I was,” she gasped. “God, don’t stop—”

He reached between them, thumb on her clit.

“Tell me what you want long-term.”

“To be fucked like this every day,” she moaned. “To be full. To feel a man lose control inside me.”

He growled, pace turning brutal.

“Want to be bred?”

She hesitated—just a fraction—but then nodded fiercely.

“Yes. Fuck yes. Want it raw. Want to feel it drip out of me for days.”

The words sent fire through his veins.

He slammed deep, stayed there, grinding.

“Gonna give you that. Gonna fill this cunt until it takes.”

“Do it,” she begged. “Come inside me. Please—”

He exploded—thick, hot ropes pumping into her, claiming her as she came again, pussy milking him greedily.

They didn’t stop there.

Round two: her riding him reverse cowgirl, ass bouncing as she slammed down, breasts in his hands from behind.

Round three: against the window, city below, her palms flat on glass as he took her from behind, one hand around her throat, the other rubbing her clit until she squirted—first time, she admitted breathlessly.

Round four: slow and deep on the chaise, face-to-face, her legs wrapped around him, whispering filthy things about wanting his baby, wanting to be marked.

By dawn, they were spent—sheets soaked, bodies marked with bites and fingerprints.

She curled into him, head on his chest.

“That was insane,” she murmured. “Best sex of my life.”

He stroked her back.

“You’re incredible.”

And physically, she was.

Wild. Insatiable. No limits.

Her body had responded to everything—rough, raw, breeding-focused dominance—with enthusiasm that bordered on addiction.

But as morning light crept in, and she stretched languidly, laughing about how sore she was, how she’d need a day off, Bill felt it again.

The lack.

She’d said all the right things in the heat.

Begged beautifully.

Taken his seed four times without hesitation.

But when the sun rose, it was just sex to her.

Mind-blowing, life-altering sex.

But not destiny.

She didn’t cling.

Didn’t ask to stay.

Didn’t look at him like he was her future.

She kissed him goodbye at the door—deep, promising more—but her eyes were already on the day ahead.

Her life. Her plans.

He wired her $75,000—“for that bar you want to open”—and told her to call anytime.

She texted later: Holy shit thank you. Last night was unreal. Let’s do it again soon.

He replied: Anytime.

But as he showered off her scent, he knew.

Sophia was fire.

But not the eternal kind.

Not the kind that would burn for five men.

Not the kind that would choose the pact over everything else.

Another near miss.

Closer than Trina—wilder, more primal.

But still not the one.

He dressed, opened his laptop, and stared at the growing list of discarded candidates.

Frustration had turned to something sharper.

Need.

The others would be checking in soon.

He couldn’t show up empty-handed.

He needed a new approach.

Something less organic.

More direct.

He opened Tinder—created a new profile under a false name.

Photo: him in a tailored suit, face partially shadowed, no clear identifiers.

Age listed as 45.

Bio: Dominant older man seeking younger submissive woman for intense, exclusive arrangement. Must be open-minded, fertile, family-oriented. Generosity guaranteed. Discretion required.

He added private photos—shirtless, suggesting wealth without screaming it.

Swiped right on carefully selected profiles: early 20s, college girls, sweet faces, bios mentioning wanting families, traditional values, or adventure.

Within hours, matches poured in.

Dozens.

He filtered ruthlessly.

Only the ones whose eyes looked innocent.

Whose smiles promised surrender.

Whose responses to his first message—“Tell me your deepest fantasy”—made his cock twitch.

One stood out.

Ava, 21.

Senior at NYU.

English major.

Brunette, big blue eyes, soft features, body curved in all the right places—full breasts, tiny waist, hips that flared dramatically.

Her first reply: I’ve always fantasized about an older man taking control. Telling me what to do. Making me his in every way.

He stared at the screen.

Felt it—that pull.

The hunt had just shifted.

And this time, he wouldn’t rush the test.

He’d take it slow.

Build it right.

Make her fall.

And then, if she was truly the one, he’d bring her to the others.

The bartender had been fire.

But Ava might be the spark that finally ignited everything.


Chapter Six: Raw But Insufficient

Bill didn’t waste time.

Ava’s Tinder messages had escalated quickly—from shy confessions to outright need. She sent photos: one in a sundress that hugged her full breasts and flared hips, another in lingerie, biting her lip, captioned “thinking of you.”

He kept his responses controlled. Dominant. Teasing.

Good girl. Show me more. Tell me exactly what you want an older man to do to you.

Her replies came fast, breathless.

I want him to take control. Pin me down. Use me. Fill me until I’m dripping. Make me his completely.

He felt the stir—real interest.

They arranged to meet three days later. A low-key bar in the East Village—dim lights, craft cocktails, no pretense.

She arrived in a simple sweater and jeans, but the sweater clung to heavy breasts, jeans molded to a round ass and thick thighs. Her hair was down, dark waves framing big blue eyes that lit up when she saw him.

In person, she was even better—soft voice, nervous laugh, but an undercurrent of heat.

They talked for hours. She was twenty-one, senior at NYU, English lit major, from a quiet suburb in Connecticut. Only child. Parents still married. Dreamed of teaching, writing poetry, having a big family someday—“at least four kids, maybe more.”

When he brushed her hand, she blushed but didn’t pull away.

By midnight, he suggested the penthouse.

She said yes without hesitation.

In the elevator, she was on him—kissing hungrily, hands under his shirt, pressing her soft body against his hardness.

Inside the apartment, clothes came off in a trail from door to bedroom.

She was breathtaking naked.

Full, heavy breasts—real DDs, pale with dusky pink nipples already tight. Soft belly with a gentle curve. Wide hips. Thick thighs. A neat triangle of dark hair above plump, pink lips already glistening.

He groaned, pushing her onto the bed.

She spread her legs eagerly, showing everything.

He dove in—mouth on her, tongue licking slow and deep, sucking her clit until she bucked. Two fingers inside—tight, soaking, clenching.

She came fast, loud, hands in his hair, thighs clamping his head.

He didn’t let her recover.

He rose up, cock throbbing—thick, veined, head slick.

She reached for him, stroked him with both hands, eyes wide.

“It’s so big,” she whispered.

He rubbed the head through her folds, coating himself.

“Condom?” she asked breathlessly.

“No,” he growled. “I want you bare, to feel your velvet walls.”

I’ve never bare before,” she said.

He pushed in—slow at first, letting her feel every inch stretch her.

She gasped, nails digging into his shoulders.

“So full—oh God—”

He bottomed out, held still, grinding.

Then began to move—deep, steady thrusts that dragged over her G-spot.

The bed creaked. Her breasts bounced with every stroke.

He leaned down, sucked a nipple hard, bit gently.

She moaned louder.

He pulled out, flipped her onto all fours, entered again from behind.

The view—her ass rippling, back arched, pussy gripping him—was perfect.

He gripped her hips, pounded harder.

Slaps echoed. Wet sounds filled the room.

One hand wrapped around her stomach, his ringers rubbing her clit fast.

“Tell me your fantasy,” he demanded.

“You,” she panted. “An older man like you—taking me raw—breeding me—”

The word snapped his control.

He fucked her savagely—hips slamming, balls slapping her clit.

“I’m gonna fill you,” he snarled. “Pump you full of cum.”

“Yes—do it—breed me—”

He came with a roar—deep, pulsing jets, flooding her as she screamed through her own orgasm, pussy milking him dry.

They didn’t stop.

Round two: her on top, riding him slow, breasts swaying as she ground down, whispering how good he felt inside her, how she wanted his baby someday.

Round three: against the window, her palms flat on glass, ass out as he took her standing, one hand around her throat, the other pinching nipples.

Round four: missionary, legs over his shoulders, deep and slow, eyes locked as he told her how perfect her body was for breeding, how he’d keep her full always.

She came again and again, begging, crying, utterly lost in it.

By morning, they were wrecked—sheets twisted, bodies slick with sweat and cum.

She lay draped over him, tracing lazy circles on his chest.

“That was… I don’t even have words,” she murmured. “I’ve never come like that. Never felt so… used. In the best way.”

He kissed her forehead.

“You were perfect.”

And physically, she had been.

Wilder than Sophia, more verbal than Trina.

She’d taken everything—rough breeding talk, multiple rounds, raw creampies—and begged for more.

But as sunlight poured in and she stretched, laughing about how she’d be walking funny all day, how her roommates would tease her, Bill felt the truth settle.

It was raw.

Intense.

Addictive.

But insufficient.

She saw it as a fantasy fulfilled.

A hot, older lover who dominated her exactly how she’d dreamed.

Not a future.

Not a life.

When he asked, casually, what she wanted long-term—while stroking her hair—she talked about grad school, traveling Europe after graduation, maybe teaching abroad.

Kids? “Someday. Definitely. But not yet. I’m only twenty-one.”

She kissed him, promised to text, and left with a glowing smile and a $50,000 transfer “for books and fun.”

Her final text: Last night was unreal. Can’t wait for round two.

He replied: Soon.

But as he stood under the shower, washing her scent away, he knew.

Ava was passion.

But not devotion.

She’d never choose the pact.

Never crave five men.

Never surrender her future to being their vessel.

Another failure.

Closer—God, so much closer.

Her body had responded like it was made for it.

Her words in the heat had been perfect.

But her heart wasn’t in it.

Not truly.

Bill dried off, dressed in silence, and opened the group chat with the other four.

Progress? Alexander typed.

Working on it, Bill replied.

We’re all waiting, Victor sent with a wolf emoji.

Bill stared at the screen.

Frustration had become something darker.

Obsession.

He couldn’t keep testing women one by one.

The organic approach was too slow.

Too unpredictable.

He needed a new strategy.

Something bolder.

More direct.

He opened Tinder again—refined the profile.

Made the bio even clearer.

Dominant older man seeking very specific arrangement. Young, fertile, submissive woman wanted for exclusive, intense relationship. Must be seriously open to family, breeding, total surrender. Extreme generosity. Lifetime security. Only serious inquiries.

He added a private album—photos implying wealth: a glimpse of the penthouse view, a watch worth more than most houses, his hand on a woman’s thigh (face cropped).

Then he swiped.

Hundreds of matches in hours.

Messages flooded.

Most were thrill-seekers.

Some were gold-diggers.

A few… a few said things that made him pause.

I’ve always known I wanted to belong to a powerful man completely. I dream about being kept, bred, cherished. I don’t want a career. I want a purpose.

He filtered.

Narrowed.

One profile stood out.

Name: Riley. 22.

Senior at Columbia.

Psychology major.

Photos: innocent face—big brown eyes, soft full lips, dimples. Curly auburn hair. Body lush—hourglass figure, heavy breasts, tiny waist, wide hips.

Bio: Old-fashioned girl looking for a real man to lead. Love books, cooking, the idea of a big family. Not into games.

Her first message to him: Hi Sir. Your profile made my heart race. I’ve never admitted this to anyone, but I want exactly what you’re offering. To submit. To be guided. To be… bred.

He stared at the screen.

Felt it deep in his gut.

This one might be different.

He typed back: Good girl. Tell me more.

Her reply came instantly.

I want to be owned. I want to please. I want to carry children for a man who deserves them. I don’t care about money—I care about purpose. About being needed. About being full.

He closed the laptop.

Stood at the window, watching snow fall over Central Park.

The hunt wasn’t over.

But for the first time in weeks, he felt real hope.

Riley might not just submit.

She might beg for it.

All of it.

Even the parts he hadn’t told her yet.

He’d take it slow.

Court her.

Test her.

Break her open gently.

And if she was truly the one…

He’d bring her to the pact.

And everything would change.


Chapter Seven: Digital Desperation

Bill had grown impatient with subtlety.

The string of near-misses—Trina’s sweet submission, Sophia’s wild fire, Ava’s raw hunger—had left him restless, almost angry. Each woman had been extraordinary in bed, each had moaned the right words when he filled them, but none had looked at him the morning after like he was their entire future. None had possessed that quiet, bone-deep willingness to surrender everything.

So he went blunt.

The revised Tinder profile was deliberately provocative. No more veiled hints. The bio read like a contract:

Dominant man, late 40s, seeking very young, very submissive woman (20–23) for exclusive, intense, long-term arrangement. Must be fertile, healthy, intelligent, family-oriented, and seriously open to immediate pregnancy and multiple children. Total surrender expected. Lifetime financial security and luxury provided. Only women who truly crave being owned and bred need apply. Discretion absolute.

He uploaded five private photos: one of his hand gripping a woman’s throat (face cropped), one of the penthouse view at night, one of his torso—cut, powerful, dusted with dark hair—one of a thick gold Rolex, and one of his cock, hard and heavy against his abs, anonymous but unmistakable.

Matches exploded.

Over three hundred in forty-eight hours.

Messages ranged from curious to obscene.

He ignored the thrill-seekers, the negotiators, the ones who asked for tribute upfront.

He filtered for innocence combined with need.

Only a handful remained.

Riley was the clearest stand-out.

Twenty-two. Columbia senior, psychology. Auburn curls, big brown eyes, dimples when she smiled. Body built for sin and motherhood—full, heavy breasts that strained every top in her photos, tiny waist, wide hips, thick thighs. Her public pics were sweet: library selfies, coffee dates, autumn leaves. Private ones she sent after his first message were devastating: her in soft cotton panties and a thin white tank, nipples visible, hand cupping one breast with the caption “thinking about what you wrote.”

Their chat escalated fast.

Riley: I’ve never told anyone this, but I don’t want a career. I want to belong to someone. I want to be told what to do, when to eat, when to sleep… when to spread my legs. I want to be kept pregnant. I want to feel useful. Needed.

Bill: Good girl. You understand what total surrender means?

Riley: Yes, Sir. It means I stop making choices. It means my body isn’t mine anymore. It’s for pleasure and breeding.

Bill: And if I decide you carry multiple children, one after another?

Riley: I’d beg for it. I’ve fantasized about being full almost constantly. About a man who never pulls out.

Bill: Send me a voice note. Tell me exactly what you want me to do to you our first night.

She did—thirty seconds of soft, trembling voice describing being pinned down, taken raw, filled until she overflowed, called a good breeding slut.

His cock was hard for an hour after.

They arranged to meet five days later—enough time for a full STI panel (he sent her to his private doctor, paid anonymously), enough time for her to stew in anticipation.

He chose neutral ground first: a quiet Italian restaurant in the West Village, corner table, candlelight.

She arrived in a simple green dress that hugged every curve—breasts straining the neckline, hips swaying as she walked. No bra; he could see the outline of her nipples. Hair loose in auburn waves, minimal makeup, eyes huge and nervous.

He stood, pulled out her chair, let his hand rest possessively on the back of her neck as she sat.

“You’re even more beautiful in person,” he said low.

She blushed crimson. “Thank you, Sir.”

Conversation was easy at first—her classes, her quiet upbringing in Ohio, seven siblings, how she’d always felt out of place in modern feminism. How she craved something older, primal.

By dessert, her foot was sliding up his calf under the table.

He paid, led her out, hand at the small of her back.

In the car, she was on him immediately—kissing hungrily, small hands roaming his chest, thighs.

He stopped her gently.

“Not yet. Tonight is about control. Mine.”

She whimpered but nodded.

At the penthouse, he didn’t rush.

He poured her wine, himself water, sat her on the deep leather couch.

“Stand up. Strip for me. Slowly.”

She obeyed—trembling fingers unzipping the dress, letting it pool at her feet.

No bra. Tiny lace panties already soaked.

Her body was lush perfection: heavy, natural breasts with wide pink areolas, nipples thick and erect, soft belly with a gentle feminine curve, wide breeding hips, thick thighs that touched at the top.

He groaned audibly.

“Come here.”

She walked to him, stood between his knees.

He cupped her breasts—full, overflowing his large hands—thumbs circling nipples until she gasped.

Then lower—over her belly, hips, between her legs.

She was drenched.

He slid the panties down, spread her open with his thumbs.

Pink, plump, glistening.

He leaned in, inhaled her scent, then licked—one long, slow stripe from entrance to clit.

She cried out, knees buckling.

He caught her, laid her on the rug in front of the fireplace.

Spread her wide.

Feasted.

Long, deliberate licks. Sucking her clit. Three fingers inside, curling hard against her G-spot while his tongue flicked relentlessly.

She came in under two minutes—back arching, thighs clamping his head, sobbing his name.

He didn’t stop.

Brought her to a second orgasm with his mouth, then a third with fingers and tongue together.

Only then did he stand, strip.

His cock sprang free—thick, long, veins standing out, head flushed dark.

Her eyes went wide.

He stroked himself once, twice.

“On your knees.”

She dropped instantly, mouth open.

He fed her slowly—letting her adjust to his size, teaching her rhythm.

She gagged once, tears in her eyes, but kept going—eager, worshipful.

He pulled out before he lost control.

“Bed. On your back. Legs open.”

She scrambled to obey.

He crawled over her, rubbed his cock through her slick folds.

“Condom?” she whispered.

“No,” he growled. “You’re clean. I’m clean. And you want it raw.”

“Yes—God yes—”

He pushed in—slow, relentless—watching her face as she took every inch.

Tight. Scorching hot. Virgin-like grip.

She whimpered, nails digging into his back.

When he bottomed out, he held still.

“Look at me.”

Her eyes—glassy, devoted—met his.

“This cunt is mine now.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He began to move—deep, grinding strokes that dragged over every sensitive spot.

Her breasts bounced with each thrust.

He sucked one nipple hard, bit gently.

She moaned louder.

He hooked her legs over his arms, opened her wider, pounded deeper.

The room filled with wet sounds, her cries, his grunts.

“Tell me,” he demanded.

“I’m yours,” she sobbed. “Breed me—please—make me pregnant—”

He flipped her onto her stomach, lifted her hips, entered again from behind.

The angle was brutal—deeper, hitting her cervix.

She screamed into the pillow.

He gripped her hair, arched her back, slammed harder.

One hand reached under, rubbed her clit fast.

“Come for me. Milk my cock.”

She shattered—pussy spasming, squirting around him.

He followed—roaring, burying deep, pumping thick ropes of cum directly into her womb.

He stayed inside, grinding, making sure every drop stayed.

Then pulled out slowly, watched his seed leak from her swollen pussy.

Flipped her over, pushed back in—still hard.

Round two was slower, face-to-face, her legs wrapped around him.

He whispered filthy praise—how perfect her body was, how she was made for breeding, how he’d keep her full.

She came again, tears on her cheeks, clinging to him.

Round three: her riding him, breasts in his mouth, hips grinding as she begged to be his forever.

Round four: against the window, city lights below, him behind her, one hand on her throat, the other on her belly.

“Feel that?” he growled. “Right here—I’m going to put my baby.”

“Yes—please—own me—”

He filled her again.

By dawn, she was limp, marked, overflowing.

She curled into him, face against his chest.

“I’ve never felt anything like that,” she whispered. “I feel… complete.”

He held her, stroked her hair.

For the first time, something settled in him.

Hope.

She hadn’t just submitted.

She’d surrendered.

Completely.

When morning came, she didn’t rush to leave.

She made him coffee naked, breasts swaying, cum still drying on her thighs.

Knelt at his feet while he drank it.

Looked up at him with absolute devotion.

“May I stay today, Sir?”

He cupped her chin.

“Yes, little one. You’re not going anywhere.”

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

No classes—she skipped them.

No phone—turned off.

Just them.

He fucked her constantly—morning, afternoon, night.

On every surface.

In every position.

Always raw.

Always deep.

Always ending with his seed inside her.

He introduced light restraints, a collar, commands.

She blossomed—eager, obedient, radiant.

She cooked for him wearing only an apron.

Knelt when he entered a room.

Begged to suck him awake each morning.

And every time he filled her, she whispered the same thing:

Thank you for breeding me, Sir.

By day ten, he knew.

Riley wasn’t just compatible.

She was perfect.

Innocent and depraved.

Submissive to her core.

Hungry for exactly what the pact demanded.

And she hadn’t even heard the full truth yet.

He would tell her soon.

Carefully.

But first, he wanted her bound tighter.

Addicted.

Irreversibly his.

Only then would he present her to the others.

The hunt, he realized as he watched her sleep—curled at his feet, collar around her throat, belly softly rounded already from constant filling—was finally over.

He’d found their vessel.

And she was everything they’d dreamed of.


Chapter Eight: The Spark

Bill kept Riley at the penthouse for two full weeks.

No outside world. No classes, no friends, no family. Phone surrendered on day one, placed in a drawer. He told her it was a test of obedience. She handed it over without protest, eyes shining with trust.

He structured her days around pleasure and submission.

Mornings began with her mouth on him—waking him slowly, reverently, until he filled her throat. She swallowed every drop, then thanked him softly.

Breakfast she prepared naked or in one of his shirts, collar always locked around her throat—a simple black leather band with a silver ring he’d ordered overnight.

Afternoons were for exploration: light bondage on the wide sectional, toys introduced gradually—vibrators pressed against her while he worked calls in the next room, edging her for hours until she sobbed for release.

Evenings were raw claiming—fucked on every surface, always bare, always deep, always ending with his seed inside her.

He tracked her cycle obsessively. She was mid-cycle now, peak fertility. He made sure she knew.

Every time he came in her, he pressed a hand to her lower belly and growled, “Right here. Taking root.”

She would whimper, legs wrapping tighter, begging him not to pull out.

By day ten, she was radiant—skin glowing, eyes soft and devoted, body marked with faint bruises from his grip, nipples perpetually hard from constant attention.

She no longer asked to leave.

She asked only to please him.

But Bill knew the real test was yet to come.

He needed to know if her surrender extended beyond the bedroom.

If she could handle the truth.

If she would choose it.

On the fifteenth night, he orchestrated something different.

He sent her to shower alone—rare these days—then laid out clothes on the bed: a soft ivory silk dress, no bra, no panties, low heels. Simple gold earrings. Hair down.

When she emerged, wrapped in a towel, eyes wide at the sight, he smiled.

“We’re going out tonight.”

Her face lit up—first time outside in weeks.

He drove her himself—no driver—in the black Bentley to a quiet French restaurant in Tribeca he’d reserved entirely.

Candlelight, white linens, a single table in the center.

He pulled out her chair, let his fingers trail her bare neck as she sat.

They ate slowly—oysters, foie gras, duck confit, chocolate soufflé.

Conversation was gentle at first: her childhood, favorite books (Jane Eyre, naturally), dreams before him.

Then he steered it deeper.

“Tell me what you want long-term, Riley. Truly.”

She set her fork down, met his eyes.

“I want to belong to you. Completely. I don’t need school, or a job, or friends who don’t understand. I want to wake up every day knowing my purpose is to please you. To cook for you, clean for you, warm your bed. To carry your children—one after another. To be full and useful and owned.”

He felt his cock harden under the table.

“And if I asked you to give up everything else? Your degree, your independence, your old life?”

“I’d do it tomorrow,” she said softly. “I already feel like I have.”

He reached across, cupped her cheek.

“Good girl.”

After dinner, he drove her not home, but to Central Park—empty this late, snow dusting the paths.

He parked, led her out into the cold, wrapped his coat around her shoulders.

They walked in silence for a while.

Then he stopped under a streetlamp, turned her to face him.

“I need to tell you something.”

She looked up, trusting.

“I’m not just a successful businessman, Riley. I’m… very wealthy. More than you can imagine.”

Her eyes widened slightly, but she didn’t pull away.

“And I want you. Not just for months. For years. For life.”

She smiled, small and hopeful.

“But there’s more.”

He paused, choosing words carefully.

Not the full pact yet. Not five men.

Just enough to test.

“I want you exclusive. Completely mine. No other men, ever. But also… I want you to understand that my life is complex. I have partners. Close ones. Men I trust absolutely. And one day, if you prove yourself—if you truly want this life—I might ask you to accept them too. In limited ways. For the family we build.”

He watched her face closely.

Shock? Fear? Disgust?

None came.

Instead, her breath quickened.

Her cheeks flushed.

She lowered her eyes.

“You mean… share me?”

“Only if you crave it,” he said quietly. “Only if it’s what you need to feel fully owned. Fully used.”

She was silent a long moment.

Then whispered, “I’ve thought about it. In dark moments. Being so desired that one man isn’t enough. Being the center of something bigger. If it’s what you want… I’d try. For you.”

His heart pounded.

Not rejection.

Curiosity.

Willingness.

He pulled her close, kissed her hard under the lamplight.

Back at the penthouse, the sex was different.

Frenzied.

Desperate.

He carried her inside, dress ripped over her head, bent her over the foyer table.

Entered her in one brutal thrust.

She cried out, pushing back.

He fucked her hard—hips slamming, hand in her hair, other hand gripping her throat.

“Tell me,” he snarled.

“I’m yours,” she sobbed. “All yours—to use, to share, to breed—”

He pulled out, spun her, lifted her onto the table, spread her wide.

Re-entered, deep and punishing.

Her breasts bounced with every thrust.

He sucked them hard, bit nipples until she screamed.

One hand between them, rubbing her clit fast.

“You’d let them watch?” he growled. “Let them see how perfectly you take cock?”

“Yes—God yes—if it pleases you—”

“You’d beg for their seed too? Carry their children?”

She came then—shattering, squirting around him, sobbing his name.

The words undid him.

He slammed deep, stayed there, flooded her—thick, endless pulses, claiming her womb again.

They didn’t make it to the bedroom.

Round two on the rug—her riding him, hands on his chest, hips grinding as she whispered filthy promises about being his perfect breeder, his shared slut, his everything.

Round three in the shower—him behind her, one leg hooked over his arm, water pounding as he took her slow and deep, hand on her belly.

“Feel it,” he murmured. “Ready to inside you.”

She whimpered, came again.

Round four in bed—slow, face-to-face, legs intertwined, him moving gently as she cried soft tears of overwhelm.

“I’ve never felt so safe,” she whispered. “So wanted.”

He kissed her tears.

“You are.”

Afterward, she fell asleep curled against him, hand over his heart.

He lay awake, staring at the ceiling.

The spark wasn’t just there.

It was a flame.

Riley wasn’t just submissive.

She was built for this.

For him.

For them.

She hadn’t flinched at the hint of sharing.

She’d burned hotter.

He would tell her the full truth soon.

Carefully.

Layer by layer.

But first, he wanted see her commit completely.

Irreversibly bound.

He’d keep her here another month.

Breed her daily.

Watch her devotion deepen.

Then, when she was glowing and utterly his, he’d bring the others in.

One at a time.

Let them see her.

Touch her.

Test her.

And when all five agreed—when she begged for all five—he’d seal the pact.

The hunt was over.

He’d found her.

Their perfect vessel.

Their eternal breeder.

And she was already his.


Chapter Nine: Courting The Innocent

Bill decided to slow everything down.

Riley had already proven her body was his—eager, fertile, responsive beyond his wildest hopes. Her submission in the penthouse had been total: days and nights of raw breeding, collars, commands, constant filling. She’d bloomed under it, begging for more, glowing with every creampie.

But he needed her heart and mind just as bound.

He needed her to fall in love with him—the man, not just the dominant lover.

Only then would the full revelation of the pact land safely.

Only then would she choose it freely.

So he courted her.

Properly.

He moved her out of the penthouse and into a separate, smaller apartment he owned in SoHo—a beautiful pre-war loft with exposed brick, high windows, a kitchen she could cook in, a bedroom with a view of the city. He told her it was hers as long as she wanted it. No rent. No questions.

He kept the collar play private, but in public he was careful—attentive, protective, romantic.

First date: a matinee Broadway show (something classic, “Wicked”), followed by dinner at a tiny, family-run Italian place in the Village. He held her hand across the table, listened to her talk about the music, laughed at her impressions of the actors.

She wore a simple navy dress that hugged her curves, hair loose and curly. No underwear—he’d checked before they left.

Under the table, his hand slid up her thigh, found her bare and already wet.

He fingered her slowly through dessert—two fingers curling inside, thumb on her clit—until she bit her lip to stay quiet, coming silently with her face buried in his shoulder.

In the cab home, she whispered, “I’ve never felt so cared for.”

Second date: ice skating at Rockefeller Center at dusk. He rented the rink privately after hours. Just them, the tree lights, soft music.

She laughed when she wobbled, clung to him.

He held her close, kissed her under the lights, hands on her ass through her coat.

Later, in the backseat of the car, she rode his fingers again, moaning his name softly.

Third date: the Met. He arranged a private after-hours tour—art lit only for them.

They wandered galleries hand in hand.

In the Egyptian wing, surrounded by ancient fertility statues, he pressed her against a wall in a shadowed corner, kissed her deep, hand sliding under her skirt to tease her.

“You see those?” he murmured, nodding at a statue of Isis nursing Horus. “That’s you. Made to nurture. Made to be worshipped.”

She melted against him.

That night, back in her loft, he made love to her slowly on the rug in front of the fireplace—long, deep strokes, eyes locked, whispering how beautiful she was, how perfect, how he couldn’t stop thinking about her swollen with his child.

She came crying his name, clinging to him.

He kept his wealth understated—no flashy cars in front of her, no name-dropping. He let her think he was successful but not stratospherically rich. The loft was “an investment property.” The private rink “a favor from a friend.”

She never asked for more.

She only asked to see him again.

They fell into a rhythm.

Days: she attended a few classes (he encouraged it, wanted her mind sharp), cooked for him when he came over, waited eagerly for his touch.

Nights: dates or quiet evenings in—cooking together, reading aloud to each other (she loved Brontë, he indulged her), long baths where he washed her hair.

And always sex.

Constant, consuming, but varied now.

Some nights gentle—missionary under soft lights, slow grinding, him whispering love words as he filled her.

Some nights rough—her wrists pinned, hair pulled, ass red from his palm as he took her from behind, breeding talk filthy and loud.

She responded to both with equal devotion.

She began initiating—waking him with her mouth, climbing on top in the morning, begging to be filled before he left for work.

She tracked her own cycle, told him excitedly when she was ovulating again.

“Please,” she’d whisper, spreading her legs. “Breed me tonight. I need it.”

He always obliged.

One month became two.

He watched her change subtly—her soft skin glowing, a soft fullness to her hips and belly from constant sex and good food.

She glowed.

And she fell.

Hard.

She said it first, one night after a quiet dinner at her place.

They were on the couch, her head in his lap, his fingers stroking her hair.

“I love you,” she said softly, looking up at him. “I know it’s fast. I know we’re… intense. But I do. I love you.”

He felt it hit his chest like a fist.

He pulled her up, kissed her deep.

“I love you too, little one.”

And meant it.

More than he’d expected.

She wasn’t just the vessel anymore.

She was his.

But the pact loomed.

He had to move forward.

The others were waiting.

Impatient.

He started planting deeper seeds.

Casual mentions of his “close friends”—men he trusted like brothers, men who shared his vision of legacy.

He told her about the club, vaguely—no details, just that he had four partners who felt the same desperation for heirs.

She listened, curious, not alarmed.

One night, after particularly intense sex—him taking her against the kitchen counter, hand over her mouth to muffle her screams as he pumped her full—she asked breathlessly, “Would your friends… like me?”

He stilled, buried inside her.

“Yes,” he said carefully. “They’d think you’re perfect.”

She clenched around him involuntarily.

“Would they want to… watch?”

His cock throbbed.

“If I allowed it.”

She moaned softly.

“Would you?”

He pulled out slowly, turned her to face him, lifted her onto the counter, entered her again face-to-face.

“Only if you begged for it.”

She wrapped her legs around him, pulled him deeper.

“I might,” she whispered. “If it made you proud.”

He fucked her slow and deep then, eyes locked.

“You’re everything I wanted,” he rasped. “Everything we wanted.”

She came hard, sobbing into his neck.

He followed, filling her again.

Afterward, in bed, he held her close.

One more month.

He’d give her one more month of just them.

Of courting.

Of falling deeper.

Of breeding her daily.

Then he’d tell her everything.

Bring the others in.

Let them meet her.

Test her.

Claim her.

Because Riley wasn’t just the one.

She was the only one.

And soon, she’d carry Bill’s heir first.

Then the rest.

Willingly.

Eagerly.

Forever.


Chapter Ten: Sealed in Ecstasy

Bill knew the moment had come.

Riley had been his for three months now—body, mind, and soul. She had surrendered everything: her old life, her independence, her future plans. She lived for him now, woke each morning eager to please, spent her days waiting for his touch, her nights begging to be filled.

She had proven herself in every way.

Submissive. Fertile. Devoted. Open to the hints he’d dropped about the others.

She was ready for the full truth.

But first, he wanted one perfect weekend—just the two of them—to seal her to him completely before introducing the pact.

He arranged it meticulously.

Friday evening, the helicopter lifted off at sunset, Riley blindfolded beside him, her hand tight in his.

“Trust me,” he’d whispered as he fastened the silk over her eyes.

She’d nodded, biting her lip, thighs already pressing together in anticipation.

The flight north was charged—his hand sliding up her skirt, finding her bare and wet, fingering her slowly until she came with a muffled cry against his shoulder.

When they landed on the private pad of his Adirondack lodge, he removed the blindfold.

Her gasp echoed in the cold, crisp air.

The massive timber-and-stone house glowed against the snow, windows lit warmly, the frozen lake glittering under moonlight beyond.

“No one else for miles,” he said, leading her inside.

The great room was prepared exactly as he’d instructed: roaring fire, hundreds of candles, soft jazz drifting from hidden speakers, a trail of deep red rose petals leading upstairs.

Dinner waited—oysters on ice, steak tar tar, filet mignon with morel sauce, dark chocolate torte. Champagne chilling.

He fed her by hand, watching her lips close around each bite, her tongue darting out to lick his fingers clean.

By the time dessert arrived, she was squirming in her seat.

He carried her upstairs.

The master bedroom was a sanctuary: king bed draped in white linens, fire crackling in the stone hearth, floor-to-ceiling windows showing nothing but wilderness and stars.

He set her down in the center of the room.

“Undress for me. Slowly.”

She obeyed, fingers trembling with excitement.

Dress first—sliding straps off shoulders, letting silk pool at her feet.

No bra. Breasts full and heavy, nipples already tight.

Panties last—turning to give him the view of her ass as she bent, stepping out of lace.

She stood naked, flushed, eyes lowered.

He circled her slowly, trailing fingertips over her skin—collarbone, breasts, nipples, waist, the flare of hips, between her thighs where she was soaked.

“Perfect,” he growled.

He stripped quickly—shirt, belt, trousers—until his cock sprang free, thick and hard, tip glistening.

Her breath caught.

He took her to the bed, laid her in the center.

Tonight was worship and claiming.

He started slow.

Kissing every inch—lips deep and hungry, neck, sucking marks into pale skin, breasts lavished with attention. He spent long minutes on each nipple—sucking hard, teeth grazing, tongue flicking until she was writhing, begging.

Lower—over soft belly, hips, inner thighs.

He spread her wide, inhaled her scent, then devoured her.

Long, slow licks from entrance to clit.

Circling that swollen bud.

Two fingers inside—curling, stroking her G-spot while his tongue worked relentlessly.

She came fast the first time—back arching, thighs clamping his head, crying out.

He didn’t stop.

Brought her to a second orgasm with mouth alone, a third adding fingers, scissoring, stretching.

Only when she was shaking, oversensitive, pleading, did he rise.

He knelt between her thighs, rubbed his cock through her slick folds, coating himself.

“Look at me.”

Her eyes—glassy, devoted—met his.

He entered her in one deep, slow thrust.

Tight. Hot. Perfect grip.

She moaned loud, nails digging into his shoulders.

He held still, letting her feel every inch.

Then began to move—long, deliberate strokes, grinding deep on each one.

Face-to-face, bodies pressed close.

“I love you,” he said, voice rough. “More than I thought possible.”

“I love you,” she whispered, tears in her eyes. “I’m yours. Completely.”

He kissed her deep, moved faster.

One hand between them, circling her clit.

She came again—pussy spasming, milking him.

He pulled back from the edge.

He flipped her onto her side, spooned behind her, lifted her top leg, and entered again.

Slow, deep grinding—perfect angle.

His hand splayed over her lower belly.

“Right here,” he growled in her ear. “This is where my seed goes. Where you’ll swell for me.”

She whimpered, pushed back.

“And soon… for them too.”

She clenched hard.

He thrust deeper.

“Tell me.”

“I want it,” she gasped. “I want to be yours—and theirs. I want to be used by all of you. Filled by all of you. Owned completely.”

The words ignited him.

He rolled her onto her stomach, lifted her hips, entered from behind—brutal depth now.

She screamed into the pillow.

He gripped her hair, arched her back, pounded hard.

One hand reached under, rubbed her clit fast.

“You’ll beg for their cocks,” he snarled. “You’ll spread for each of them. Take every drop.”

“Yes—God yes—please—”

He slammed deep, stayed there, grinding.

“You were made for this. Made to be our breeder.”

She came violently—squirting around him, sobbing.

He followed—roaring, pumping thick ropes deep inside her, flooding her until it leaked out around his cock.

He stayed buried, grinding through aftershocks.

Then pulled out slowly, flipped her over, pushed back in—face-to-face again.

Round two was slower, reverent.

Her legs wrapped around him, heels digging into his ass.

He whispered love and possession.

How perfect she was.

How she’d pleased him beyond expectation.

How the others would worship her too.

She came again, tears streaming, clinging.

Round three: her on top, riding him with abandon—breasts bouncing, head thrown back, hips grinding as she chased pleasure.

He gripped her ass, thrust up, met her stroke for stroke.

She leaned down, breasts in his face.

He sucked hard, bit gently.

“Tell me you’ll take them all,” he demanded.

“I will,” she moaned. “I’ll take every cock. Every load. I’ll be your perfect vessel.”

He flipped her suddenly, pinned her wrists above her head, fucked her hard and fast.

She screamed through another orgasm.

He filled her again—deep, pulsing jets.

Round four: against the window, moonlight on her skin, her palms flat on cold glass as he took her from behind.

Snow falling outside.

His hand on her throat, possessive.

The other between her legs.

“You’ll stand like this for them too,” he growled. “Let them see how beautifully you submit.”

“Yes—anything—for you—for them—”

She came shattering, legs buckling.

He held her up, pounded through it, filled her a third time.

Round five: on the fur rug before the fire.

Slow, exhausted, perfect.

Her on her back, legs over his shoulders, him moving deep and steady.

Eyes locked.

No words now—just breath, moans, the wet sounds of joining.

When she came the final time—soft, trembling, tears of overwhelm—he followed quietly, emptying into her one last time.

They collapsed together, bodies slick, hearts pounding.

He pulled her close, covered them with a blanket.

She curled into him, face against his chest.

“I’ve never felt so whole,” she whispered. “So right.”

He kissed her hair.

“You are right. For me. For us.”

She fell asleep first, breathing soft and even.

He lay awake, watching flames dance.

Then reached for his phone.

Opened the encrypted chat.

Typed:

She’s ready. Beyond ready. She’s ours. Come next weekend. You’ll see.

Sent.

The replies came instantly.

Alexander: Coordinates?

Victor: Finally.

Damien: She better be worth the wait.

Lucian: Send a photo. Now.

Bill smiled.

Snapped one in the firelight—Riley asleep against him, face peaceful, body marked with his bites and fingerprints, sheet barely covering her curves.

Sent it.

The chat exploded.

He set the phone aside.

Pulled her closer.

The weekend wasn’t over.

There would be more tomorrow—more claiming, more whispers, more preparation.

But tonight, in ecstasy, she was sealed to him.

And soon, she would be sealed to all of them.

Willingly.

Eagerly.

Forever.

Their perfect vessel.

Their shared future.

Their forbidden desire made flesh.

And she would embrace every moment.

Because she was born for it.

Born for them.


Check out my other titillating titles on Amazon for even more hot erotica!

Grandpa’s Pleasures - Candi

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07C83STLV

Grandpa’s pleasures - Jennifer

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07CT2SXF7

Grandpa’s Pleasures - Lilly

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07DR43SNT

Grandpa’s Pleasures - Brianna

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07CSBRHCM

Grandpa’s Pleasures - Kathleen

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07BGDRCGV

Grandpa’s Pleasures - Stacy

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07M93FCCX

Grandpa’s Pleasures - Alisha

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07GSCW9TV

Grandpa’s Pleasures - Brandi

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B07BR7XBS7

I hope you enjoyed this story.  If you did, please consider leaving me a review on Amazon.  Reviews are the only way indie authors can compete with the big publishing houses.  Thanks for taking the time to read my work.

-Marissa


To see my list of books, please go to my author page at:

amazon.com/author/marissascott
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