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Chapter 1: Week-Six Itch

Six weeks.
That’s how long it had been since our last “breeding session” turned into a goddamn pregnancy lottery. Three winners, two losers. And guess who was leading the loser category?
Elena Radic stood in her marble bathroom, staring at another blank pregnancy test like it had personally offended her Serbian ancestors. Her statuesque frame was rigid with frustration, those pale gray eyes burning holes through the little plastic stick.
“Nothing,” she whispered. “Again.”
I leaned against the doorframe, watching my ice queen slowly melt into desperation. Even furious, she was stunning. The silk robe barely covered her Pilates-lean body, and I could see the outline of her high breasts rising and falling with each angry breath.
“That’s test number four,” I said gently.
Her head snapped toward me. “I’m aware.”
The apartment felt different now. Quieter. Tamara had moved back to her own place to prepare for the baby—our baby—and her growing bump made everyone remember what we were really doing here. Paige was busy monetizing her pregnancy on social media, turning morning sickness into content gold. Maya had retreated into some kind of zen pregnancy mode, tracking every symptom like it was a scientific experiment.
That left Elena, Alyssa, and me in this marble palace of frustration.
“Maybe we should—” I started.
“No.” Elena’s voice cut through the air like a blade. “We’re not stopping. We’re not slowing down. We’re doing the opposite.”
She stalked past me into the bedroom, that familiar scent of white tea and cedarwood following in her wake. Even pissed off, she moved like a predator. Long legs, perfect posture, every step calculated.
I followed, because where Elena led, smart men followed.
She was already pulling up something on her laptop. The screen reflected in her steel-gray eyes as she scrolled through what looked like luxury travel sites.
“Elena, what are you—”
“Dr. Lawson called yesterday,” she said without looking up. “I asked about IVF options.”
My stomach dropped. “And?”
“She said given my… situation… continuous insemination would be more effective than clinical intervention.”
I blinked. “Continuous what now?”
Elena finally looked at me, and there was something wild in her expression. Something hungry and desperate and completely unhinged.
“She wants us to fuck constantly, Mason. Round the clock. No breaks, no schedules, no mercy.”
The way she said ‘fuck’ made my cock twitch. Elena rarely used crude language, but when she did, it hit like a sledgehammer.
“I can handle that assignment,” I said, stepping closer.
She held up a hand, stopping me. “Not here. Not with distractions. Not with Paige livestreaming from the next room and Alyssa’s milk pumping schedule interrupting us every three hours.”
“Then where?”
Her laptop screen showed white sand beaches and crystal blue water. Some kind of tropical paradise that probably cost more per night than most people made in a month.
“Villa Río Escondido,” she said. “Dominican Republic. Private beach, private staff, completely isolated.”
I whistled low. “That looks expensive.”
“Money isn’t the issue.” Elena’s fingers traced the keyboard. “I’ve already put a hold on it. Two weeks. Just us, Alyssa, and…”
She paused, that predatory smile creeping across her lips.
“And?”
“I have an idea about maximizing our chances.”
Before I could ask what she meant, the bedroom door opened. Alyssa Hart walked in carrying a tray of protein shakes, her massive E-cups straining against a thin tank top. Six weeks of “practice” had done amazing things to her body. Her breasts were fuller, heavier, and—
“Are those wet spots?” I asked, staring at the dark patches around her nipples.
Alyssa blushed, that gorgeous copper hair falling over her face. “Sorry. It’s been happening more lately. My body thinks it’s… preparing.”
Elena’s eyes lit up like she’d just solved a complex equation.
“Perfect,” she purred.
“Perfect what?” Alyssa set the tray down, looking between us nervously.
“Pack a bag, darling. We’re going somewhere tropical.”
“We are?” I was still trying to wrap my head around this plan.
Elena stood, letting her robe fall open. The sight of her pale skin and dark nipples made my mouth go dry. She stepped closer, pressing those small, perfect breasts against my chest.
“The rule will be simple,” she whispered against my ear. “Free use. Twenty-four hours a day. Any time, anywhere, any hole.”
My cock went from interested to painful in about two seconds.
“No condoms,” she continued. “No schedules. No privacy. If you want me, you take me. If Alyssa needs your seed, she gets it. Whenever, wherever.”
“Jesus, Elena.”
“No mercy, Mason. Two weeks of pure breeding. Constant insemination. By the time we come home, at least one of us will be carrying your child.”
The certainty in her voice was intoxicating. This wasn’t a request—it was a royal decree from the queen of our little harem.
“What about the others?” Alyssa asked softly.
“Tamara needs to rest. Paige needs to focus on her brand. Maya’s already pregnant.” Elena’s hands slid down my chest. “This is about the two of us who haven’t succeeded yet.”
“And Maya’s okay with this?” I had to ask.
Elena’s smile turned wicked. “Maya suggested it.”
Of course she did. Our little Brazilian-Japanese strategist was always three moves ahead.
“So?” Elena’s gray eyes searched mine. “Are you ready to fuck your way through paradise?”
I grabbed her waist, pulling her flush against me. Through the thin fabric of my joggers, she could feel exactly how ready I was.
“When do we leave?”
“Tomorrow.”
“Tomorrow?” Alyssa squeaked.
“I told you, darling. No mercy.” Elena ground against my erection, her breathing getting shallow. “Tonight is our last night with rules. Tomorrow, all bets are off.”
The laptop screen still glowed with images of pristine beaches and crystal water. Villa Río Escondido looked like the kind of place where rich people went to do very rich, very dirty things.
“Two weeks of paradise,” I murmured, already imagining Elena bent over a balcony railing while waves crashed below.
“Two weeks of breeding,” she corrected.
“Same thing.”
Elena laughed, low and throaty. “Pack light, Mason. You won’t be wearing much.”
As she walked toward her massive closet, I caught Alyssa’s eye. The busty redhead was biting her lower lip, those emerald eyes wide with a mixture of nervousness and excitement.
“You okay with this?” I asked.
She nodded quickly. “I want a baby, Mason. I want your baby. If this is what it takes…”
“It’s what it takes,” Elena called from the closet. “And Alyssa?”
“Yes?”
“Bring the lactation supplies. We’re going to need them.”
I watched Alyssa’s cheeks turn pink as she hurried out of the room. The girl was already producing milk, and we hadn’t even gotten her pregnant yet. Her body was preparing for something that might not happen.
Might not happen.
Elena’s voice echoed from the closet. “Mason?”
“Yeah?”
“Come here.”
I found her standing between racks of designer dresses and silk scarves, completely naked. The robe lay crumpled at her feet, and in the soft lighting, she looked like a marble statue come to life.
“Last night with rules,” she said, backing toward the bed.
“What rules are we breaking?”
She lay back against the white sheets, spreading her long legs. Her pussy was already glistening.
“Tonight, you ask permission,” she whispered. “Tomorrow, you just take.”
I was already pulling off my shirt. “And what am I asking permission for?”
“To practice.”
Elena’s fingers slid between her legs, and she moaned softly as she touched herself. Her pale skin flushed pink, and those gray eyes never left mine.
“Practice what?”
“Filling me up. Over and over. Until it takes.”
I dropped my joggers and boxers in one motion. My cock sprang free, already leaking precum at the sight of Elena touching herself on her pristine white sheets.
“Permission to make you come?” I asked, kneeling on the bed.
“Granted.”
“Permission to fill that perfect pussy with cum?”
“Granted.” Her voice was getting breathier.
“Permission to do it again in an hour?”
Elena’s back arched as her fingers found her clit. “Granted. Granted. God, yes.”
I grabbed her wrists, pinning them above her head as I settled between her thighs. The head of my cock pressed against her wet entrance, and she gasped.
“Last time I have to ask,” I growled.
“Last time,” she agreed.
I pushed inside slowly, savoring the way she clenched around me. Elena’s mouth fell open in a silent scream, and I could feel her trying to pull her hands free.
“Nope,” I said, tightening my grip. “You said I could practice taking what I want.”
“Oh fuck,” she whimpered.
“That’s the idea.”
I started moving, long slow strokes that made her whole body shake. Elena wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper.
“Harder,” she gasped.
“Ask nicely.”
“Please, Mason. Fuck me harder. Fill me up. Give me your cum.”
The desperation in her voice made me lose control. I let go of her wrists and grabbed her hips, pounding into her with everything I had. The bed creaked under us, and Elena’s nails raked down my back.
“Yes, yes, yes,” she chanted. “Don’t stop. Don’t you dare stop.”
I could feel her getting close, the way her walls started fluttering around my cock. Her breathing turned ragged, and those perfect small breasts bounced with every thrust.
“Come for me,” I ordered. “Come on my cock like a good girl.”
Elena screamed.
Her orgasm hit like a tidal wave, pussy clamping down so hard I thought she might break me in half. I thrust deep and held there, feeling my balls tighten as I erupted inside her.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” I groaned, pumping what felt like gallons of cum into her desperate body.
We collapsed together, breathing hard. Elena’s head rested on my chest, and I could feel our mixed fluids leaking out of her.
“Tomorrow,” she whispered against my skin.
“Tomorrow what?”
“You don’t ask. You just take.”
I was already getting hard again at the thought. Two weeks in paradise with Elena and Alyssa, following one simple rule: free use.
No condoms, no schedules, no mercy.
“I can live with that,” I said.
Elena lifted her head to look at me, and her smile was pure sin.
“Good. Because I plan to make you work for every drop.”
Outside, Phoenix glittered in the desert night. Tomorrow we’d be trading this view for ocean waves and endless possibilities.
Tonight was practice.
Tomorrow was paradise.




Chapter 2: Packing the King

The next morning hit like a freight train wrapped in silk sheets and expensive perfume.
I woke up with Elena’s naked body pressed against my back, her arm thrown over my chest possessively. Sunlight streamed through the floor-to-ceiling windows, painting her pale skin gold. She looked peaceful in sleep—none of that desperate hunger that had driven her wild last night.
My phone buzzed on the nightstand. Seven a.m. sharp.
“Rise and shine, lover boy.” Maya’s voice came through crystal clear on the video call. Even six weeks pregnant, she looked like she’d stepped out of a magazine. Her caramel skin glowed, and that black-to-mahogany ombré hair fell in perfect waves.
“Maya? It’s seven in the fucking morning.”
“Language, Mason.” She grinned, those amber eyes sparkling with mischief. “Besides, you have a plane to catch in six hours.”
Elena stirred beside me, those steel-gray eyes opening slowly. When she saw Maya on the screen, she sat up, completely unbothered by her nakedness. My eyes immediately went to her small, perfect breasts, nipples still hard from sleep.
“Everything confirmed?” Elena asked, suddenly all business.
“Villa booked, staff briefed, NDAs signed.” Maya’s fingers danced across her tablet. “I’ve also arranged some… extras.”
“What kind of extras?”
Maya’s smile turned wicked. “You’ll see. But first, we have a problem.”
“What problem?” I was already reaching for my coffee.
“You’ve been fucking nonstop for six weeks. Your sperm count is probably shot.”
I blinked. “My what now?”
“Sperm regeneration takes 72 hours for optimal volume and motility,” Maya continued like she was discussing the weather. “If we want maximum breeding potential in paradise, you need to abstain.”
Elena’s head whipped toward me. “Abstain?”
“Starting now,” Maya said cheerfully. “No sex, no masturbation, no release of any kind until you land in the Dominican Republic.”
“Are you fucking kidding me?”
“Language,” Maya repeated, but she was grinning. “And no, I’m not kidding. Elena, you understand the science.”
Elena nodded reluctantly. “She’s right. Maximum load, maximum chances.”
“So let me get this straight,” I said slowly. “You want me to spend the next three days watching you two pack for a sex vacation while I can’t touch either of you?”
“Exactly.” Maya looked far too pleased with herself. “Think of it as… motivation.”
The video call cut out, leaving Elena and me staring at each other. Her naked body was right there, perfect breasts within grabbing distance, and I couldn’t do a damn thing about it.
“This is torture,” I muttered.
“Good,” Elena purred, sliding out of bed. “The anticipation will make you even more aggressive when we get there.”
I watched her walk toward the bathroom, that perfect ass swaying with each step. The next three days were going to be hell.
 

By noon, Elena had transformed into a logistics goddess. She sat at her marble kitchen island with three laptops open, hair pulled back in that severe bun that somehow made her even sexier. The woman could coordinate a military invasion in designer yoga pants.
“Villa confirmed,” she announced. “Private wing, ocean view, staff of six. All male staff dismissed for the duration.”
“Smart move,” I said, trying not to stare at how her sports bra pushed her breasts together.
“Only female staff, all signed NDAs, all over forty.” Elena’s fingers flew across the keyboard. “No distractions.”
“What about security?”
“Private beach, armed guards at the perimeter. No paparazzi, no tourists, no interruptions.”
My phone buzzed with a text from Paige: Going live in 10. Need my king for the farewell show! 💋
“Duty calls,” I said, showing Elena the message.
She rolled her eyes. “Go. But remember—no touching.”
 

Paige’s home studio looked like a fitness magazine had exploded. Ring lights everywhere, camera equipment worth more than my car, and our bratty blonde influencer posing in the center wearing nothing but a sports bra and tiny shorts that barely covered her bubble ass.
“There he is!” she squealed when I walked in. “My followers have been dying to see you.”
The camera was already rolling, red light blinking. Thousands of viewers flooded the chat with fire emojis and explicit comments about what they wanted to see.
“Say hi to the fans, Coach,” Paige said, pulling me into frame.
I waved awkwardly. “Uh, hey everyone.”
The chat exploded. Comments flying by so fast I couldn’t read them, but I caught enough to know exactly what these people were thinking.
Paige pressed against my side, and I had to fight every instinct not to grab her. The abstinence thing was already driving me crazy, and she smelled like vanilla and sin.
“So, my gorgeous followers,” she said to the camera, “Coach Mason is going away for a couple weeks. Business trip.”
More fire emojis. Someone donated fifty dollars with the message: Take me with you daddy
“But before he goes,” Paige continued, “I have some news to share.”
She turned sideways to the camera, pulling her sports bra tight across her chest. The fabric stretched over her belly, and I could see it—just barely, but definitely there. A small curve that hadn’t been there six weeks ago.
“Can you see it?” she asked the camera, running her hands over her stomach.
The chat went absolutely insane. Donations started flooding in—twenty, fifty, a hundred dollars at a time. The pregnancy reveal was like printing money.
“Fourteen weeks,” she announced proudly. “And yes, before you ask—Coach is the daddy.”
I felt my face heat up as the comments got even more explicit. Half the viewers were congratulating us, the other half were asking for details about our sex life.
“We’re not doing Q&A about that,” I said quickly.
Paige giggled. “He’s so shy. But don’t worry, babies—I’ll give you all the pregnancy content you can handle while he’s gone.”
She kissed my cheek for the camera, and the brief contact made my cock twitch. Three days of this was going to kill me.
“Miss me while I’m gone?” she whispered, just loud enough for the microphone to catch.
“Every second,” I said, because it was true and because her fans ate up that romantic shit.
The stream continued for another twenty minutes. Paige showed off her pregnancy workout routine, talked about morning sickness, and teased future content. The donations never stopped flowing.
When she finally ended the stream, she collapsed onto her couch with a satisfied sigh.
“Twelve thousand dollars in one hour,” she said, checking her phone. “Pregnancy is the best thing that ever happened to my brand.”
“Glad my sperm is profitable,” I said dryly.
Paige grinned and patted her small bump. “This little goldmine is going to pay for college and then some.”
Her hand lingered on her stomach, and for a moment, the bratty influencer facade dropped. She looked young and happy and genuinely excited about becoming a mother.
“You’re going to be okay while I’m gone?” I asked.
“Are you kidding? I’m going to milk this pregnancy angle for everything it’s worth. Literally.” She gestured to her breasts, which were definitely fuller than they’d been six weeks ago. “These babies are already getting bigger. Wait until the lactation content starts.”
“Jesus, Paige.”
“What? Sex sells, pregnancy sells, lactation sells. I’m hitting the holy trinity of male fantasies.”
She wasn’t wrong. Her subscriber count had doubled since announcing the pregnancy, and her premium content sales were through the roof.
“Just… be careful with the explicit stuff,” I said. “Some of those comments were pretty intense.”
Paige’s expression softened. “I know how to handle horny internet dudes, Mason. Been doing it for years. But thanks for worrying.”
She stood up and stretched, her sports bra riding up to show a strip of tanned skin. My hands clenched into fists at my sides.
“No touching,” she reminded me with a wicked grin. “Maya’s orders.”
“This is going to be the longest three days of my life.”
 

That evening, I found myself at Tamara’s yoga studio for what she called a “prenatal farewell session.” The woman was glowing—literally glowing. Her dark skin had this radiant quality that made her look like a goddess.
“Look at this bump,” she said proudly, pulling her yoga top tight across her belly.
At ten weeks, she was definitely showing. Not huge, but unmistakably pregnant. The curve of her stomach was perfectly round, and she kept running her hands over it like she couldn’t quite believe it was real.
“How are you feeling?” I asked.
“Amazing. Tired, but amazing.” She settled into lotus position, that thick ass spreading wide on the yoga mat. “My body was made for this.”
She wasn’t exaggerating. Tamara’s curves had always been spectacular, but pregnancy had enhanced everything. Her breasts were fuller, her hips wider, her skin practically luminous.
“I’m going to miss you,” she said softly.
“I’ll be back in two weeks.”
“I know. But this is our first time apart since…” She gestured to her belly.
“Since I knocked you up?”
Tamara laughed, that velvet alto dropping to a husky growl. “Since you blessed me with your seed, you mean.”
Even that simple phrase made my cock stir. Everything was turning me on today—the abstinence was making me hypersensitive to every little thing.
“Show me what you’ve been working on,” I said, desperate for a distraction.
Tamara moved through a series of prenatal poses, her body flowing like water. Every movement highlighted her curves—the way her ass lifted in downward dog, how her breasts swayed in cat pose, the graceful arch of her back.
“This one’s for pelvic floor strength,” she said, settling into a deep squat. Her thick thighs spread wide, yoga pants stretched tight across her pussy. “Very important for birth.”
“Jesus, Tamara.”
“What?” she asked innocently, but her honey-brown eyes were sparkling with mischief.
“You know exactly what.”
She grinned and shifted into another pose, this one making her ass stick out even more. “I’m just practicing yoga, Mason. It’s not my fault you have a dirty mind.”
“I can’t touch you for three days.”
“I know.” Her smile turned wicked. “Isn’t it delicious?”
The woman was evil. Beautiful, glowing, pregnant evil.
“When you get back,” she said, moving into child’s pose, “I want you to worship this belly. Kiss every inch of it.”
“Tamara…”
“Tell our baby how much Daddy missed Mommy while he was gone.”
My cock was straining against my joggers, and she knew it. She could see exactly what her words were doing to me.
“Two weeks,” I said, more to myself than to her.
“Two weeks,” she agreed. “And when you come home, you’ll have even more babies on the way.”
 

The next morning brought another video call with Maya, this time from what looked like a medical office.
“Dr. Lawson’s clinic,” she explained, adjusting the camera. “We have something for Elena.”
The door opened, and Dr. Jade Lawson walked in carrying a small silver case. The woman was all business—short auburn hair, sharp suit, no-nonsense attitude.
“Mason,” she said with a professional nod. “How are you handling the abstinence?”
“Like a champ,” I lied.
She smirked. “Right. Elena, this is for you.”
She opened the silver case to reveal what looked like a tiny thermos surrounded by foam padding.
“Embryo transport pod,” Dr. Lawson explained. “Nitrogen-cooled, TSA-approved for international travel.”
Elena’s eyes widened. “You got them?”
“Three viable embryos, pre-screened for genetic compatibility. Insurance policy, in case the natural method doesn’t work.”
“Wait, what?” I stared at the case. “You’re bringing frozen embryos on vacation?”
“Backup plan,” Elena said simply. “If two weeks of constant breeding doesn’t work, we have alternatives.”
Dr. Lawson handed Elena a folder. “Medical research documentation for customs. As far as anyone knows, you’re transporting samples for a fertility clinic.”
“This is getting complicated,” I muttered.
“No,” Elena said firmly. “This is getting thorough. I’m not leaving anything to chance.”
Dr. Lawson closed the case and handed it to Elena like she was passing off nuclear codes.
“Embryo transfer can be done at any medical facility,” she said. “I have contacts in Santo Domingo if needed.”
“Let’s hope it doesn’t come to that,” I said.
“Let’s hope,” Elena agreed, but she clutched that case like her life depended on it.
 

The private jet was waiting on the tarmac at Sky Harbor Airport, gleaming white against the desert sun. Not some tiny corporate plane, but a full-sized luxury aircraft with the Radic Industries logo on the side.
“You own a jet?” I asked Elena as we climbed the stairs.
“The company owns a jet,” she corrected. “I just happen to run the company.”
The interior was obscene. Leather everything, full bar, bedroom in the back, and a seating area that looked more like a living room than airplane seats. Alyssa was already aboard, her copper hair pulled back in a messy bun, those massive E-cups stretching a thin sweater.
“This is incredible,” she breathed, running her hands over the leather seats.
“Wait until you see the villa,” Elena said, settling into what was clearly her usual spot by the window.
I took the seat across from her, trying not to stare at the way her silk blouse clung to her small breasts. Three days of abstinence had turned me into a horny teenager—everything looked sexual.
The flight attendant was a stunning brunette in a perfectly tailored uniform. She offered drinks and explained safety procedures with professional efficiency. I noticed Elena watching me watch the flight attendant.
“Focus, Mason,” she said quietly.
“I’m focused.”
“On the wrong thing.”
The plane taxied down the runway, engines roaring to life. Through the window, Phoenix disappeared beneath us, replaced by endless blue sky.
“Twelve hours to paradise,” Elena murmured.
“Twelve hours until I can fuck you again,” I corrected.
She smiled, that predatory expression I’d learned to both love and fear.
“Correction,” she said. “Twelve hours until you can breed us properly.”
Alyssa blushed from across the aisle, but she was listening to every word. Her nipples were clearly hard beneath her sweater, and I caught her squeezing her thighs together.
“The mile-high club is going to have to wait,” Elena continued. “We need you at full capacity when we land.”
“This is torture.”
“This is preparation.”
Elena opened her laptop and pulled up the villa photos again. White walls, blue ocean, beds big enough for small armies.
“Tomorrow night,” she said, “we start the real work.”
“Real work?”
“Making babies, Mason. As many as it takes.”
The plane climbed higher, carrying us toward paradise and two weeks of the most intense breeding program ever devised.
I closed my eyes and tried to think about anything except the two gorgeous women sitting across from me, both of whom I’d be fucking senseless within twenty-four hours.
It was going to be a long flight.




Chapter 3: Concierge Temptation

The Bahía Serena Resort materialized through the airplane window like something out of a fever dream. Turquoise water so clear you could see the bottom, white sand beaches that curved for miles, and palm trees swaying in the Caribbean breeze.
“Holy shit,” I breathed, pressing my face to the glass.
“Language,” Elena said automatically, but she was staring too.
The private landing strip was carved into a hillside overlooking the ocean. As we descended, I could see the resort spread out below us—luxury villas scattered along the coastline, each one isolated enough for serious privacy.
“There,” Elena pointed to a sprawling white structure perched on its own peninsula. “Villa Río Escondido.”
The place was massive. Multiple buildings connected by covered walkways, infinity pools that seemed to blend into the ocean, and terraces that looked perfect for fucking under the stars.
“That’s all ours?” Alyssa asked, her voice small with awe.
“For two weeks,” Elena confirmed. “Private staff, private beach, private everything.”
The plane touched down smoothly, tropical air rushing in as soon as the door opened. It smelled like flowers and ocean salt, with just a hint of something that promised pure sin.
A black SUV waited on the tarmac, along with a woman who made my mouth go dry.
“Marisol García,” Elena said, reading from her phone. “Resort concierge, assigned to Villa Río Escondido for the duration of our stay.”
Marisol looked like she’d been designed by committee to drive men insane. Honey-brown skin that glowed in the afternoon sun, thick hips that swayed hypnotically as she walked, and curves that her professional blazer couldn’t quite contain. Her dark hair was pulled back in a sleek ponytail, and when she smiled, it was like the sun coming out.
“Señor Blake, Señora Radic, Señora Hart,” she said with a slight accent that made everything sound sexy. “Welcome to paradise.”
Her handshake lingered just a moment too long, and I caught her eyes doing a quick once-over of my body. Professional interest, or something more?
“How was your flight?” she asked, helping load our luggage into the SUV.
“Long,” I said. “But worth it for this view.”
I wasn’t talking about the ocean, and she knew it. Marisol’s smile widened, showing perfect white teeth.
“The villa is twenty minutes away,” she said, climbing into the driver’s seat. “I think you’ll find it very… accommodating.”
 

The drive to Villa Río Escondido was like traveling through a postcard. Winding roads carved into cliffsides, glimpses of private beaches below, and vegetation so lush it looked almost artificial.
“This is your first time in the Dominican Republic?” Marisol asked, glancing at me in the rearview mirror.
“First time,” I confirmed.
“Then you’re in for a treat. We have the most beautiful sunsets in the Caribbean.”
Elena sat beside me, her hand resting possessively on my thigh. The abstinence order was still in effect for another few hours, but she was already marking her territory.
“What exactly does a concierge do?” Elena asked.
“Whatever you need,” Marisol replied smoothly. “Restaurant reservations, transportation, activities. I’m here to make your stay perfect.”
“And you’ll be staying at the villa?”
“If you prefer. There’s staff quarters, or I can commute from the main resort.”
Elena and I exchanged a look. Having Marisol on-site could be very interesting.
“Stay,” Elena said decisively. “We might need… assistance at odd hours.”
Marisol’s eyes met mine in the mirror again, and there was definitely something more than professional interest there.
“Of course, Señora. Whatever you need.”
 

Villa Río Escondido was even more spectacular up close. White walls and red tile roofs, balconies that overlooked the ocean, and gardens that looked like something out of Eden. The main building housed a massive living area, fully equipped kitchen, and bedrooms that were bigger than most apartments.
“Master suite,” Marisol said, opening double doors to reveal a room that belonged in a magazine. King-sized bed facing floor-to-ceiling windows, private balcony, and a bathroom with a tub big enough for three people.
“This will work,” Elena said with satisfaction.
“Guest suite is connected,” Marisol continued, opening another door. “Same ocean view, separate entrance if desired.”
Perfect for Alyssa. Close enough to join the fun, far enough away for privacy when needed.
“Kitchen is fully stocked per your requests,” Marisol said, leading us through the villa. “Chef and housekeeping staff dismissed for your stay, as requested. Only security and myself remain.”
“Security?” I asked.
“Perimeter only. Very discreet. The neighboring villa has been experiencing some… issues with surveillance equipment.”
That caught Elena’s attention. “What kind of issues?”
“Nothing to concern yourself with,” Marisol said quickly. “Just some overzealous paparazzi. We’ve increased patrols.”
Interesting. I made a mental note to ask about that later.
“And this,” Marisol said, opening the final door, “is the entertainment area.”
The room was dominated by a massive sectional sofa facing a wall-mounted TV. But what caught my attention was the wet bar, the sound system that probably cost more than my car, and the floor-to-ceiling windows that offered a perfect view of the private beach.
“Very… roomy,” Elena said, and I could practically see the gears turning in her head.
“Will there be anything else?” Marisol asked.
Elena reached into her purse and pulled out a cream-colored envelope. “Actually, yes. We have a proposal for you.”
Marisol opened the envelope, her eyes widening as she read. “This is… quite generous.”
“Twenty thousand dollars,” Elena said casually. “For two weeks of very specialized service.”
“What kind of service?” Marisol’s voice was carefully neutral.
Elena smiled, and it was predatory as hell. “The kind that requires absolute discretion.”
Marisol looked at me, then at Alyssa, who was blushing furiously by the window. “I’m listening.”
“Free use,” Elena said simply. “Twenty-four hours a day. No restrictions, no limitations.”
“Free use of what?”
Elena’s smile widened. “Of him.”
Marisol’s gaze locked onto me, and I saw the exact moment she understood what Elena was offering. Her lips parted slightly, and her breathing got a little shallow.
“You want me to…” she started.
“Whatever you want, whenever you want,” Elena confirmed. “No questions asked.”
“And you’re okay with this?” Marisol asked me directly.
“More than okay,” I said, stepping closer. “The question is whether you’re interested.”
Marisol’s eyes traveled from my face down my body, lingering on the obvious bulge in my pants. Three days of abstinence had me permanently hard, and she could see it.
“The money alone would change my life,” she said softly.
“This isn’t about the money,” Elena said. “This is about pleasure. Pure, unrestrained pleasure.”
Marisol bit her lower lip, and I could see her internal battle playing out. Professional caution versus pure desire.
“What exactly would my duties entail?” she asked.
“No duties,” I said, moving close enough to smell her perfume. Something floral and intoxicating. “Just take what you want.”
“And if I want everything?”
Elena laughed, low and throaty. “Then you take everything.”
Marisol looked between the three of us, and I could see the moment she made her decision. Her shoulders relaxed, and that professional mask slipped away to reveal something wild underneath.
“When do we start?” she asked.
“Tomorrow at sunset,” Elena said. “Tonight, he’s still… recovering from the flight.”
Marisol nodded, but her eyes never left mine. “Then I quit.”
“What?”
“My job. I quit.” She pulled out her phone and typed rapidly. “Two weeks’ notice, effective immediately.”
Elena grinned. “Excellent. There’s just one more thing.”
She opened her laptop and pulled up a document. “Non-disclosure agreement. Everything that happens here stays here.”
Marisol signed without hesitation. “Done.”
“Welcome to the family,” Elena purred.
 

That evening, we gathered on the main terrace for dinner. The sun was setting over the Caribbean, painting the sky in shades of orange and pink that looked too perfect to be real. Marisol had changed out of her professional blazer into a flowing sundress that showed off her incredible curves.
“So,” she said, settling into the chair beside me, “tell me about your arrangement.”
Elena took a sip of wine and launched into the story. The club, the breeding program, the three successful pregnancies back home. Marisol listened with fascination, asking questions that showed she was genuinely intrigued rather than just being polite.
“And you’re not… jealous?” she asked Elena.
“Of what?”
“Sharing him.”
Elena’s smile was mysterious. “I’m not sharing. I’m expanding.”
“The more women who want his babies,” Alyssa said softly, “the more potent he becomes.”
“That’s actually scientifically accurate,” Elena added. “Sperm competition increases volume and motility.”
“Plus,” I said with a grin, “it’s fucking fun.”
Marisol laughed, and the sound was like music. “I can imagine.”
“You don’t have to imagine much longer,” Elena said, checking her watch. “In twelve hours, the abstinence period ends.”
“And then?”
“Then we see what you’re made of, gorgeous.”
Marisol’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away. “I’m looking forward to it.”
As if on cue, something glinted in the distance. A reflection from the neighboring villa, maybe sunlight off a window. Or maybe something else.
“What’s that?” I asked, pointing.
Marisol followed my gaze and frowned. “Probably nothing. The villa next door has been vacant for weeks.”
“Vacant?”
“Well, technically rented. But we never see the guests.”
Elena and I exchanged a look. After everything we’d been through with voyeurs and blackmailers, we’d learned to be suspicious of mysterious neighbors.
“We should probably keep the curtains closed,” Elena said casually.
“Or not,” Marisol said with a wicked grin. “I’m not shy.”
The sun finished setting, and the first stars appeared in the tropical sky. Tomorrow, the real fun would begin.
“One more night,” Elena murmured, her hand finding mine under the table.
“One more night,” I agreed.
Across the table, Marisol was watching us with hungry eyes. The woman had no idea what she’d signed up for.
But she was about to find out.
In the distance, that glint of reflected light appeared again. Someone was definitely watching.
Good thing we’d always enjoyed an audience.




Chapter 4: First Contract Creampie

I woke up to the sound of waves crashing against the shore and the scent of tropical flowers drifting through the open balcony doors. For a moment, I forgot where I was—then Elena’s naked body pressed against my side reminded me that paradise was real.
“Good morning, stud,” she purred, her pale fingers tracing patterns on my chest.
“Morning.” My voice came out rough with sleep and three days of sexual frustration.
Elena sat up, those small perfect breasts catching the morning light streaming through the windows. Her steel-gray eyes held a predatory gleam that made my cock start to harden.
“Today’s the day,” she said, running her hand down my stomach.
“Thank fuck.”
She laughed, low and throaty. “Save your energy. You’re going to need it.”
A soft knock on the bedroom door interrupted us. “¿Señor Blake? ¿Señora Radic? Breakfast is ready.”
Marisol’s voice sent a jolt straight to my dick. I’d been dreaming about that honey-brown skin and those incredible curves all night.
“Coming,” Elena called out, then looked at me with a wicked grin. “Soon you will be too.”
 

The breakfast spread on the main terrace was fit for royalty. Fresh fruit, pastries, coffee that smelled like heaven, and Marisol standing beside it all wearing a white sundress that hugged every curve.
“Buenos días,” she said with a smile that could melt steel. “I hope you slept well.”
“Like a rock,” I lied. I’d barely slept at all, too wound up from anticipation.
Alyssa emerged from the guest suite looking radiant in a flowing cover-up that did nothing to hide her massive breasts. The morning sun caught the copper highlights in her hair, and I noticed the wet spots on her top were more pronounced today.
“How are the girls feeling?” Elena asked, gesturing to Alyssa’s chest.
Alyssa blushed. “Heavy. They’ve been… active all night.”
“Perfect timing,” Elena said with satisfaction.
Marisol poured coffee with professional efficiency, but I caught her stealing glances at my body. The thin shorts I wore did nothing to hide my morning erection, and she was definitely noticing.
“So,” Elena said, settling into her chair like a queen holding court, “Marisol, have you given any more thought to our arrangement?”
“All night,” Marisol admitted, her voice slightly breathless.
Elena smiled and pulled out her phone. “Excellent. Because I have something for you.”
She tapped the screen, and Marisol’s phone buzzed. “Banking app notification. Check it.”
Marisol’s eyes widened as she looked at her phone. “This is… you already transferred the money?”
“Half now, half when we leave,” Elena said casually. “Consider it a signing bonus.”
“But I haven’t signed anything else—”
“You signed the most important thing last night. Your commitment.” Elena’s voice took on that commanding tone that made everyone listen. “The money is yours regardless. What happens next is purely about pleasure.”
Marisol’s breathing got shallow, and she set down the coffee pot with trembling hands. “I… I need to make a call.”
She pulled out her phone and dialed. We could hear her speaking rapid Spanish to what sounded like her manager at the resort.
“Sí, renuncio. Effective immediately.” She paused, listening. “No, no hay problema. Personal reasons.”
When she hung up, she looked at the three of us with a mixture of excitement and disbelief.
“I just quit my job,” she said.
“Good girl,” Elena purred. “Now you work for us.”
She stood and walked to Marisol, placing a silk robe in her hands. The fabric was the color of champagne and felt like liquid luxury.
“Welcome to the sisterhood,” Elena said, raising her coffee cup in a toast.
We all raised our cups, and the moment felt ceremonial. Sacred, even.
“To new beginnings,” Elena continued.
“To taking what we want,” Alyssa added softly.
“To paradise,” I said.
“To breeding,” Marisol said, her voice getting husky.
We drank, and I could feel the energy shift. The abstinence period was over. The free-use protocol was officially in effect.
Elena set down her cup and looked at me with those predatory gray eyes. “Mason.”
“Yeah?”
“Take her.”
The words hit like a lightning bolt. Marisol’s cup clattered against the table as she turned to look at me, those dark eyes wide with sudden hunger.
“Right here?” I asked.
“Right now,” Elena confirmed. “I want to watch.”
Marisol’s tongue darted out to wet her lips. “¿Aquí? On the terrace?”
“Wherever you want him to fuck you,” Elena said bluntly.
The crude language from my ice queen’s lips made my cock throb. Marisol’s cheeks flushed, but she didn’t look away.
“The reception desk,” she whispered. “I always fantasized…”
She didn’t need to finish. I was already standing, my erection straining against the thin fabric of my shorts. Three days of buildup had me ready to explode.
Marisol led us inside to the villa’s elegant reception area. The mahogany desk was perfect height, facing the floor-to-ceiling windows that looked out over the private beach.
“You sure about this?” I asked, stepping behind her.
She bent forward, placing her hands flat on the desk surface. The sundress rode up, revealing smooth thighs and a tiny white thong that barely covered her pussy.
“Fuck me,” she breathed. “Please. I need it.”
That was all the invitation I needed.
I pushed her dress up to her waist, exposing that incredible ass. Her skin was even more beautiful up close—honey-brown and flawless, with a light sheen of nervous sweat.
“She’s perfect,” Elena said from somewhere behind us. I could hear the approval in her voice.
I hooked my fingers in Marisol’s thong and pulled it aside. Her pussy was already wet, pink and swollen with arousal. The sight made my mouth water.
“So fucking beautiful,” I groaned, running my fingers along her slit.
Marisol moaned and pushed back against my hand. “No teasing. I’ve been thinking about this all night.”
I dropped my shorts and boxers in one motion. My cock sprang free, hard as steel and leaking precum. Three days of abstinence had me ready to paint the walls.
“Condom?” Marisol asked breathlessly.
“No condoms,” Elena said firmly. “That’s the whole point.”
Marisol shivered. “Breeding me raw?”
“Filling you with his seed,” Elena confirmed. “Every drop.”
I positioned myself at her entrance, the head of my cock pressing against her wet heat. Marisol’s breathing got ragged, and she gripped the desk edges.
“Ready?” I asked.
“Sí, Papi. Breed me.”
I pushed inside slowly, savoring every inch as her tight pussy stretched around me. Marisol cried out, her back arching as I filled her completely.
“Fuck, you’re tight,” I groaned.
“You’re so big,” she gasped. “Dios mío, so deep.”
I started moving, long slow strokes that made her whole body shake. The abstinence had made me hypersensitive—every clench of her pussy was like electricity.
“Harder,” Marisol demanded. “Don’t be gentle with me.”
I grabbed her hips and increased the pace, driving into her with more force. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mixing with her moans and my grunts.
“That’s it,” Elena coached from behind us. “Use her. Breed her properly.”
The dirty talk made Marisol clench around me even tighter. “Yes, use me! Make me your puta!”
I reached around and found her clit, rubbing the swollen nub as I pounded into her. Marisol screamed, her pussy spasming around my cock.
“Going to cum,” she sobbed. “Going to cum on your cock.”
“Do it,” I ordered, pinching her clit. “Come for me like a good girl.”
Marisol’s orgasm hit like a tsunami. Her pussy clamped down so hard I thought she might break my dick, and her whole body convulsed as waves of pleasure crashed over her.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” she chanted, grinding back against me.
The sight and feel of her coming undone pushed me over the edge. My balls tightened, and I could feel my orgasm building at the base of my spine.
“Going to cum,” I warned.
“Inside,” Elena commanded. “Fill her womb.”
“Sí, inside me!” Marisol begged. “Give me your babies!”
I drove deep and held there, erupting with three days’ worth of pent-up frustration. Rope after rope of cum pumped into her willing body, and she milked every drop with greedy contractions.
“Yes, yes, yes!” Marisol sobbed as she felt me flooding her. “So much cum! I can feel it!”
I stayed buried inside her as the last spurts filled her pussy. We were both breathing hard, sweat cooling in the tropical breeze from the open windows.
“Beautiful,” Elena murmured. “Absolutely beautiful.”
I looked over my shoulder to see my ice queen watching with hungry eyes. Her hand was between her legs, fingers moving slowly beneath her silk robe.
“Did you enjoy the show?” I asked.
“Immensely. But we’re not done.”
“We’re not?”
Elena smiled, that predatory expression I’d learned to love and fear. “That was just the warm-up.”
Marisol was still bent over the desk, my cum leaking out of her well-fucked pussy. She looked back at me with glazed eyes.
“More?” she whispered hopefully.
“Much more,” Elena confirmed. “This is day one of fourteen. We have a lot of ground to cover.”
As if to emphasize her point, Alyssa appeared in the doorway. Her massive breasts were clearly visible through her thin cover-up, nipples hard and dark patches spreading where milk was leaking.
“My turn?” she asked shyly.
I was already getting hard again inside Marisol. The abstinence had charged me up like a battery, and I was ready for round two.
“Give us five minutes,” I said, starting to move again.
Marisol moaned as I began fucking her slowly, my cum making obscene squelching sounds as I stirred it around inside her.
“Make it three minutes,” Elena said, checking her watch. “I want Alyssa bred before lunch.”
“And after lunch?” Marisol asked breathlessly.
Elena’s smile was pure sin. “After lunch, we really get started.”
Through the window, I caught a glint of light from the neighboring villa. Someone with binoculars or a camera, no doubt getting an eyeful of our morning activities.
Let them watch. We had nothing to hide and everything to show off.
“Paradise,” I muttered, picking up the pace again.
“Paradise,” Elena agreed.
Outside, the Caribbean sun climbed higher in the perfect blue sky, promising a day of endless possibilities and unlimited pleasure.
The free-use protocol was officially in effect.
And we were just getting started.




Chapter 5: Milk at Sunrise

The next morning, I woke up to something I’d never experienced before: the sound of milk hitting marble.
Soft patter, patter, patter.
Like rain on a roof, but warmer somehow.
I opened my eyes to find Alyssa standing on the balcony in nothing but a sheer negligee, her massive E-cups swaying as she practiced yoga poses. Streams of milk leaked from her engorged nipples, creating little puddles on the marble floor.
“Jesus,” I breathed.
Elena stirred beside me, those steel-gray eyes opening to take in the sight. “Beautiful, isn’t it?”
Alyssa hadn’t noticed us watching yet. She was lost in her morning routine, bending and stretching while her breasts bounced and leaked. The morning sun caught the milk droplets, making them sparkle like diamonds.
“How long has she been doing that?” I asked.
“Since sunrise,” Elena murmured. “I’ve been watching for twenty minutes.”
“And you didn’t wake me?”
“You looked so peaceful. Besides, I wanted to study her first.”
Study her. That was pure Elena—always analyzing, always planning.
I sat up, my cock already hardening at the sight. Alyssa moved into downward dog, her huge tits hanging down as more milk dripped onto the marble. The pose made her ass stick out, the thin negligee riding up to show she wasn’t wearing panties.
“She’s ready,” Elena said with satisfaction.
“Ready for what?”
“To be milked properly.”
 

Alyssa finally noticed us watching when she came up from child’s pose. Her emerald eyes went wide, and she tried to cover her leaking breasts with her hands.
“Sorry,” she said, blushing furiously. “I didn’t mean to make a mess.”
“Don’t apologize,” I said, sliding out of bed naked. “That’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”
“Really?” She looked down at the puddles of milk around her feet. “I feel like a cow.”
“You feel like a goddess,” Elena corrected, joining us on the balcony. “A fertility goddess.”
The morning breeze carried the scent of ocean salt and tropical flowers. It also carried something else—the sweet, warm smell of breast milk that made my mouth water.
“I can’t control it,” Alyssa said softly. “It just keeps coming.”
“Show me,” I said, stepping closer.
Alyssa hesitated, then slowly moved her hands away from her breasts. The nipples were dark and swollen, beads of milk already forming at the tips. As I watched, the beads grew heavier until they fell, splashing on the warm marble.
“Fuck, that’s hot,” I groaned.
“Language,” Elena said automatically, but she was staring too.
I reached out and caught the next drop of milk on my finger, bringing it to my lips. The taste was sweet and warm, nothing like regular milk. It tasted like Alyssa—like sin and fertility and pure woman.
“More,” I said.
Alyssa bit her lower lip. “There’s so much more.”
“Then let’s not waste it.”
I guided her to the oversized hammock that hung between two palm trees on the balcony. The netting was strong enough to hold both of us, and the ocean view was spectacular.
“Lie back,” I said softly.
Alyssa settled into the hammock, her copper hair fanning out like a halo. The negligee fell open, revealing those incredible breasts in all their glory. They were even bigger than I remembered, heavy with milk and perfectly shaped.
“You’re staring,” she whispered.
“Hell yes, I’m staring.” I climbed into the hammock beside her, making it sway gently. “You’re fucking gorgeous.”
I leaned down and kissed her, tasting the sweetness on her lips. She melted into me, her hands coming up to tangle in my hair.
“I need you,” she breathed against my mouth.
“I know, baby. I’m right here.”
I kissed down her throat to her collarbone, then lower to the swell of her breasts. More milk was beading on her nipples, and I couldn’t resist anymore.
I latched onto her left nipple and sucked gently.
Alyssa cried out, her back arching as warm milk flooded my mouth. The taste was incredible—sweet and rich and somehow addictive. I swallowed and sucked again, drawing more of her essence into me.
“Oh God,” she sobbed. “That feels so good.”
I switched to her other breast, suckling like a man dying of thirst. Alyssa’s hands gripped my hair, holding me against her as I drank. Milk ran down my chin, and I didn’t care.
“Don’t stop,” she begged. “Please don’t stop.”
I had no intention of stopping. I could have fed from her all day, lost in the rhythm of sucking and swallowing while she moaned beneath me.
“That’s it,” Elena said from somewhere nearby. “Drain those beautiful tits.”
The crude language from my ice queen made Alyssa shiver. I looked up to see Elena filming us with her phone, those gray eyes burning with arousal.
“For posterity,” Elena explained when she caught my look.
I went back to Alyssa’s breasts, alternating between them as streams of milk painted my chest. The hammock swayed with our movement, and the ocean breeze cooled the milk on my skin.
“I’m so wet,” Alyssa whispered. “Just from this.”
I slid my hand down her body, finding her pussy soaked and ready. She gasped as I slipped two fingers inside her, pumping slowly while I continued to nurse.
“You like feeding me?” I asked, pulling away from her nipple long enough to speak.
“Yes,” she sobbed. “I love it. I love giving you my milk.”
“Good girl.” I went back to suckling, my fingers working her closer to the edge.
Alyssa’s breathing got ragged, and her hips started moving against my hand. “Going to cum,” she warned.
“Cum for me, baby. Cum while I drink from you.”
Her orgasm hit like a tidal wave. Alyssa screamed, her pussy clamping down on my fingers as waves of pleasure crashed over her. At the same time, her milk let down hard, flooding my mouth with sweetness.
I swallowed everything she gave me, riding out her climax while the hammock swayed beneath us.
“Beautiful,” Elena murmured. “Absolutely beautiful.”
When Alyssa finally came down from her high, I pulled away from her breast. My face was sticky with milk, and more was still leaking from her swollen nipples.
“Waste not, want not,” I said, licking the drops from her skin.
Alyssa shivered. “There’s more where that came from.”
“I’m counting on it.”
I positioned myself between her thighs, my cock hard and ready. The hammock made for interesting logistics, but we managed to find a rhythm.
“Breed me,” Alyssa whispered as I pressed against her entrance. “Fill me while I feed you.”
I pushed inside slowly, savoring the feel of her tight pussy stretching around me. She was soaked from her orgasm, making the entry smooth and perfect.
“Fuck, you feel good,” I groaned.
“You feel better,” she gasped, wrapping her legs around my waist.
I started moving, long slow strokes that made the hammock sway. The motion added an extra dimension to every thrust, and Alyssa moaned with each push and pull.
“Harder,” she begged. “I can take it.”
I increased the pace, driving into her with more force. The hammock’s netting creaked, but it held our weight as I pounded into her willing body.
“That’s it,” Elena coached from her position nearby. “Use those beautiful tits as leverage.”
I leaned down and grabbed Alyssa’s breasts, using them as handholds while I fucked her. Milk squirted between my fingers, coating both of us in her sweet essence.
“Yes!” Alyssa cried. “Use my tits! Milk me while you breed me!”
The dirty talk pushed me closer to the edge. I could feel my balls tightening, ready to explode inside her fertile body.
“Going to cum,” I warned.
“Do it!” she sobbed. “Fill my womb! Give me your babies!”
I thrust deep and held there, erupting with what felt like gallons of cum. Alyssa milked every drop with greedy contractions, her pussy spasming around my cock as I filled her.
“So much,” she whispered in wonder. “I can feel it all.”
We stayed locked together as the hammock swayed gently in the morning breeze. Milk continued to leak from her breasts, and my cum was already starting to seep out around my cock.
“Perfect breeding,” Elena said with satisfaction. “Now Marisol.”
I looked over to see our newest harem member standing in the doorway, still wearing nothing but that silk robe. Her dark eyes were wide with arousal, and I could see her nipples hard beneath the fabric.
“My turn?” she asked hopefully.
I was already getting hard again inside Alyssa. The lactation had charged me up like nothing else, and I was ready for round two.
“Give me five minutes,” I said, starting to move again.
Alyssa moaned as I began fucking her slowly, stirring my cum around inside her. “Make it three,” she breathed. “I want to watch you breed her too.”
Elena smiled that predatory smile. “I love how competitive you’re all getting.”
“It’s not competition,” Alyssa said, milk still leaking from her swollen nipples. “It’s collaboration.”
Through the palm trees, I caught another glint of light from the neighboring villa. Someone was definitely watching our morning activities, probably getting some great footage.
“Smile for the camera,” I said, picking up the pace.
“What camera?” Alyssa asked breathlessly.
“The one that’s been filming us since yesterday.”
Instead of being alarmed, she grinned and waved at the distant villa. “Hola, perverts!”
Elena laughed. “I love this girl.”
“Me too,” I groaned, feeling another orgasm building.
The hammock swayed faster as I increased my pace, chasing that perfect release while Alyssa leaked milk all over both of us.
Paradise indeed.
And we were still on day one.




Chapter 6: Pool-Edge Typist

The afternoon sun was murder on the marble terrace, but Elena looked cool as ice in her oversized sunglasses and flowing cover-up. She’d claimed the shaded table by the infinity pool, laptop open, fingers dancing across the keyboard with ruthless efficiency.
“HOA board meeting minutes,” she said without looking up when I approached. “Apparently the neighborhood drama doesn’t stop just because we’re in paradise.”
“What kind of drama?” I asked, settling into the chair beside her.
“Mrs. Patterson’s rose garden is allegedly encroaching on Mrs. Chen’s property line. Two inches of disputed territory.” Elena’s voice dripped with disdain. “These people need hobbies.”
I laughed, but my attention was drifting to other things. Like how her cover-up had slipped off one shoulder, revealing the pale skin I’d been kissing all morning. Or how her long legs were stretched out beneath the table, completely bare.
“You’re not wearing anything under that,” I observed.
“Correct.” Elena’s fingers never stopped typing. “Free use means free access. No barriers, no delays.”
The phrase sent blood rushing to my cock. After the morning’s activities with Marisol and Alyssa, I should have been exhausted. Instead, I was getting hard again just watching Elena work.
“Keep typing,” I said, sliding my chair closer.
“I intend to. This email won’t write itself.”
I moved under the table, the shade providing perfect cover from any prying eyes. Elena’s legs were smooth and pale, and I could smell her arousal already—sweet and musky and absolutely intoxicating.
“Don’t stop working,” I said, running my hands up her calves.
“Wouldn’t dream of it.” Her voice was steady, but I felt her thighs part slightly. “Mr. Davidson is waiting for this response.”
I kissed the inside of her knee, then higher, trailing my lips along her inner thigh. Elena’s typing faltered for just a moment before resuming its steady rhythm.
“That’s it,” I murmured against her skin. “Multitask like a good girl.”
I could hear her sharp intake of breath, but her fingers kept moving across the keys. The clicking sound mixed with the gentle lapping of pool water and distant seabirds.
When I reached the junction of her thighs, I found her already wet and ready. No panties, just smooth skin and her glistening pussy waiting for my attention.
“Fuck, you’re soaked,” I groaned.
“Language,” she whispered, but her legs spread wider.
I flattened my tongue against her slit, licking from bottom to top in one long stroke. Elena’s typing missed a beat, and I heard her sharp gasp.
“Keep working,” I reminded her, then dove back in.
I ate her slowly, methodically, using my tongue to map every fold and crevice. Elena tasted like ocean salt and pure woman, and I couldn’t get enough. Above me, I could hear the steady click-click-click of her typing, occasionally interrupted by a soft moan.
“God, your tongue,” she breathed.
“What was that?” I asked, pulling back slightly.
“Nothing. Just… clearing my throat.”
I chuckled and went back to work, focusing on her clit with gentle circles. Elena’s thighs trembled, but she somehow managed to keep typing.
“According to HOA bylaw 47.3,” she said aloud, probably dictating as she typed, “property line disputes require… oh fuck… require mediation before…”
I sucked her clit into my mouth, and her sentence dissolved into a moan.
“Before what?” I asked innocently.
“Before… before formal… Jesus, Mason… formal complaints can be filed.”
I was impressed by her dedication to the task. Even with my mouth on her pussy, Elena was determined to finish her email. It was exactly the kind of control I loved breaking.
I slipped two fingers inside her, finding that spot that made her legs shake. Elena’s typing became erratic, keys clicking in random patterns.
“Having trouble concentrating?” I teased.
“Just a typo,” she said through gritted teeth. “Nothing I can’t handle.”
“We’ll see about that.”
I added a third finger, stretching her while my tongue worked her clit. Elena’s breath came in short gasps, and I could feel her getting close.
“Going to cum for me?” I asked.
“Not… not yet,” she panted. “Need to finish this first.”
“Then you better type faster.”
I increased the pace, fucking her with my fingers while my mouth worked her swollen nub. Elena’s thighs clamped around my head, and her typing became a frantic staccato.
“Almost done,” she gasped. “Just need to… oh God… need to send…”
I curled my fingers, hitting her G-spot dead on. Elena cried out, her orgasm crashing over her like a tidal wave. Her pussy clamped down on my fingers, and I felt her squirt against my palm.
“Fuck!” she screamed, her professional composure finally cracking.
I kept working her through the climax, not stopping until she was shaking and gasping above me. When I finally pulled away, my face was soaked with her juices.
“Email sent?” I asked, wiping my mouth.
Elena looked down at her laptop screen, then started laughing. “I just sent the HOA board a message that says ‘ohgodohgodohgodyes’ followed by about fifty random characters.”
“Oops.”
“I’ll blame it on the international connection.” She closed the laptop and stood up, her cover-up falling away completely. “But first, I need you inside me.”
Elena was naked now, her pale skin flushed pink from her orgasm. Her nipples were hard points, and I could see my saliva still glistening on her inner thighs.
“Here?” I asked, looking around the terrace.
“Anywhere. Everywhere.” She pushed me back in my chair and straddled my lap. “Free use, remember?”
I was already hard, my cock straining against my swim shorts. Elena freed it with quick, efficient movements, then positioned herself above me.
“No foreplay,” she said, sinking down onto my length. “I need you now.”
I groaned as her tight pussy enveloped me. Even after her orgasm, she was still incredibly tight, her walls gripping me like a silk glove.
“Fuck, Elena.”
“That’s the idea,” she gasped, starting to move.
She rode me slowly at first, grinding her clit against my pelvis with each downward stroke. Her small breasts bounced hypnotically, and I couldn’t resist reaching up to cup them.
“Harder,” she demanded. “I want to feel you for days.”
I grabbed her hips and thrust up into her, meeting her movements with my own. The chair creaked under our combined weight, but it held as we found our rhythm.
“Yes,” Elena hissed. “Just like that.”
I could hear voices in the distance—Marisol and Alyssa talking by the pool. The thought of being caught made my cock throb inside Elena.
“They’re watching,” I told her.
Elena’s response was to ride me harder, her hair falling around her face as she bounced on my lap. “Let them watch. Let them learn.”
I looked over her shoulder and saw Marisol standing by the pool, her dark eyes fixed on us. She was wearing a tiny bikini that barely contained her curves, and I could see her nipples hard against the fabric.
“She likes what she sees,” I said.
“Good. She should.” Elena’s breathing was getting ragged. “We’re giving her a master class.”
Alyssa appeared beside Marisol, still topless and leaking milk. The sight of her enormous breasts swaying as she walked made my cock twitch inside Elena.
“An audience,” Elena purred. “How delightfully scandalous.”
She increased her pace, riding me with abandon now. Her pussy was making obscene squelching sounds as she worked herself on my cock, and I could feel another orgasm building.
“Going to cum again?” I asked.
“So close,” she gasped. “Don’t stop.”
I wouldn’t dream of it. I thrust up into her harder, chasing both our releases while our audience watched from the poolside.
“Now,” Elena sobbed. “I’m cumming now!”
Her second orgasm hit even harder than the first. Elena threw her head back and screamed, her pussy spasming around my cock as she came. The sight and feel of her losing control pushed me over the edge.
“Fuck!” I roared, erupting inside her.
I pumped what felt like gallons of cum into her willing body, filling her completely as she milked every drop. We stayed locked together as the waves of pleasure washed over us, both breathing hard.
“Beautiful,” Marisol called from the pool. “Absolutely beautiful.”
“Your turn next,” Elena called back, not bothering to move from my lap.
“I’m ready when you are,” Marisol replied with a grin.
Elena finally climbed off me, my cum immediately starting to leak from her well-fucked pussy. She stood there completely naked, not bothering to cover herself as she stretched like a cat.
“I should probably resend that email,” she said conversationally.
“Probably a good idea.”
She picked up her laptop and started typing again, still completely nude. Her fingers moved across the keys with their usual efficiency, as if she hadn’t just been screaming my name moments before.
“There,” she said, hitting send. “Crisis averted.”
“What did you tell them?”
“That my internet connection was compromised by tropical weather.” Elena smiled that predatory smile. “Which isn’t entirely untrue.”
I pulled her back onto my lap, already getting hard again. “Speaking of compromised…”
“Mmm.” Elena ground against my growing erection. “I like where this is going.”
“Pool next?” I suggested, nodding toward the infinity edge.
“Pool next,” she agreed. “But first…”
She leaned down and kissed me, her tongue exploring my mouth as if she was trying to taste herself on my lips. When she pulled away, her gray eyes were burning with renewed hunger.
“This is only the beginning,” she whispered.
“The beginning of what?”
“Your complete and total domination of paradise.”
I looked around at the terrace, the pool, the ocean beyond. At Marisol and Alyssa waiting patiently for their turns. At Elena naked in my lap, cum still leaking from her pussy.
“I can live with that,” I said.
“Good. Because I have plans for you.”
“What kind of plans?”
Elena’s smile was pure sin. “The kind that involve every surface of this villa and every hole in our bodies.”
The afternoon sun climbed higher, promising hours more of tropical heat and unlimited pleasure.
Paradise was just getting started.




Chapter 7: Shower-Queue Lottery

The afternoon heat was becoming unbearable, even in the shade. After our poolside marathon, all four of us were sticky with sweat, cum, and in Alyssa’s case, breast milk. Time for a shower.
“Problem,” Elena said, standing at the entrance to the master bathroom. “This is designed for two people, maybe three if they’re very friendly.”
I looked past her at the massive rainfall shower behind glass walls. It was stunning—marble everything, rainfall showerhead the size of a dinner plate, and built-in benches that looked perfect for more than just sitting.
“So we take turns,” I said.
“Or,” Marisol said with a wicked grin, “we make it interesting.”
Elena’s predatory smile appeared. “I’m listening.”
“Lottery system,” Marisol continued. “First one in gets Mason. Winner takes all.”
“That’s not fair to the others,” Alyssa protested, though she was already eyeing the shower hungrily.
“Who said anything about fair?” Elena asked. “This is paradise, not preschool.”
Before anyone could argue further, Marisol sprinted past us all and jumped into the shower, turning on the water with a triumphant laugh. Steam immediately began fogging the glass.
“Cheater!” Alyssa called out, but she was giggling.
“All’s fair in love and free use,” Marisol called back, already soaping up her incredible curves.
Elena shook her head but was smiling. “I have to admire the initiative.”
Through the steaming glass, we could see Marisol’s silhouette running her hands over her body. Her honey-brown skin glistened with water and soap, and she was putting on quite a show for her audience.
“Come in, Papi,” she called to me. “The water’s perfect.”
I didn’t need to be asked twice.
The shower was even more incredible up close. The rainfall head provided perfect coverage, and the water temperature was exactly right. Marisol stood under the spray, hands raised above her head as water cascaded over her curves.
“Dios mío, you’re beautiful,” I breathed.
“So are you,” she purred, running her soapy hands over my chest. “All that muscle, those scars…”
She traced the white line on my hamstring, the old sports injury that the women always seemed fascinated by. Her touch sent electricity straight to my cock.
“Tell me about this one,” she whispered.
“Torn hamstring. Junior year of college.”
“Poor baby.” She kissed the scar, then looked up at me with those dark eyes. “Does it still hurt?”
“Not when you do that.”
Marisol smiled and continued her exploration, mapping my body with her hands and lips. The hot water and steam created a private world for us, even though I could see Elena and Alyssa watching through the glass.
“They’re enjoying the show,” Marisol observed, following my gaze.
Elena was leaning against the bathroom counter, one hand between her legs as she watched us. Alyssa sat on the edge of the bathtub, her massive breasts dripping milk as she touched herself.
“Let’s give them something to really watch,” I said, pulling Marisol against me.
Our lips met under the rainfall, water streaming down our faces as we kissed. Marisol’s body was incredible—all soft curves and warm skin that begged to be touched.
“Fuck me,” she whispered against my mouth. “Right here, right now.”
I spun her around, pressing her hands against the marble wall. The position made her arch her back, pushing that perfect ass toward me. Water ran in rivulets down her spine, and I couldn’t resist following the path with my tongue.
“Mason,” she gasped as I kissed down her back.
“Right here,” I murmured, positioning myself behind her.
I entered her slowly, savoring the feel of her tight pussy stretching around me. The hot water made everything more intense, every sensation amplified.
“So deep,” Marisol moaned, pushing back against me.
I started moving, long strokes that made her ass ripple with each thrust. The sound of our bodies meeting mixed with the drumming of water on marble.
“Harder,” she begged. “Don’t be gentle.”
I grabbed her hips and increased the pace, driving into her with more force. Marisol’s moans echoed off the marble walls, probably audible throughout the villa.
“That’s it,” Elena coached from outside the shower. “Use her properly.”
The encouragement from my ice queen made my cock throb. I reached around and found Marisol’s clit, rubbing the swollen nub as I pounded into her.
“Going to cum,” Marisol sobbed. “So close…”
“Do it,” I ordered. “Cum on my cock.”
Her orgasm hit like lightning. Marisol screamed, her pussy clamping down so hard I thought she might break me. Her whole body shook as waves of pleasure crashed over her.
“Beautiful,” I groaned, feeling my own release building.
“Inside me,” Marisol begged. “Fill me up, Papi.”
I thrust deep and held there, erupting with what felt like everything I had left. Marisol milked every drop, her greedy contractions drawing out every spurt of cum.
We stayed locked together under the spray, both breathing hard. Steam swirled around us, and I could hear Elena and Alyssa’s soft moans from outside.
“Perfect,” Marisol whispered. “Absolutely perfect.”
A sharp knock on the bathroom door interrupted our post-orgasmic bliss.
“¿Señora Radic?” An unfamiliar voice called out. “Security.”
Elena cursed softly. “What is it, Rodriguez?”
“We have a situation with the neighboring villa. Could you come to the terrace?”
Elena looked at me through the steaming glass, concern flickering across her features. “Give us five minutes.”
“Sí, Señora.”
I pulled out of Marisol, watching my cum leak down her thighs and swirl away in the shower drain. “What do you think that’s about?”
“Nothing good,” Elena said grimly. “Get dressed. All of you.”
 

Five minutes later, we were gathered on the main terrace with Rodriguez, the head of villa security. He was a compact man with graying hair and the kind of eyes that missed nothing.
“The situation, Señor Rodriguez?” Elena asked, pulling her silk robe tighter.
“Drone activity from the neighboring villa,” he said, pointing toward the white structure visible through the palm trees. “Professional grade equipment, not tourist cameras.”
“How professional?” I asked.
Rodriguez pulled out a tablet, showing us a series of photos. Telephoto shots of the villa, the pool area, the terrace where we’d been fucking all day.
“Paparazzi?” Elena suggested.
“Worse. Private investigator equipment. Someone’s building a file.”
My blood ran cold. After everything we’d been through with David Hutchins and Paige’s ex-husband, the idea of being surveilled again made my skin crawl.
“Can you identify the operator?” Elena asked.
“Working on it. But the villa’s been rented through shell companies. Very professional setup.”
“Recommendations?”
Rodriguez looked uncomfortable. “Close the curtains. Avoid outdoor activities. Basically, hide.”
“Like hell,” Elena said immediately. “This is our villa, our vacation.”
“With respect, Señora, whoever’s watching you has serious resources. Military-grade surveillance equipment, professional backing.”
“Then we get better backing,” Elena said with cold determination. “What would it take to shut them down?”
Rodriguez considered this. “Legal pressure. Or we could jam their equipment.”
“Do both.”
“Sí, Señora.” Rodriguez looked relieved to have clear orders. “I’ll make some calls.”
After Rodriguez left, the four of us sat in uncomfortable silence. The paradise atmosphere had been shattered by the reminder that our enemies were persistent.
“It’s them, isn’t it?” Alyssa said quietly. “Hutchins and Brad.”
“Probably,” I said. “They don’t give up easy.”
Elena was already pulling out her phone. “Maya? We have a problem.”
Even from across the table, I could hear Maya’s voice through the speaker. “What kind of problem?”
“Surveillance. Professional grade. Rodriguez thinks it’s a PI operation.”
A pause. “I’ll run facial recognition on any recent footage. Also checking financial records for recent large transfers.”
“How quickly?”
“Give me an hour.”
Elena hung up and looked at us with that predatory smile. “In the meantime, we continue as planned.”
“Continue?” Marisol looked nervous. “With cameras watching?”
“Especially with cameras watching.” Elena’s voice took on that commanding tone. “If they want a show, we’ll give them one they’ll never forget.”
“What do you mean?” I asked, though I suspected I already knew.
“Free use protocol continues. In fact, it escalates.” Elena stood, letting her robe fall open. “Let them film us. Let them try to blackmail us. We’ll own this narrative, not them.”
“That’s… actually brilliant,” Alyssa said slowly. “Turn their own surveillance against them.”
“Exactly. Maya can trace the uploads, identify the source, and we’ll have them dead to rights.”
I had to admire Elena’s tactical thinking. Instead of hiding, she wanted to bait the trap with ourselves as bait.
“What about privacy?” Marisol asked.
“Privacy is dead,” Elena said bluntly. “But power isn’t. We control what they see, when they see it, and how they see it.”
She walked to the terrace railing, completely naked, and waved at the neighboring villa. In the distance, I caught a glint of reflected light—a camera lens adjusting focus.
“Hello, perverts,” Elena called out cheerfully. “Enjoying the show?”
The balls on this woman were incredible.
“So what’s the plan?” I asked.
Elena turned back to us, and her smile was pure predator. “We fuck. Everywhere. All the time. Complete documentation.”
“For blackmail purposes?”
“For legal purposes. When they try to use this footage against us, we’ll have them on charges of voyeurism, invasion of privacy, and harassment.”
It was a risky plan, but it might work. Elena had always been three steps ahead of everyone else.
“I’m in,” I said.
“Me too,” Alyssa added. “I’m tired of hiding.”
Marisol looked nervous but nodded. “If you’re sure…”
“I’m sure.” Elena’s voice was ice-cold determination. “They want to play games? We’ll show them what real power looks like.”
She walked back to me, completely naked and completely fearless. “Take me. Right here, right now. Give them something to remember.”
I looked toward the neighboring villa, knowing they were watching, recording, building their little file of evidence.
Then I looked at Elena—naked, beautiful, and absolutely unafraid.
“Your call,” I said.
“My call,” she agreed, pushing me back into the chair. “And I choose domination.”
She straddled my lap, already reaching for my hardening cock. In the distance, cameras clicked and whirred.
Let them watch.
We had work to do.




Chapter 8: Idol Incognito

The next morning brought an unexpected visitor.
I was lounging by the pool, watching Alyssa practice her yoga routine topless while her breasts leaked milk onto the marble, when I heard voices from the main entrance. Elena was talking to someone in rapid, hushed tones.
“Mason,” Elena called out. “Come here. Now.”
The urgency in her voice made me pull on shorts and head inside. Elena stood by the front door with a young woman I’d never seen before, though something about her seemed familiar.
She was tiny—maybe five-foot-two—with a petite frame that belonged on a magazine cover. Her hair was dyed an electric violet that should have looked ridiculous but somehow worked perfectly. She wore oversized sunglasses, a baseball cap pulled low, and loose clothing that couldn’t quite hide her curves.
“Mason Blake,” Elena said formally, “meet Yoo-mi Han.”
The name hit me like lightning. “Holy shit. You’re Mi-Mi from—”
“Shh!” The girl looked around nervously. “Not so loud. I’m supposed to be in Seoul for a recording session.”
Mi-Mi. One of the biggest K-pop stars in the world, with something like fifty million followers across social media. What the hell was she doing at our villa?
“How did you—” I started.
“Find you?” Mi-Mi pulled out her phone, showing me a familiar livestream interface. “I’ve been following Paige’s content for months. When I saw she was pregnant and you were the father, I got curious.”
Elena’s eyes narrowed. “Curious how?”
“I hired a investigator. Nothing creepy!” Mi-Mi added quickly when she saw our expressions. “Just basic background checks. When I found out about your… arrangement… I had to know more.”
“And?” Elena’s voice was ice-cold.
Mi-Mi took a deep breath and pulled off her sunglasses, revealing gorgeous almond-shaped eyes that sparkled with mischief. “I want in.”
The silence stretched for what felt like forever. Elena studied the young woman with calculating eyes while I tried to process the fact that one of Asia’s biggest pop stars was standing in our villa asking to join our breeding program.
“You understand what we do here?” Elena asked finally.
“I understand perfectly.” Mi-Mi’s voice got husky. “Free use. No condoms. Breeding until pregnancy.”
“And you want that?”
“I’ve wanted it for years.” Mi-Mi looked down at her hands. “Do you know what it’s like being a manufactured perfect idol? Never allowed to date, never allowed to have real relationships, never allowed to be a real woman?”
I was starting to understand. “You want to rebel.”
“I want to live.” Mi-Mi looked up at me with those stunning eyes. “I want to feel what it’s like to be desired for who I am, not what some corporation made me into.”
Elena and I exchanged a look. This was complicated on about fifteen different levels.
“Your career—” Elena started.
“Will survive a pregnancy hiatus. Other idols have done it.” Mi-Mi straightened her shoulders. “Besides, I’m twenty-two. I’m tired of being treated like a child.”
“The money—”
“I have more money than I could spend in three lifetimes. This isn’t about money.”
Elena studied her for another long moment. “What’s it about?”
Mi-Mi blushed, and for a moment, she looked exactly like what she was—a young woman desperate for real connection.
“I want to feel what those other women feel when they look at you,” she said to me. “I want to know what it’s like to be bred properly.”
The crude language from such a delicate-looking girl was jarring and incredibly arousing. My cock was already stirring in my shorts.
“Show me,” Elena said suddenly.
“Show you what?”
“That you’re serious. Strip.”
Mi-Mi’s eyes went wide. “Right here?”
“Right here, right now. If you want to join this family, you need to prove you’re not just a curious tourist.”
For a moment, I thought Mi-Mi might run. She looked toward the door, then back at Elena, then at me. I could see the internal battle playing out on her face.
Then her hands went to the hem of her oversized t-shirt.
She pulled it off in one smooth motion, revealing a black lace bra that barely contained her small but perfect breasts. Despite her petite frame, she was definitely a woman—curves in all the right places.
The shorts came off next, showing matching black panties and legs that seemed to go on forever despite her height.
“More,” Elena commanded.
Mi-Mi reached behind her back and unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the marble floor. Her breasts were small but beautifully shaped, with pink nipples that were already hard with arousal or nervousness.
Finally, she hooked her thumbs in her panties and pushed them down, stepping out of them gracefully. Completely naked, she stood before us like a violet-haired goddess.
“Beautiful,” Elena murmured. “Mason?”
I stepped closer, studying Mi-Mi’s incredible body. Her skin was flawless porcelain, and she was completely bare below—not a trace of hair anywhere.
“You’re perfect,” I said honestly.
Mi-Mi blushed deeper. “Thank you.”
“Turn around.”
She obeyed, showing off an ass that was small but perfectly round. Every inch of her was toned and tight, the result of years of dance training and probably the best personal trainers money could buy.
“You’re hired,” Elena said with satisfaction. “But first, the contract.”
 

Twenty minutes later, Mi-Mi had signed all the paperwork, transferred money for her “membership fee,” and was sitting naked at our breakfast table like she’d been doing it all her life.
“So,” she said, sipping coffee while her small breasts moved hypnotically with each breath, “when do we start?”
“Right now,” Elena said. “Mason, take her to the balcony.”
“The balcony?” Mi-Mi looked confused.
“Sunset breeding session,” Elena explained. “We always start new members at sunset. Something about the golden light.”
Mi-Mi’s eyes lit up. “That sounds romantic.”
“It’s about to be a lot more than romantic,” I said, already pulling off my shorts.
My cock sprang free, already hard from watching Mi-Mi strip and sign herself over to us. She stared at it with fascination, licking her lips unconsciously.
“I’ve never…” she started.
“Never what?”
“Never been with anyone. The company has very strict rules.”
Elena and I exchanged another look. A virgin K-pop idol. This was going to be interesting.
“We’ll be gentle,” I said.
“Don’t be too gentle,” Mi-Mi said with a wicked grin. “I didn’t come here for gentle.”
 

The master bedroom balcony faced west, providing a perfect view of the Caribbean sunset. The sky was already turning orange and pink, painting everything in golden light.
Mi-Mi stood at the railing, completely naked and absolutely stunning. The breeze played with her violet hair, and her skin seemed to glow in the warm light.
“It’s beautiful,” she whispered.
“So are you,” I said, moving up behind her.
She shivered as my hands found her waist, pulling her back against my chest. My cock pressed against her lower back, and she gasped at the contact.
“Are you sure about this?” I asked.
“I’ve never been more sure of anything.”
I kissed her neck, tasting her skin as the sun sank lower toward the horizon. Mi-Mi melted against me, her head falling back onto my shoulder.
“That feels so good,” she breathed.
My hands roamed her body, exploring every curve and hollow. Her breasts fit perfectly in my palms, and her nipples hardened under my touch. When I rolled them between my fingers, she moaned softly.
“More,” she whispered.
I slid one hand down her flat stomach to the junction of her thighs. She was already wet, her pussy slick with arousal. When I slipped a finger between her folds, she cried out.
“Oh God! That’s… that’s incredible.”
I worked her slowly, gently, preparing her for what was coming. She was tight—incredibly tight—and I could feel her hymen still intact.
“This might hurt at first,” I warned.
“I don’t care,” she gasped. “I want you to be my first. My only.”
The sunset painted us both golden as I positioned myself at her entrance. Mi-Mi gripped the railing, her knuckles white with anticipation.
“Ready?” I asked.
“Yes. Please. Breed me.”
I pushed forward slowly, feeling her virginity tear as I entered her. Mi-Mi cried out—part pain, part pleasure—and I stopped to let her adjust.
“You okay?”
“Don’t stop,” she sobbed. “It’s perfect. You’re perfect.”
I continued pressing forward until I was fully seated inside her. Mi-Mi was impossibly tight, her virgin pussy gripping me like a silken fist.
“So full,” she whispered in wonder. “I can feel everything.”
I started moving, gentle strokes that gradually increased in intensity. Mi-Mi’s pain quickly turned to pleasure, her moans mixing with the sound of waves crashing below.
“Harder,” she begged. “I can take it.”
I grabbed her hips and increased the pace, driving into her with more force. The railing creaked under our combined weight, but it held as we found our rhythm.
“Yes!” Mi-Mi cried. “Fuck me! Breed me like an animal!”
The dirty talk from such an innocent-looking girl was incredibly arousing. I could feel my orgasm building as I pounded into her willing body.
“Going to cum,” I warned.
“Inside me!” she begged. “Fill my womb! I want your baby!”
The sun touched the horizon as I thrust deep and held there, erupting with everything I had. Mi-Mi screamed as she felt me flooding her virgin pussy, her own orgasm crashing over her.
“So much cum!” she sobbed. “I can feel it all!”
We stayed locked together as the sun disappeared into the ocean, both breathing hard. Mi-Mi’s legs were shaking, and I could feel our mixed fluids leaking down her thighs.
“Perfect,” she whispered. “Absolutely perfect.”
Behind us, I heard slow clapping. Elena stood in the doorway, fully dressed and holding her phone.
“Beautiful performance,” she said with satisfaction. “Welcome to the family, Mi-Mi.”
“Thank you,” Mi-Mi said, still pressed against the railing with my cock inside her. “This is everything I dreamed it would be.”
“This is just the beginning,” Elena said. “Tomorrow, we really put you to work.”
“What happens tomorrow?”
Elena’s smile was predatory. “Tomorrow, you learn what free use really means.”
In the distance, I caught the familiar glint of light from the neighboring villa. Cameras clicking, footage being recorded, files being built.
Let them watch. Let them document every second.
We had nothing to hide and everything to prove.
Mi-Mi sighed contentedly, my cum still leaking from her freshly fucked pussy. “I love paradise.”
“Paradise loves you too,” I said, already getting hard again inside her.
The first stars appeared in the darkening sky, promising another night of unlimited possibilities.
Day two was going to be even better.




Chapter 9: Salsa Milk Shots

The morning after Mi-Mi’s initiation, I woke up to the sound of Latin music drifting through the villa. Merengue beats mixed with the crash of waves, creating a rhythm that made my blood pump faster.
“¿Qué es eso?” I heard Marisol’s voice from the main terrace, followed by laughter.
I found the four women gathered around Marisol’s phone, which was propped against a fruit bowl and streaming what looked like a salsa tutorial. Elena was trying to follow along, her usual grace failing her as she attempted to move her hips to the beat.
“No, no, no,” Marisol laughed, standing up from the breakfast table. “Like this, mija.”
She demonstrated the movement, her honey-brown skin glistening with morning sweat as her hips swayed in perfect rhythm. The tiny bikini she wore barely contained her curves, and I could see why salsa had been invented in the first place.
“It’s all in the hips,” Marisol continued, placing her hands on Elena’s waist. “Feel the music, don’t think about it.”
Elena tried again, and this time managed something that resembled actual dancing. Mi-Mi was watching intently, her violet hair catching the morning light as she studied every movement.
“I want to learn,” Mi-Mi said suddenly.
“¿En serio?” Marisol grinned. “Everyone learns. Even Papi here.”
She pointed at me, and I held up my hands in surrender. “I don’t dance.”
“Everyone dances,” Marisol said with authority. “Music is universal. Sex is universal. Dancing is just sex with clothes on.”
“We’re not wearing many clothes,” Alyssa pointed out. She was topless as usual, her massive breasts swaying as she tried to copy Marisol’s movements. Milk was already beading on her nipples, threatening to drip onto the marble floor.
“Even better,” Marisol purred. “More authentic.”
She moved to the villa’s sound system and cranked up the volume. The merengue filled the air, making it impossible to stand still. Even I found my hips starting to move involuntarily.
“Ven acá, Mason,” Marisol called, crooking her finger at me. “Time for your first lesson.”
 

Learning to salsa with four nearly naked women was either torture or paradise—I couldn’t decide which.
Marisol was a patient teacher, moving my hands to her waist and showing me the basic steps. Her body was warm and soft under my palms, and the way she moved made my cock strain against my shorts.
“Feel the rhythm,” she murmured, pressing closer. “One, two, three… hold… five, six, seven… hold…”
The counts became meaningless as I got lost in the sway of her hips, the warmth of her skin, the scent of her perfume mixed with tropical air. Around us, Elena, Alyssa, and Mi-Mi were practicing their own moves, creating a hypnotic display of female beauty in motion.
“Better,” Marisol said with approval. “Now add some spice.”
She spun away from me, her long hair whipping around as she executed a perfect turn. When she came back, she pressed her ass against my crotch, grinding in rhythm with the music.
“Dios mío,” I groaned.
“Language,” Elena called out from across the terrace, but she was grinning.
Marisol turned back to face me, her dark eyes sparkling with mischief. “Ready for advanced lessons?”
Before I could answer, she was already moving, demonstrating moves that seemed to defy physics. Her body flowed like water, every curve accentuated by the rhythm. When she bent backward in a dramatic dip, her bikini top shifted, giving me a perfect view of her brown nipples.
“My turn,” Elena said, moving up beside us.
What followed was the most erotic dance lesson in history. Elena’s ice-queen precision clashed beautifully with Marisol’s fiery passion, creating a contrast that was mesmerizing. Mi-Mi brought her professional choreography training to the mix, executing moves that looked like they belonged in a music video. And Alyssa…
Alyssa’s massive breasts bounced hypnotically with every movement, milk flying with each turn and dip. The sight was so erotic that I nearly came in my shorts.
“This calls for celebration,” Elena said breathlessly when the song ended.
“What kind of celebration?” Mi-Mi asked, still moving her hips to the fading rhythm.
Elena’s predatory smile appeared. “Body shots.”
 

Body shots with four gorgeous women should have been simple. But Elena had complications in mind.
“Traditional body shots are boring,” she announced, setting up a tray of lime wedges and salt. “We’re going to improvise.”
“Improvise how?” I asked.
Elena gestured to Alyssa, whose breasts were still leaking steadily. “Why use tequila when we have something much more… personal?”
The implication hit me like lightning. “You want to use her milk?”
“Waste not, want not,” Elena said with a shrug. “Besides, it’s perfectly sterile and far more intimate than alcohol.”
Alyssa blushed but was already moving toward the tray. “I’m producing enough for an army anyway.”
She cupped her breasts, aiming the streams of milk into small shot glasses. The white liquid flowed steadily, creating perfect portions while we all watched in fascination.
“Now the fun part,” Elena continued. “Traditional placement.”
She arranged lime wedges and salt on various parts of her body—between her small breasts, on her flat stomach, along her collar bone. The effect was incredibly erotic, turning her pale skin into an edible landscape.
“Who’s first?” Elena asked.
“Me,” Mi-Mi said immediately, surprising everyone with her eagerness.
She lay back on one of the loungers, her violet hair fanning out as she arranged lime and salt on her petite body. Her small breasts looked perfect with lime wedges nestled between them, and she giggled when I sprinkled salt along her stomach.
“This is naughty,” she said with delight.
“This is paradise,” I corrected, leaning down to lick the salt from her skin.
The taste of her mixed with the salt was intoxicating. I worked my way up her body, collecting each lime wedge with my mouth while she writhed beneath me. When I reached the milk shot, I drained it in one gulp, the sweet warmth coating my throat.
“My turn,” Marisol announced, already arranging herself on the next lounger.
Her honey-brown skin provided a beautiful contrast to the white salt and green limes. When I licked the trail from her navel to her breasts, she arched her back and moaned softly.
“Más,” she whispered. “More.”
I took my time with her, savoring every taste and touch. The combination of salt, lime, and Alyssa’s sweet milk was better than any cocktail ever invented.
Elena was next, her ice-queen composure cracking as I worked my way across her body. She tasted like ocean salt and expensive perfume, with just a hint of desperation that made my cock throb.
Finally, Alyssa herself, lying back with fresh milk still beading on her nipples. I drank directly from the source this time, latching onto her breast while she gasped and writhed beneath me.
“This is incredible,” Mi-Mi breathed, watching us with wide eyes.
“This is just the warm-up,” Elena said, her voice husky with arousal.
 

The body shots had left us all sweating and desperate for more. The music was still playing, and the tropical heat was making everyone glow with perspiration.
“Dance with me,” Marisol said, pulling me back to the open area of the terrace.
This time, the dancing was overtly sexual. Marisol pressed herself against me, grinding to the rhythm while her hands roamed my body. The other women formed a circle around us, moving to the music while they watched our display.
“You’re a natural,” Marisol purred, reaching down to palm my erection through my shorts.
“You’re a good teacher.”
She spun away, then dropped into a low crouch, her hands on the ground as she moved her ass in circles. The position made her bikini bottoms ride up, showing off every curve of her incredible body.
When she stood up, she was facing away from me, pressing her ass against my crotch as she continued to move. The friction was driving me insane.
“Fuck me,” she whispered, just loud enough for me to hear over the music.
“Right here?”
“Right here, right now. Show them how it’s done.”
I hooked my fingers in her bikini bottoms and pulled them down, exposing her perfect ass to the morning sun. Marisol bent forward, hands on her knees as she continued to move to the rhythm.
My shorts hit the ground, and I positioned myself behind her. When I entered her, she cried out in Spanish, her pussy clenching around me like a silken glove.
“¡Dios mío! ¡Sí, Papi, sí!”
I grabbed her hips and started moving, fucking her in rhythm with the salsa beat. The music became our metronome, setting the pace as we moved together.
Around us, the other women continued dancing, but their movements became more erotic as they watched us. Elena was touching herself, her fingers working beneath her bikini bottoms. Mi-Mi had pulled her top off, her small breasts bouncing as she moved. Alyssa was openly massaging her leaking breasts, milk spraying with each squeeze.
“Harder,” Marisol begged. “Give it to me harder!”
I increased the pace, driving into her with enough force to make her ass ripple with each thrust. The sound of our bodies meeting mixed with the music and her Spanish curses.
“¡Más! ¡Más! ¡Lléneme con su semilla!”
I didn’t need to speak Spanish to understand that. Fill me with your seed.
“Going to cum,” I warned, feeling the familiar tightness in my balls.
“¡Dentro! ¡Dentro!” Inside, inside!
I thrust deep and held there, erupting with everything I had. Marisol screamed as she felt me flooding her, her own orgasm crashing over her as salsa music filled the air.
“¡Sí! ¡Sí! ¡Perfecto!”
We stayed locked together as the song ended, both breathing hard. Around us, the other women had stopped dancing to watch our climax, their faces flushed with arousal.
“Beautiful,” Elena murmured. “Absolutely beautiful.”
In the distance, I caught that familiar glint of light from the neighboring villa. Cameras adjusting, lenses focusing, everything being recorded for posterity.
“Smile for the cameras,” I said, pulling Marisol upright and kissing her neck.
She turned in my arms, cum leaking down her thighs as she waved at the distant watchers. “¡Hola, perverts! ¿Les gusta el espectáculo?”
Elena laughed. “I love how fearless you all are.”
“Fear is for people with something to lose,” Mi-Mi said, her newfound confidence shining through. “We have everything to gain.”
The music shifted to a slower rhythm, and without discussion, we all began moving again. This time it was less dancing and more… worship. Four beautiful women moving around me like I was the center of their universe.
Which, I supposed, I was.
“Round two?” Marisol asked hopefully, grinding against my already hardening cock.
“Round two,” I agreed.
Paradise was just getting started.
And somewhere in the distance, cameras clicked and whirred, documenting every second of our tropical debauchery.
Let them watch.
Let them learn.
This was how gods were made.




Chapter 10: Belly-Cam Jealousy

The afternoon heat was making everyone lazy. After the morning’s salsa marathon, we’d retreated to the air-conditioned living room where Elena had set up her laptop for what she called “family time.”
“Connecting in thirty seconds,” she announced, adjusting the camera angle to capture the entire sectional sofa.
I was sprawled in the middle with Alyssa curled against my left side, her massive breasts pressing against my ribs. Marisol claimed my right side, her honey-brown skin still glistening with sweat from our earlier activities. Mi-Mi sat cross-legged on the floor in front of us, her violet hair catching the light from the massive windows. Elena perched on the arm of the sofa like a queen surveying her domain.
The laptop chimed, and suddenly the screen filled with three familiar faces.
“Mason!” Paige squealed from her Phoenix studio. “Oh my God, you look amazing! The tan is working for you.”
She was wearing a crop top that showed off her growing belly, which had definitely gotten rounder since we’d left. At fourteen weeks, she was unmistakably pregnant, and the glow was real.
“Look at this bump!” she continued, standing up to show off her profile. “But honestly, I’m losing sponsors left and right. Everyone’s scared of the pregnancy content angle.”
“That sucks,” I said, meaning it.
Beside her on the split screen, Tamara waved from her yoga studio. At ten weeks, her bump was smaller but perfectly round, and she was practically glowing with maternal radiance.
“Hey, baby daddy,” she said with that velvet voice that made my cock stir. “Missing us?”
She turned sideways to the camera, pulling her yoga top tight across her belly. “Look at this little miracle. Ten weeks and growing strong.”
The sight of her pregnant curve made my blood pump faster. “Jesus, Tamara. You’re glowing.”
The third window showed Maya from what looked like her home office. At six weeks, she wasn’t showing yet, but there was something different about her face—softer, more content.
“I’ve been livestreaming prenatal yoga,” Tamara continued, caressing her bump. “The viewers can’t get enough of pregnant goddess content. Want to see?”
She moved into a pose that emphasized her growing belly, her hands cupping the small but unmistakable curve. “Every day it gets bigger. Every day I think about you putting this baby inside me.”
My cock was getting hard watching her display herself. Elena noticed and moved closer.
“Show them what they’re missing,” Elena said, her voice husky.
“What do you mean?” Paige asked.
“Show them what their king looks like when he’s desperate for his pregnant queens.”
Elena’s hand found my hardening cock through my shorts, stroking me openly while our wives watched from thousands of miles away.
“Fuck,” I groaned.
“That’s it,” Tamara purred, running her hands over her belly. “Miss us, baby. Miss these pregnant bodies.”
“I can’t believe you’re both showing already,” Alyssa said softly, still leaking milk into her cup.
“Jealous?” Maya teased. “Don’t worry. Your turn is coming.”
Elena was working my cock expertly now, her pale fingers wrapped around my shaft as she stroked me in full view of the camera. “Look at him, ladies. Look how hard he gets just thinking about breeding you.”
“Holy shit,” Paige breathed, her own hands moving to her belly. “I wish I was there.”
“We all wish you were here,” Marisol said, moving closer to us on the sofa.
“Show us more,” I begged, my voice getting rough. “Let me see those beautiful pregnant bodies.”
Tamara lifted her top, revealing her dark, swollen breasts and the perfect curve of her ten-week bump. “Is this what you want to see, Daddy?”
“Fuck yes.”
Paige followed suit, showing off her fourteen-week belly and fuller breasts. “Look what you did to us, baby. Look how you’ve marked us.”
“This is so hot,” Mi-Mi whispered, watching Elena stroke me while our pregnant wives displayed themselves.
Maya couldn’t show much yet, but she ran her hands over her chest and flat stomach. “Soon I’ll look like them. Soon I’ll be big with your baby too.”
“I need to cum,” I groaned, my balls tightening as Elena increased her pace.
“Do it,” Elena commanded. “Cum for your pregnant queens.”
“But where—” I started.
Elena positioned herself in front of me, her face inches from my cock. “Right here. Every molecule counts.”
“Elena—”
“Do it, Mason. Show them how desperate you are.”
I couldn’t hold back anymore. My orgasm hit like a freight train, rope after rope of cum erupting from my cock. Elena caught it all on her face, cum painting her pale skin and dripping down her chin.
“Beautiful,” Tamara moaned from the screen.
“So much cum,” Paige gasped.
Elena didn’t wipe it away. Instead, she used her fingers to smear my cum across her face, rubbing it into her skin like expensive moisturizer.
“Every molecule counts,” she said with satisfaction. “Every drop is precious.”
“Jesus Christ, Elena,” I breathed.
She licked her fingers clean, then looked at me with those predatory gray eyes. “We’re doing this eight times a day from now on.”
“Eight times?”
“Morning, noon, night, and five times in between. Maximum breeding potential.” Elena’s voice was cold determination. “I’m not taking any chances.”
“Eight sessions a day,” Maya said with scientific approval. “Optimal sperm regeneration with maximum attempts.”
“Can you handle that, baby?” Tamara teased, still caressing her pregnant belly.
“I can handle anything for you,” I said honestly.
Elena stood, my cum still glistening on her face. “Good. Because we start in an hour.”
“An hour?”
“Session two of eight.” Elena’s smile was pure predator. “By the time we leave this island, at least one of us will be pregnant. I guarantee it.”
The laptop screen showed our three pregnant wives, all glowing with maternal radiance and sexual satisfaction. They’d gotten exactly what they wanted—proof that their king was desperate for them, even thousands of miles away.
“We love you,” Paige said softly.
“Love you too,” I replied. “All of you.”
As we ended the video call, Elena was already checking her phone, setting timers and schedules.
“One hour intervals,” she announced. “Hydration breaks every two hours. Protein supplements at lunch and dinner.”
“This is insane,” Alyssa laughed.
“This is necessary,” Elena corrected, my cum still visible on her face. “We’re not leaving anything to chance.”
The sun was setting over paradise, but our day was far from over.
Eight sessions to go.
And Elena wasn’t taking no for an answer.




Chapter 11: Cease & Desist

I woke up to the sound of Elena’s voice cutting through the morning air like a blade. Sharp. Controlled. Lethal.
“What do you mean ‘legal notice’?” she was saying into her phone.
I rolled out of bed, noting that Alyssa and Mi-Mi were both still asleep. Marisol’s side of the bed was empty—she was probably already up making coffee, the early riser of our group.
Elena stood on the balcony in nothing but a silk robe, her pale skin almost translucent in the morning light. Her steel-gray eyes were focused on the horizon, but I could see the tension in her shoulders.
“Read it to me. Word for word.”
I waited, not wanting to interrupt what was obviously an important call. Elena listened for several minutes, her expression getting darker with each passing second.
“Son of a bitch,” she finally said, which was about as profane as Elena ever got.
She hung up and turned to find me watching her.
“We have a problem,” she said simply.
“What kind of problem?”
Elena handed me her phone, which showed an email from her lawyer. The subject line made my blood run cold: URGENT - Cease and Desist - Possible Criminal Charges
I read quickly, my stomach dropping with every line.
Hutchins and Monroe have selectively edited your private surveillance footage. They’re claiming the acts were performed under duress, that the women are being coerced. They’ve created a fake ‘forced breeding’ narrative and are threatening to release it unless Mason pays $500,000 within 48 hours.
“Fuck,” I breathed.
“Language,” Elena said automatically, but there was no bite to it.
“How is this possible? Everything is consensual.”
“That’s the beauty of their plan.” Elena’s voice was ice-cold with rage. “They’ve edited hours of footage down to a few misleading clips. Taking moans of pleasure and framing them as cries for help. Making our enthusiasm look like a performance for the cameras.”
I sank into a chair, my mind racing. “What kind of charges are we talking about?”
“Federal. Interstate trafficking, coercion, revenge porn distribution.” Elena ticked them off on her fingers. “Each one carries serious prison time.”
“But it’s all fake. Edited footage.”
“Proving that in court takes time and money. Meanwhile, the footage gets ‘leaked’ to destroy our reputations and tank Paige’s career.”
The full scope of the threat was starting to hit me. This wasn’t just about money—this was about destroying everything we’d built.
“Where’s the footage now?”
“Still in their control, as far as we know. But Maya’s working on tracing the server locations.”
As if summoned by her name, Elena’s phone rang. Maya’s face appeared on the video call, her amber eyes bright with the kind of focus she got when diving deep into technical problems.
“Status update,” Maya said without preamble. “I’ve tracked three separate editing suites working on your footage. Professional grade software, probably costing more than most people’s cars.”
“Where?” Elena demanded.
“Two in Phoenix, one in Los Angeles. The Phoenix locations are interesting—one is registered to a shell company owned by Brad Monroe, Paige’s ex. The other…” Maya paused dramatically. “Is registered to David Hutchins’ private security firm.”
Elena and I exchanged a look. We’d suspected they were working together, but this confirmed it.
“What about the content of the edited footage?” I asked.
Maya’s expression darkened. “Bad news. They’re good at what they do. The splicing is nearly seamless. Without the original files for comparison, it would be hard to prove manipulation.”
“Do we have the originals?”
“Some. But not all. They have surveillance footage we never knew was being recorded.”
Elena was pacing now, her brilliant mind working through scenarios. “What’s their timeline?”
“According to the legal notice, they want payment within 48 hours or they release everything. But there’s a complication.”
“What complication?”
“They’ve already started leaking teaser clips. Nothing explicit yet, but enough to generate buzz. The story is gaining traction on social media.”
My phone buzzed with notifications. Twitter, Instagram, Reddit—my name was starting to appear in posts with tags like #TropicalTrafficking and #PregnantHarem.
“Shit just got real,” I muttered.
Elena’s phone rang again. This time it was Paige, and she looked panicked.
“Elena! Thank God. Have you seen the news?”
“What news?”
“Someone leaked short, distorted clips from the villa. They’re saying I’m a brainwashed victim, forced to play along. My sponsor calls are being canceled!”
The scope of the attack was becoming clear. They weren’t just targeting us—they were going after everyone in our family.
“How bad?” Elena asked.
“Bad. My biggest sponsors pulled out this morning. Twitter is full of people saying I’m a victim who doesn’t know it. The narrative is spinning out of control.”
Another call came in—Tamara this time, calling from what looked like her yoga studio.
“Emergency group call,” she announced. “We need to coordinate our response.”
Within minutes, all three pregnant women were on screen, their faces tense with worry.
“Status report,” Elena commanded.
“Two sponsor cancellations,” Paige said. “But my core audience is defending me. The livestream numbers were too genuine to fake completely.”
“Yoga classes canceled for the week,” Tamara added. “Parents are worried about the ‘environment’ their kids are being exposed to.”
“Corporate contracts under review,” Maya said with clinical precision. “But I’ve also been contacted by three media outlets wanting interviews.”
Elena was processing information at light speed. “The interviews could work in our favor. Control the narrative.”
“Or make it worse,” I pointed out.
“Not if we do them right.” Elena’s predatory smile appeared. “What if we turn this around completely?”
“Meaning?”
“What if we make Hutchins and Monroe the villains? Paint them as obsessed stalkers who can’t accept rejection?”
The idea had merit. Elena was always three steps ahead of everyone else.
“How do we prove stalking?” Tamara asked.
“Because they followed us to the Dominican Republic,” Elena said simply. “Private investigators, surveillance equipment, edited footage—this isn’t random harassment. This is a coordinated campaign.”
Maya’s eyes lit up. “I can trace the money. Shell companies, equipment rentals, travel records. If they’re funding a surveillance operation, there’s a paper trail.”
“Do it,” Elena ordered. “How long do you need?”
“Give me six hours.”
“You have three.”
Maya nodded and disappeared from the call, already diving into her research.
“What about us?” Paige asked. “Do we keep streaming? Go dark? What’s the play?”
Elena looked thoughtful. “We go louder.”
“Louder?”
“If they want to paint us as victims, we prove we’re anything but victims. We take control of the story.”
“How?”
Elena’s smile was pure predator. “Press conference. Full transparency. Show the world exactly who we are and what we’ve chosen.”
The idea was bold. Risky. Completely insane.
“You want to hold a press conference about our breeding program?” I asked.
“I want to hold a press conference about consenting adults being harassed by obsessed stalkers,” Elena corrected. “The breeding program is just context.”
“That’s…” Tamara started.
“Brilliant,” Paige finished. “Absolutely brilliant. Frame it as a story about independence and choice.”
“What about careers? Reputations?” Mi-Mi asked quietly. She’d been listening to the whole conversation with growing alarm.
“What about them?” Elena’s voice was steel. “We’re not doing anything illegal. We’re not hurting anyone. We’re living our lives on our terms.”
“The K-pop industry—” Mi-Mi started.
“Will survive. Or it won’t.” Elena’s tone softened slightly. “Mi-Mi, you joined us because you wanted to live authentically. This is what authentic looks like. Messy, complicated, and sometimes public.”
Mi-Mi took a deep breath and nodded. “You’re right. I’m tired of hiding.”
“Good girl,” Elena purred. “Now here’s what we’re going to do.”
 

The next few hours were a whirlwind of activity. Elena transformed into a PR machine, coordinating with lawyers, media contacts, and our extended family back home.
The plan was ambitious: a coordinated media blitz that would reframe the entire narrative. Instead of being victims of trafficking, we’d be pioneers of modern relationships. Instead of being exploited, we’d be empowered.
“The key,” Elena explained to our impromptu war council, “is to get ahead of their narrative. They want to paint Mason as a predator and us as victims. We flip it—they’re the predators, we’re the survivors.”
“What about the explicit footage?” Alyssa asked nervously.
“What about it? Consenting adults having consensual sex isn’t a crime. It’s not even particularly scandalous in 2025.”
Elena was right, but I could see the fear in everyone’s eyes. This was about to get very public, very quickly.
“There’s something else,” Elena continued. “If we’re doing this, we’re doing it all the way. No half-measures, no backing down.”
“Meaning?”
“Meaning we tell the whole truth. The breeding program, the pregnancies, the relationship structure—everything.”
The silence stretched for several moments as everyone processed what that meant.
“Full transparency,” Tamara said slowly. “Complete openness.”
“It’s the only way,” Elena said. “Half-truths and omissions give them ammunition. The whole truth makes us untouchable.”
“What about the surveillance footage they have?” I asked.
Elena’s smile was sharp as a blade. “Maya’s going to help us with that problem.”
“How?”
“You’ll see. But first, we need to make some phone calls.”
Elena pulled up her contacts and started dialing. Within minutes, she was speaking to reporters, booking television appearances, and coordinating what looked like a full-scale media campaign.
“CNN at three,” she announced. “Good Morning America tomorrow. Plus six podcast interviews and a written statement for the major outlets.”
“Jesus, Elena.”
“No backing down,” she reminded me. “We own this story, or they own us.”
My phone buzzed with a text from Maya: Found something interesting. Call me ASAP.
I stepped out onto the balcony for privacy and dialed her number.
“Tell me you have good news,” I said.
“Better than good news. I have a smoking gun.”
“What kind of smoking gun?”
“The kind that proves premeditation. Hutchins and Monroe didn’t just randomly decide to spy on you. They’ve been planning this for months.”
“How do you know?”
“Because I found their planning documents. Contracts with surveillance companies, equipment rentals, even a PowerPoint presentation titled ‘Operation Breeding Ground.’”
“You’re kidding.”
“I never kid about evidence. This isn’t random harassment—this is a conspiracy to destroy your reputation and extort money. Which, last I checked, is several different flavors of federal crime.”
“Can you prove it?”
“I can prove it, trace it, and document it. Give me two more hours and I’ll have a case file that would make a prosecutor weep with joy.”
“Maya, you’re incredible.”
“I know. But Mason?”
“Yeah?”
“This gets worse before it gets better. They’re not going to take defeat quietly.”
“Meaning?”
“Meaning buckle up. The next 48 hours are going to be a war.”
I hung up and looked out at the neighboring villa where cameras were undoubtedly still recording our every move. In a few hours, this tropical paradise would become ground zero for a media firestorm.
But Elena was right about one thing—we weren’t victims.
We were fighters.
And this fight was just getting started.




Chapter 12: Dominican Defense

Maya called back exactly two hours later, her voice crackling with excitement.
“I have everything,” she announced without preamble. “Financial records, communications, the whole conspiracy.”
I was sitting by the pool with Elena, both of us tense as coiled springs. The media interviews were scheduled to start in three hours, and we needed ammunition.
“Give me the highlights,” Elena commanded.
“David Hutchins has been moving money through Cayman Island accounts for the past six months. Large transfers, all to shell companies registered in the Dominican Republic.”
“How large?” I asked.
“Try six hundred thousand dollars. All of it flowing to one man—PI Aguilar, who’s been surveilling you since before you even booked the trip to the Dominican Republic.”
Elena’s gray eyes went arctic cold. “That’s not surveillance. That’s stalking.”
“It gets better. Aguilar’s expenses include equipment rentals, drone purchases, and something called ‘honey trap operations.’”
“Honey trap?”
“Prostitutes. Hutchins paid for local women to try to seduce Mason while you were being recorded. The plan was to manufacture infidelity footage.”
My blood ran cold. I remembered the overly friendly bartender, the woman who’d approached me at the beach bar, even the massage therapist who’d been unusually aggressive. All setups.
“Jesus Christ.”
“But here’s the really interesting part,” Maya continued. “None of these payments are being reported to the IRS. Hutchins has been using offshore accounts to hide income from his security company.”
Elena leaned forward, predator instincts activated. “Tax evasion?”
“Big time. We’re talking about a decade of unreported income. If the IRS got wind of this…”
“They’d destroy him,” Elena finished with satisfaction.
“Exactly. I’ve already compiled the evidence package. Bank transfers, communication logs, even photos of Aguilar’s surveillance equipment purchased with Hutchins’ money.”
“Send it all to my lawyer,” Elena ordered. “And Maya?”
“Yes?”
“You’re a fucking goddess.”
Maya’s laugh was warm through the speaker. “I know. But Elena, there’s something else.”
“What?”
“I traced the edited footage servers. They’re not just trying to destroy you—they’re planning to monetize it. Paid subscriptions, premium content, the whole degrading package.”
The scope of their plan was staggering. Not just extortion—commercialized humiliation.
“How long before we can file criminal charges?” I asked.
“Elena’s lawyer says forty-eight hours for a preliminary filing. But we have enough evidence right now to destroy Hutchins’ credibility.”
Elena was already pulling up contacts on her phone. “I’m calling the IRS tip line.”
“Elena—”
“Anonymous tip about unreported offshore income. They’ll freeze his accounts while they investigate.”
Brilliant. While Hutchins was dealing with federal tax investigators, he’d have less energy to focus on us.
“Do it,” I said.
Elena spent the next hour on the phone with various federal agencies, feeding them carefully prepared information about Hutchins’ financial activities. By the time she was done, she looked like a cat who’d eaten an entire aviary.
“Done. IRS Criminal Investigation Division is opening a file. FinCEN is flagging his accounts for suspicious activity. And the FBI is interested in the interstate conspiracy angle.”
“How long before he finds out?”
“Could be hours, could be days. But once they start freezing assets, he’ll know someone talked.”
My phone buzzed with a notification from Paige: Hutchins just canceled two interviews. Something spooked him.
Elena smiled. “Excellent.”
 

The next few hours passed in a blur of preparation for our media blitz. Elena coached everyone on talking points, our lawyer reviewed legal implications, and Maya continued digging up dirt on our enemies.
Through it all, I found myself stealing glances at Mi-Mi.
She’d been quiet since the morning’s revelations, processing what it meant to go public with our relationship. The K-pop industry wasn’t exactly known for embracing scandals, even consensual ones.
But there was something else in her expression. Something that made my cock twitch despite the stress.
Want.
It had been over six hours since Elena had declared the sex ban, and the forced abstinence was affecting all of us. I could see it in the way Alyssa’s nipples pressed against her thin top, the way Marisol kept biting her lower lip, the way Mi-Mi’s violet eyes followed my every movement.
“Mason,” Mi-Mi said quietly as the sun began to set. “Can we talk privately?”
I followed her to the entertainment room, where she closed the door behind us and turned to face me. Her petite frame was outlined by the golden light streaming through the windows.
“I’ve been thinking about what Elena said,” she began. “About living authentically.”
“And?”
“And I realized I’ve been hiding more than just our relationship.”
Before I could ask what she meant, Mi-Mi moved to the sound system and queued up a slow, sultry beat. The kind of music that belonged in strip clubs, not resort entertainment rooms.
“Mi-Mi, what are you—”
“Shh.” She placed a finger against my lips. “Elena said no penetration. She didn’t say anything about dancing.”
The music filled the room as Mi-Mi began to move. This wasn’t the choreographed, cutesy dancing of K-pop. This was raw, sensual, pure sex in motion.
Her hips swayed hypnotically as she approached me, her hands tracing her own body with deliberate slowness. The thin sundress she wore clung to every curve, and I could see she wasn’t wearing a bra.
“Sit,” she commanded, pushing me down onto the leather couch.
I obeyed, mesmerized by her transformation. The shy, uncertain idol was gone, replaced by a confident woman who knew exactly what she wanted.
Mi-Mi straddled my lap, her thighs bracketing mine as she rolled her body against me. The dress rode up, revealing the tiny lace thong underneath.
“Fuck,” I breathed.
“Language,” she teased, echoing Elena’s earlier correction, but her violet eyes were dark with lust.
She ground down against my hardening cock, the thin fabric of our clothes the only barrier between us. Her hands fisted in my hair as she moved, pulling my head back to expose my throat.
“I’ve wanted to do this since the first night,” she whispered against my ear. “To show you what I really am underneath the innocent act.”
Her tongue flicked against my earlobe, sending electricity straight to my groin. I gripped her hips, trying to control the rhythm, but she batted my hands away.
“My dance,” she said firmly. “My rules.”
Mi-Mi rolled her body like a wave, her breasts pressing against my chest as she moved. The friction was driving me insane—enough to feel incredible, not enough to satisfy.
“You’re killing me,” I groaned.
“Good.” She smiled wickedly and reached for the hem of her dress. “Elena said no penetration. She didn’t say I couldn’t take this off.”
The sundress went over her head in one fluid motion, leaving her in nothing but the tiny thong and matching bra. Her skin was golden silk, unmarked except for a small tattoo I’d never noticed—Korean characters on her right hip.
“What does it say?” I asked, tracing the characters with my finger.
“‘Wild heart,’” she translated. “Something my fans would never expect.”
She resumed her dance, now with most of her skin exposed. Her hands roamed over her own body, cupping her breasts, sliding down her flat stomach, teasing the edge of her thong.
“Touch me,” she whispered.
I didn’t need to be asked twice. My hands found her breasts, smaller than Alyssa’s magnificent rack but perfectly proportioned on her petite frame. Her nipples were hard peaks against my palms.
“Yes,” she hissed, arching into my touch.
I rolled her nipples between my fingers, enjoying the way she gasped and ground harder against my trapped cock. The lace of her thong was soaked through—I could feel her heat even through my shorts.
“Mi-Mi—”
“Yoo-mi,” she corrected breathlessly. “My real name. Use it.”
“Yoo-mi,” I repeated, and she shuddered as if the sound of her name was its own form of pleasure.
She reached behind herself and unclasped her bra, letting it fall away completely. Her breasts were perfect handfuls, topped with dark pink nipples that begged to be sucked.
I leaned forward and captured one nipple between my lips, swirling my tongue around the sensitive flesh. Yoo-mi cried out, her hands gripping my shoulders as she rode the sensation.
“More,” she demanded.
I switched to her other breast, sucking hard enough to make her back arch. She was grinding against me frantically now, chasing friction that couldn’t quite get her where she needed to go.
“Please,” she whimpered. “I need—”
“No penetration,” I reminded her, echoing Elena’s rule even as my cock throbbed with the need to bury itself inside her tight little body.
“Then make me come like this,” she demanded. “I know you can.”
The challenge in her voice sparked something primal in me. I slid one hand down to the soaked fabric of her thong, pressing firmly against her clit through the lace.
“Oh god,” she gasped, her movements becoming erratic.
I rubbed her through the thin fabric, feeling how swollen and desperate she was. Her juices were soaking through, coating my fingers as I worked her clit in firm circles.
“That’s it,” I growled against her breast. “Come for me, beautiful.”
Yoo-mi’s whole body went rigid as the orgasm hit her. She threw her head back, violet hair cascading down her back as she cried out in Korean. Her pussy clenched and pulsed against my hand, the fabric of her thong becoming completely transparent with her release.
She collapsed against my chest, breathing hard, her skin flushed and glowing.
“That was…” she started.
“Just the beginning,” I finished.
Before she could respond, the door opened and Elena walked in. If she was surprised to find Yoo-mi topless and straddling me, she didn’t show it.
“How was the lap dance?” she asked casually.
“You knew?” Yoo-mi asked, not bothering to cover herself.
“I know everything that happens in my villa.” Elena’s smile was predatory. “And I have to say, your timing is perfect.”
“For what?”
Elena checked her watch. “Sunset. Which means the sex ban is officially over.”
My cock jumped at her words, and both women felt it.
“About fucking time,” I muttered.
“Language,” Elena said automatically, but she was already moving toward us. “Yoo-mi, was that satisfying?”
“Very,” Yoo-mi purred, still straddling my lap.
“Good. Because now it’s my turn.”
Elena began unbuttoning her blouse with deliberate slowness, her gray eyes never leaving mine.
“I’ve been thinking about what I want to do to you for the last six hours,” she said conversationally. “The things I’m going to make you do to me.”
“Elena—”
“Strip,” she commanded. “Both of you. Now.”
Yoo-mi slid off my lap gracefully, hooking her thumbs in her thong and sliding it down her legs. Her pussy was bare, glistening with her recent orgasm, pink and swollen from our activities.
I stood and pulled my shorts down, my cock springing free. The head was already wet with precum, desperate for attention after hours of enforced abstinence.
“Much better,” Elena purred, now naked except for her stilettos. Her pale skin was luminous in the golden light, her small breasts perfectly shaped, her pussy neatly trimmed.
“What do you want?” I asked.
Elena’s smile was pure sin. “Everything.”
She approached me slowly, like a predator stalking prey. When she reached me, she didn’t touch—she just stood close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from her skin.
“Yoo-mi,” she said without turning around. “Come here.”
Yoo-mi obeyed, moving to stand beside Elena. The contrast between them was striking—Elena’s pale elegance next to Yoo-mi’s golden warmth, tall and petite, controlled and wild.
“Touch him,” Elena commanded. “But don’t make him come. Not yet.”
Yoo-mi’s hands were soft as silk as they wrapped around my shaft. Her touch was feather-light, barely there, designed to torment rather than satisfy.
“Like this?” she asked innocently.
“Perfect,” Elena breathed. “Now Mason, you’re going to eat my pussy while she does that. And you’re going to make me come before I let her make you come.”
“Elena—”
“No arguments. On your knees.”
I sank to my knees in front of Elena’s statuesque form, bringing my face level with her perfectly groomed pussy. The scent of her arousal was intoxicating—clean and musky and utterly feminine.
“Now,” she commanded.
I leaned forward and ran my tongue along her slit, tasting her for the first time in hours. She was already wet, her juices coating my tongue as I explored her folds.
“Yes,” she hissed, her hands fisting in my hair.
Behind me, Yoo-mi continued her torturous ministrations, her hands barely touching as they stroked up and down my length. The combination was driving me insane—giving pleasure while receiving just enough stimulation to stay on edge.
I focused on Elena’s clit, circling it with my tongue before sucking gently. Her grip on my hair tightened, and her hips began to move against my face.
“Harder,” she demanded.
I sucked her clit between my lips and flicked it with my tongue, earning a sharp gasp. Her thighs began to tremble as I worked her closer to the edge.
“Yoo-mi,” Elena panted. “Stroke him faster.”
Yoo-mi’s grip tightened slightly, her strokes becoming more purposeful. The dual sensation of giving and receiving was overwhelming—Elena’s taste on my tongue, her thighs trembling against my cheeks, Yoo-mi’s soft hands driving me toward madness.
“I’m close,” Elena warned.
I doubled my efforts, alternating between broad licks and focused attention on her clit. Her breathing became ragged, her movements more erratic.
“Now,” she cried out as the orgasm hit her.
Her pussy clenched against my tongue as she came, her juices flooding my mouth. I lapped at her eagerly, drinking down every drop as she shook with pleasure.
“Stop,” she gasped, pushing my head away as the sensitivity became too much.
I looked up at her, my face glistening with her arousal, my cock throbbing in Yoo-mi’s grip.
“Your turn,” Elena said to Yoo-mi.
“What do you mean?” Yoo-mi asked.
Elena’s smile was wicked. “I mean it’s time for our king to breed you properly.”
The words sent a jolt of pure lust through me. After hours of teasing, of being denied, the promise of finally being inside one of them was almost too much to bear.
“Elena,” I started.
“No more waiting,” she said firmly. “No more games. Yoo-mi wants your seed, don’t you?”
Yoo-mi nodded eagerly, her violet eyes dark with want. “Please. I need you inside me.”
“Then take what you need,” Elena commanded.
Yoo-mi positioned herself over me as I lay back on the leather couch, her tight little pussy hovering just above my cock. She was soaked from her earlier orgasm and the extended foreplay, but I could tell she was still nervous.
“Take your time,” I said gently.
She smiled at my consideration and began to lower herself slowly. The head of my cock parted her folds, and she gasped at the initial stretch.
“So big,” she whimpered.
“You can take it,” Elena encouraged from beside us. “You’re a strong girl.”
Inch by inch, Yoo-mi impaled herself on my length. She was incredibly tight, her walls gripping me like a velvet vise. By the time she was fully seated, we were both trembling.
“Fuck,” I breathed.
“Perfect,” Elena purred. “Now ride him. Show him what that wild heart can do.”
Yoo-mi began to move, lifting herself up until just the head remained inside, then sliding back down with a soft moan. The angle was perfect, hitting every sensitive spot as she moved.
“That’s it,” I encouraged, my hands finding her hips to guide her rhythm.
She picked up speed, her breasts bouncing as she rode me with increasing confidence. The shy idol was completely gone now, replaced by a woman who knew exactly what she wanted.
“Harder,” she demanded.
I thrust up to meet her downward strokes, the sound of our bodies meeting filling the room. She was soaked, her arousal coating my cock and making obscene wet sounds with every movement.
“I’m going to come,” she warned, her walls beginning to flutter around me.
“Not yet,” Elena commanded. “Mason, flip her over. Make her scream.”
I didn’t argue. I gripped Yoo-mi’s waist and flipped our positions, pressing her back against the leather couch. Her legs wrapped around my waist automatically, pulling me deeper.
“Yes,” she cried out as I began to thrust with purpose.
The new angle let me go deeper, hitting spots that made her eyes roll back. I could feel my own orgasm building, the enforced abstinence making every sensation more intense.
“Breed her,” Elena commanded from beside us. “Fill that tight little pussy with your seed.”
“Please,” Yoo-mi begged, her nails digging into my shoulders. “I want your baby. Give me your baby.”
The breeding talk sent me over the edge. With a roar of satisfaction, I buried myself to the hilt and came hard, pumping load after load deep inside her willing body.
“Yes!” Yoo-mi screamed as my orgasm triggered hers. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around my pulsing cock, milking every drop from me.
We collapsed together, breathing hard, my cock still buried inside her. She felt perfect—tight, warm, completely mine.
“Beautiful,” Elena murmured, running her hands over both our sweat-slicked bodies. “Absolutely beautiful.”
After a few minutes, I pulled out slowly, watching with satisfaction as my cum began to leak from Yoo-mi’s well-fucked pussy.
“Clean her up,” Elena ordered, handing me a warm towel.
I gently cleaned the evidence of our coupling from Yoo-mi’s sensitive flesh, enjoying the way she shivered at my touch.
“Better?” I asked.
“Much,” she said with a satisfied smile. “Though I think I’m going to be sore tomorrow.”
“Worth it?” Elena asked.
“Definitely.”
Elena checked her watch. “Speaking of tomorrow, we have that CNN interview in twelve hours. Everyone needs to be sharp.”
“Are we really doing this?” Yoo-mi asked. “Going public with everything?”
“We are,” Elena said firmly. “No backing down, no half-truths. We tell our story our way.”
“What if it ruins everything?” I asked.
Elena’s smile was sharp as a blade. “Then we’ll build something better from the ashes. But Mason?”
“Yeah?”
“We’re not the ones who should be worried about ruin. Hutchins is about to discover what happens when you fuck with the wrong family.”
As if summoned by her words, Elena’s phone rang. Her lawyer’s name appeared on the screen.
“Elena Radic,” she answered.
“Ms. Radic, I have news about David Hutchins,” the lawyer said, his voice crackling through the speaker. “The IRS just executed search warrants on his properties. All his accounts are frozen pending investigation.”
Elena’s smile could have powered the resort. “Excellent. What’s his status?”
“In panic mode. He’s already called three times wanting to negotiate.”
“Tell him to get in line. We’ll negotiate from a position of strength.”
“What about the edited footage?”
“What about it? Without money to distribute it or credibility to sell the story, he’s just another obsessed stalker with a hard drive full of revenge porn.”
The lawyer chuckled. “I’ll draft the counter-suit paperwork tonight. By morning, he’ll be the one facing federal charges.”
Elena hung up and turned to us with satisfaction. “Problem solved.”
“Just like that?” I asked.
“Just like that. Turns out financial crime leaves a paper trail, and Maya is very good at following trails.”
The relief was overwhelming. In less than twenty-four hours, we’d gone from facing potential criminal charges to completely turning the tables on our attackers.
“So what now?” Yoo-mi asked.
Elena’s eyes gleamed with anticipation. “Now we get ready to tell the world exactly who we are. And why that’s nothing to be ashamed of.”
She was right. We weren’t criminals or victims.
We were a family.
And tomorrow, everyone would know it.




Chapter 13: Midnight Lantern Orgy

The call with Elena’s lawyer had lifted a massive weight off our shoulders, but it had also left us all wired with excess energy. The kind of adrenaline that comes from narrowly avoiding disaster.
“We should celebrate,” Marisol said, appearing in the entertainment room wearing nothing but a sheer sarong tied low on her hips. Her honey-brown skin glowed in the soft lighting.
“What did you have in mind?” Elena asked, though I could see the predatory gleam returning to her gray eyes.
“Something special. Something that marks this moment.” Marisol’s accent made everything sound like poetry. “In my culture, we have traditions for celebrating victory over enemies.”
“Such as?” Yoo-mi asked, still curled against my side, her violet hair fanned across my chest.
“Ritual fire. Offerings to the gods. Dancing under the stars.” Marisol’s smile was mysterious. “But I think our gods might prefer a different kind of offering.”
Elena laughed, low and sultry. “I like where your mind goes, beautiful.”
“The beach?” I suggested.
“Perfect.” Elena was already moving toward the door. “Alyssa!”
“Yes?” came the response from the kitchen, where she’d been making post-sex snacks.
“Bring towels and meet us on the beach. We’re having a ritual.”
“What kind of ritual?” Alyssa appeared in the doorway, her magnificent E-cups straining against a thin white tank top, her copper hair cascading over one shoulder.
“The kind that involves you feeding our king while he breeds us all under the moonlight,” Elena said matter-of-factly.
Alyssa’s green eyes dilated. “Oh. That kind of ritual.”
“Problem?” I asked.
“Only that I’ve been thinking about that exact scenario for the past hour.” She pressed her hand to her breast, and I could see the dark spot where milk was already beginning to leak through the fabric. “These are so full they hurt.”
“Then we’d better take care of that,” I said, standing and pulling Yoo-mi up with me.
Twenty minutes later, the five of us stood on the private beach behind the villa. Marisol had somehow procured a dozen paper lanterns, which cast dancing shadows across the sand. The sound of waves provided a rhythmic backdrop as Elena arranged towels in a perfect circle.
“Very scenic,” I commented, admiring both the setup and the way my women looked in the golden light. Elena had changed into a flowing white dress that made her look like some kind of fertility goddess. Marisol wore her sarong and nothing else, her full breasts swaying as she moved. Yoo-mi had opted for a tiny silk kimono that barely covered her ass. And Alyssa…
Alyssa had chosen to go topless, her heavy breasts freed from their constraints, milk already beading at her dark pink nipples.
“The beach is private,” she said, catching my stare. “And these need attention.”
“They certainly do,” Elena agreed. “But first, the ritual.”
“What exactly are we ritualizing?” I asked.
Elena’s smile was pure wickedness. “Fertility. Abundance. The defeat of our enemies.” She gestured to the circle of towels. “And the fact that you’re going to breed each of us tonight.”
My cock stirred immediately. “All of you?”
“All of us.” Marisol’s voice was husky with promise. “One after another, filling us with your seed while the others watch.”
“And I’ll keep you hard between rounds,” Alyssa added, cupping her breasts and giving them a gentle squeeze. Milk spurted from her nipples, creating pale streams in the lantern light.
“Fuck,” I breathed.
“Exactly,” Elena purred.
The ritual began with Marisol leading us in what she claimed was a traditional Dominican dance of fertility. It mostly involved a lot of hip swaying and sensual movements that had my cock straining against my shorts within minutes.
“Now,” Elena announced when the dancing was done, “we make our offerings.”
“Offerings?”
“To the gods of fertility.” Elena’s eyes glittered with mischief. “Each of us offers herself to our king, and he blesses us with his seed.”
The language was ridiculous and over-the-top, but somehow it worked. The combination of moonlight, ocean sounds, and four gorgeous women talking about fertility rituals was hitting every primitive button in my brain.
“Who goes first?” I asked.
“I do,” Elena said without hesitation. “As the leader of this family, I claim the right of first offering.”
She stepped into the center of the circle and slowly lifted her white dress over her head. Naked in the lantern light, she looked like a marble statue come to life—all pale curves and elegant lines.
“Come,” she commanded, lying back on the towels.
I shed my clothes quickly, my cock already fully hard. The sight of Elena spread out like an offering, her legs parted to reveal her pink pussy glistening with arousal, was enough to make any man lose his mind.
“How do you want me?” I asked, kneeling between her thighs.
“Deep,” she said simply. “Fill me so full of your cum that it takes.”
I positioned myself at her entrance, feeling the heat radiating from her core. She was soaked, ready for me, her body practically vibrating with need.
“Now,” she demanded.
I thrust into her in one smooth stroke, burying myself to the hilt. Elena cried out, her back arching off the towels as I filled her completely.
“Yes,” she hissed. “Just like that.”
The other women formed a semicircle around us, watching intently as I began to move. Their eyes followed every thrust, every reaction, every moment of pleasure painted across Elena’s face.
“She’s beautiful when she’s being bred,” Marisol commented softly.
“Look how deep he is,” Yoo-mi added, her own hand drifting down to touch herself through her kimono.
“Make her come,” Alyssa urged. “Make her scream for your seed.”
The commentary from my audience was driving me wild. I picked up the pace, driving into Elena with increasing urgency. She met each thrust eagerly, her hips rolling to take me even deeper.
“I’m close,” she warned, her walls beginning to flutter around me.
“Not yet,” I growled, slowing my movements. “I want to savor this.”
“Please,” she begged. “I need—”
“You need what?”
“Your cum. Your baby. Please give me your baby.”
The breeding talk sent electricity through my veins. I could feel my own orgasm building, but I wasn’t ready to finish with Elena yet. This was going to be a long night.
“Touch yourself,” I commanded. “Show them how much you want it.”
Elena’s hand flew to her clit, her fingers working frantically as I continued to thrust. The dual stimulation had her gasping within seconds.
“That’s it,” I encouraged. “Come on my cock. Show everyone how good it feels to be bred.”
“Oh god,” Elena cried out as the orgasm hit her. Her pussy clamped down on me like a vise, her whole body shaking with the force of her release.
I held still, letting her ride out the waves of pleasure while fighting my own need to come. This was just the beginning.
“Beautiful,” Marisol breathed.
“My turn,” Yoo-mi announced as Elena’s orgasm subsided.
I pulled out of Elena slowly, my cock glistening with her juices. She looked dazed and satisfied, but I could see the hunger still burning in her eyes.
“Not finished with you yet,” I promised her.
“I’m counting on it,” she replied breathlessly.
Yoo-mi had already positioned herself on the towels, her kimono open to reveal her petite form. After Elena’s statuesque elegance, Yoo-mi’s compact curves were a delicious contrast.
“How do you want me, oppa?” she asked, using the Korean term with a sly smile.
“Turn over,” I said. “On your hands and knees.”
She obeyed eagerly, presenting her tight little ass and dripping pussy to me. The view was spectacular—her golden skin glowing in the lantern light, her violet hair cascading down her back.
I knelt behind her and ran my hands over her curves, enjoying the way she shivered at my touch.
“Please,” she whimpered. “I need you inside me.”
I positioned myself at her entrance and pushed forward, groaning at the incredible tightness. Even after our earlier session, she felt like silk wrapped around steel.
“Fuck, you’re tight,” I muttered.
“Only for you,” she gasped as I began to move.
The new position allowed me to go deeper, hitting spots that made her cry out in Korean. Her pussy was soaked, making obscene wet sounds with every thrust.
“Look at her take it,” Alyssa said admiringly. “Such a good girl.”
“She loves being fucked,” Elena added, still catching her breath. “Look how she pushes back against you.”
Yoo-mi was indeed meeting my thrusts eagerly, slamming her hips back to take me as deep as possible. Her small breasts swayed with each impact, and I could see her fingers digging into the towels.
“Harder,” she demanded. “Breed me harder.”
I gripped her hips and gave her exactly what she wanted, pounding into her with enough force to make her whole body jolt. The sound of our bodies meeting echoed across the beach.
“I’m going to come,” she warned.
“Not yet,” I said, reaching around to find her clit. “Wait for me.”
I rubbed her sensitive nub while continuing to thrust, bringing her right to the edge and holding her there. Her walls were fluttering around me, desperate for release.
“Please,” she sobbed. “I need to come.”
“Beg for my seed,” I commanded.
“Please give me your seed,” she cried out. “Fill my pussy with your cum. I want your baby so badly.”
“Then take it,” I growled, finally letting myself go.
My orgasm hit like a freight train, pumping load after load deep into her willing body. Yoo-mi screamed as my cum triggered her own release, her pussy milking every drop from me.
We collapsed forward together, both breathing hard. I could feel my cum beginning to leak from her well-fucked hole.
“Two down,” Marisol said with a grin. “But I think our king needs some refreshment.”
Before I could ask what she meant, Alyssa appeared beside me with her magnificent breasts positioned at mouth level.
“Drink,” she said simply.
I didn’t need to be asked twice. I latched onto her left nipple and began to suck, immediately rewarded with a stream of warm, sweet milk. The taste was incredible—rich and creamy with a slightly vanilla flavor.
“That’s it,” she moaned as I nursed from her. “Drink from mama.”
The maternal dirty talk combined with the literal feeding was doing something primal to my brain. I could feel my cock, which had barely begun to soften, hardening again with renewed purpose.
“Good boy,” she purred, stroking my hair as I switched to her other breast. “Take what you need.”
I nursed from her for several minutes, feeling strength return to my body with each swallow. Her milk was like liquid energy, restoring my vitality for the next round.
“Better?” she asked when I finally pulled away.
“Much,” I said, noting that my cock was fully hard again. “Your turn?”
“Actually,” she said with a shy smile, “I want to watch you with Marisol first. The way you breed her while I feed you.”
“Both at once?”
“Both at once,” Elena confirmed. She’d been watching the whole scene with growing arousal, her hand working between her legs. “Alyssa can nurse you while you fuck Marisol.”
The logistics seemed challenging, but Marisol was already arranging herself on the towels, clearly having thought this through.
“Like this,” she said, lying on her side. “You behind me, Alyssa in front of us.”
I spooned against Marisol’s warm body, feeling her full ass press against my hips. She reached back to guide my cock to her entrance, gasping as I pushed inside.
“Ay, Dios mío,” she breathed as I filled her completely.
She was different from Elena’s tight elegance or Yoo-mi’s vice-like grip. Marisol was pure warmth and welcome, her pussy like velvet wrapping around me. The angle let me go deep while still allowing access to Alyssa’s breasts.
“Now,” Alyssa said, positioning herself so I could reach her nipples while fucking Marisol.
I began to move, thrusting into Marisol’s welcoming heat while simultaneously nursing from Alyssa. The combination was overwhelming—the physical pleasure of fucking combined with the primal satisfaction of being fed.
“So good,” Marisol moaned, rolling her hips to meet my thrusts. “You fill me so perfectly.”
“And I can feel him getting stronger,” Alyssa added, her hand still stroking my hair as I drank from her. “My milk is making him more powerful.”
“He’s going to breed us all night,” Elena said with satisfaction. “Over and over until we’re all dripping with his seed.”
The dirty talk was pushing me higher, but the combination of Marisol’s tight pussy and Alyssa’s nourishing milk was keeping me stable, able to last longer than I’d thought possible.
“Faster,” Marisol demanded, reaching back to grip my hip. “I want to feel you lose control.”
I picked up the pace, driving into her with increasing urgency while continuing to nurse from Alyssa. The dual sensations were incredible—giving and receiving pleasure simultaneously.
“I’m close,” Marisol warned, her walls beginning to contract around me.
“Come for me,” I urged between pulls at Alyssa’s nipple. “Come on my cock, beautiful.”
Marisol’s orgasm was a thing of beauty—her whole body convulsing as waves of pleasure crashed over her. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around me, trying to milk my own release.
“Now,” she begged. “Give me your cum now.”
I thrust deep and let go, pumping another load into her eager body. She moaned in satisfaction as she felt me filling her, her hips rolling to take every drop.
“Three down,” Elena observed as I pulled out of Marisol. “One to go.”
“And then we start over,” Yoo-mi added with a grin.
“Start over?” I asked.
“Did you think once each was enough?” Elena’s smile was predatory. “The night is young, and we have a lot of seed to collect.”
She was right. The beach was private, the night was warm, and I had four gorgeous women who wanted nothing more than to be bred repeatedly.
“Alyssa’s turn,” I announced.
“Finally,” she breathed, positioning herself on her back in the center of the circle. Her heavy breasts spread across her chest, still leaking milk, her pussy already glistening with arousal.
“How do you want me?” I asked, kneeling between her thighs.
“Deep and slow,” she said. “I want to feel every inch while you breed me.”
I positioned myself at her entrance and pushed forward slowly, watching her face as I filled her. Her expression was pure bliss—eyes closed, lips parted, a soft moan escaping as I bottomed out inside her.
“Perfect,” she whispered. “You feel perfect inside me.”
I began to move with long, slow strokes, savoring the feel of her warm walls around me. Alyssa was different from the others—softer, more yielding, like her body was made specifically for breeding.
“Look at her,” Elena said admiringly. “She was born for this.”
“Born to be bred,” Marisol agreed.
“To carry babies,” Yoo-mi added.
The commentary from my other women was having a visible effect on Alyssa. Her nipples were leaking steadily now, creating pale rivulets across her freckled skin.
“I want your baby so much,” she confessed, looking up at me with green eyes dark with need. “I want to feel your seed take root inside me.”
“Tell me more,” I urged, continuing my slow, deep thrusts.
“I want to grow round with your child,” she continued, her hands moving to cup her own breasts. “I want these to get even bigger, full of milk for our baby.”
“And for me,” I added.
“Especially for you,” she agreed with a sultry smile. “Your personal dairy, always ready to feed you.”
The breeding talk combined with her maternal fantasies was driving me wild. I could feel another orgasm building, but I wanted to make this last.
“Touch yourself,” I commanded. “Show me how much you want it.”
Alyssa’s hand flew to her clit, her fingers working frantically while I continued to thrust. Her other hand squeezed her breast, sending a spray of milk across her chest.
“So close,” she gasped.
“Wait for me,” I said, feeling my own climax approaching.
“I can’t—I need—”
“Now,” I growled, driving deep as my orgasm hit.
Alyssa screamed as she felt my cum flooding her pussy, her own release crashing over her in waves. Her walls contracted around me, milking every drop as she sobbed with pleasure.
“Yes,” she cried out. “Fill me up. Give me everything.”
I collapsed on top of her, both of us breathing hard. Around us, the other women watched with satisfaction.
“Beautiful,” Elena murmured. “All of you dripping with his seed.”
And we were. I could see my cum beginning to leak from each of them, creating pale trails on the towels beneath us.
“What now?” I asked.
Elena’s smile was wicked. “Now we do it again. All night long, until the sun comes up and we’re all bred so thoroughly that pregnancy is inevitable.”
“Can you handle that?” Marisol asked teasingly.
I looked around at my four gorgeous women, all naked and glowing in the lantern light, all marked with my cum and eager for more. The sight was enough to get my cock stirring again despite everything we’d already done.
“I can handle anything you can dish out,” I said confidently.
“We’ll see about that,” Yoo-mi said with a laugh.
And so began the longest, most intense night of my life. We moved through position after position, pairing after pairing, with Alyssa nursing me between rounds to keep my energy up. By the time the first hints of dawn appeared on the horizon, all four women had been bred multiple times, their bodies thoroughly claimed and marked as mine.
Elena lay curled against my side, her hand resting on her flat stomach.
“Think it worked?” she asked quietly.
“We’ll find out in a few weeks,” I replied, stroking her hair.
She reached for her phone and opened her fertility tracking app, updating her cycle information with the details of our night.
“Ovulation window starts tomorrow,” she announced. “Perfect timing.”
“For what?”
Her smile was mysterious. “For the most important breeding session of our entire relationship.”
“Tomorrow?”
“Tomorrow,” she confirmed. “When I’m at peak fertility, and you’re going to put a baby in me once and for all.”
The promise in her voice sent a thrill through me. After everything we’d been through, all the obstacles we’d overcome, tomorrow we’d finally give Elena what she wanted most.
A child.
Our child.




Chapter 14: Hour-One Frenzy

Elena’s phone alarm went off at exactly 6 AM, jolting me awake from the deepest sleep I’d had in days. The beach ritual had drained every ounce of energy from my body, but Elena was already sitting up, consulting her fertility app with laser focus.
“Day ten,” she announced with the precision of a NASA launch director. “Peak fertility window officially begins now.”
I groaned and tried to pull a pillow over my head, but Elena was having none of it.
“Up,” she commanded, yanking the covers off our naked bodies. “Session one starts in five minutes.”
“Elena, I need coffee. I need food. I need—”
“You need to breed me,” she interrupted, already moving toward the balcony doors. “We discussed this. Eight sessions today, spaced three hours apart. The math is perfect.”
I looked around at the other women. Alyssa was still fast asleep, her magnificent breasts rising and falling peacefully. Marisol had curled up in a chair, her honey-brown skin glowing in the early morning light. Yoo-mi was sprawled across the couch, violet hair fanned out like a peacock’s tail.
All of them looked as exhausted as I felt.
“Elena, maybe we should—”
“Balcony. Now.” Her tone brooked no argument.
I stumbled after her onto the private balcony overlooking the ocean, still half-asleep but already responding to the sight of Elena naked in the morning sun. Her pale skin was luminous, her small breasts perfect handfuls, her pussy already glistening with arousal.
“How do you want me?” I asked, my cock beginning to stir despite my exhaustion.
“Against the railing,” she said, turning to grip the wrought iron barrier. “Deep and fast. We have twenty minutes before breakfast.”
The balcony offered a stunning view of the private beach, but it also meant anyone with binoculars could potentially see us. The thought should have made me nervous, but instead it sent a jolt of excitement through me.
I positioned myself behind Elena, admiring the elegant curve of her spine, the way her shoulder blades moved as she adjusted her grip on the railing. Her ass was perfectly shaped, and I could see her pussy lips were already swollen with need.
“Hurry,” she demanded.
I didn’t need further encouragement. My cock was fully hard now, throbbing with the need to be inside her. I lined myself up and pushed forward, groaning as her tight heat enveloped me.
“Fuck,” I breathed.
“Language,” she said automatically, but her voice was already breathless. “Now breed me properly.”
I began to thrust, driving deep into her willing body while the morning sun painted everything gold. Elena pushed back against me, taking every inch, her walls clenching around me with desperate need.
“This is it,” she panted. “This is when it happens. I can feel it.”
“Feel what?”
“Ovulation. Right now. Your timing is perfect.”
The certainty in her voice sent a thrill through me. I gripped her hips and began to pound into her with renewed urgency, the sound of our bodies meeting echoing across the water.
“Yes,” she cried out, not caring who might hear. “Fill me. Make me pregnant.”
Her orgasm hit like a lightning strike, her pussy clamping down on me with incredible force. The sensation was enough to trigger my own release, and I buried myself to the hilt as I came, pumping load after load deep inside her fertile body.
“Perfect,” she gasped as we both caught our breath. “Session one complete.”
“Elena—”
“Protein shake,” she announced, already heading back inside. “Then breakfast. Session two is at nine AM sharp.”
 

By 9 AM, I was stationed in the villa’s private elevator with Alyssa, who looked much more awake than she had three hours earlier. Her copper hair was pulled back in a ponytail, and she wore nothing but a sheer robe that did nothing to hide her magnificent curves.
“Elena’s schedule is ambitious,” she said with amusement, pressing the button for the top floor.
“Think I can handle it?”
“With my help,” she purred, untying her robe and letting it fall to the elevator floor. “And my milk.”
The elevator began its slow ascent as Alyssa pressed herself against me, her heavy breasts flattening against my chest. I could feel drops of milk beading at her nipples, warm and enticing.
“Drink first,” she instructed, guiding my head down to her breast.
I latched onto her left nipple and began to suck, immediately rewarded with a stream of sweet, creamy milk. The taste was incredible, but more than that, I could feel energy flowing back into my body with each swallow.
“That’s it,” she moaned as I nursed from her. “Take what you need.”
I switched to her other breast, draining her while the elevator continued its journey. By the time we reached the top floor, I felt like I could conquer the world.
“Better?” she asked.
“Much,” I said, noting that my cock was fully hard again despite the morning’s activities.
“Good.” She turned around and braced her hands against the elevator wall, presenting her freckled ass to me. “Because now it’s my turn.”
I didn’t need to be asked twice. I positioned myself behind her, admiring the view—her copper hair cascading down her back, her heavy breasts swaying as she moved, her pussy already wet and ready.
“Deep,” she demanded as I lined myself up. “I want to feel you in my womb.”
I pushed forward, groaning as her warm walls welcomed me. Alyssa was different from Elena’s desperate tightness—she was softer, more yielding, like her body was designed specifically for breeding.
“Yes,” she sighed as I began to move. “Just like that.”
The elevator continued its slow journey between floors while I fucked her against the mirrored wall. Every thrust sent ripples through her magnificent ass, and I could see milk beginning to leak from her nipples as pleasure built.
“I’m close,” she warned.
“Wait for me,” I said, feeling my own climax approaching.
“Can’t—I need—”
“Now,” I commanded, driving deep as my orgasm hit.
Alyssa screamed as she felt my cum flooding her pussy, her own release crashing over her in waves. Milk sprayed from her nipples, creating pale streaks on the elevator mirror as she convulsed with pleasure.
“Session two complete,” I announced as we both caught our breath.
“And we’re only getting started,” she replied with a satisfied smile.
 

Session three took place in the surf at noon, with Marisol’s golden skin glistening under the Caribbean sun. The warm water lapped at our bodies as I took her from behind, her moans mixing with the sound of waves breaking on the shore.
“Ay, Dios mío,” she cried out as I filled her with another load, her walls milking every drop.
Session four was back in the villa at 3 PM, with Yoo-mi bent over the kitchen counter while Elena prepared protein shakes. The contrast was surreal—casual meal prep happening three feet away while I bred the Korean idol with increasing desperation.
“더 세게,” Yoo-mi demanded in Korean, pushing back against my thrusts. “Fill my pussy with your seed.”
By session five at 6 PM, I was starting to feel the strain despite Alyssa’s regular milk feedings. Elena had positioned herself on the dining room table, legs spread wide, demanding that I breed her while the others watched and offered encouragement.
“Look how deep he is,” Marisol commented admiringly.
“She’s going to be so pregnant after this,” Alyssa added, her own hands working between her legs as she watched.
Session six took place on the balcony again at 9 PM, with the sunset painting everything gold and orange. This time it was Yoo-mi pressed against the railing, her small body trembling as I pounded into her from behind.
“Everyone can see us,” she gasped, and the exhibitionist thrill seemed to push her over the edge.
By midnight and session seven, even Elena was looking slightly overwhelmed by her own schedule. But she insisted on taking her position in the center of our lantern circle from the night before, surrounded by flickering light as I filled her once again.
“One more,” she panted as I pulled out, my cum already beginning to leak from her well-used pussy. “Just one more and the day is complete.”
Session eight happened at 3 AM with all four women arranged in a circle around me. I moved from one to the other in rapid succession—Elena, Alyssa, Marisol, Yoo-mi—filling each of them one final time as dawn approached.
By the time the sun came up, I was completely drained. But Elena looked satisfied in a way I’d never seen before.
“Perfect,” she murmured, checking her fertility app one final time. “If that doesn’t work, nothing will.”
I collapsed onto the bed, every muscle in my body aching. Around me, four gorgeous women lay scattered like satisfied cats, all of them marked with my seed, all of them glowing with post-orgasmic satisfaction.
“How do you feel?” Elena asked, curling up beside me.
“Like I’ve been hit by a truck,” I admitted.
“A very productive truck,” Marisol added with a laugh.
“Think it worked?” Yoo-mi asked sleepily.
Elena placed her hand on her flat stomach, a mysterious smile playing across her lips. “We’ll know in two weeks. But something feels different this time.”
“Different how?”
“Like it actually took,” she said quietly. “Like there’s already life growing inside me.”
I wanted to tell her not to get her hopes up, that we’d been through this disappointment before. But something in her voice made me pause. There was a certainty there that hadn’t been present in previous attempts.
“Rest now,” she commanded, pulling a sheet over our exhausted bodies. “Tomorrow we start phase two.”
“Phase two?”
“The maintenance schedule,” she said matter-of-factly. “Only four sessions per day until we can confirm pregnancy.”
I groaned and buried my face in the pillow. If Elena’s instincts were right and she was finally pregnant, it would all be worth it. But first, I needed about twelve hours of uninterrupted sleep.
Around me, my women settled into peaceful slumber, their bodies warm and satisfied. The morning sun streamed through the windows, painting everything in gold, and for the first time since arriving in paradise, I felt like we might actually achieve the impossible.
Elena’s baby.
Our family’s next generation.
The future we’d all been working toward.
But first, sleep. Definitely sleep.




Chapter 15: IRS Ultimatum

I woke up twelve hours later to the sound of Elena’s voice cutting through the afternoon air like a scalpel. She was on the balcony, fully dressed in a crisp white blouse and dark skirt that screamed business, her laptop open on the table beside her.
“Mr. Hutchins,” she was saying, her tone arctic enough to freeze the Caribbean sun. “How lovely to finally speak face-to-face.”
I rolled out of bed quietly, noting that the other women were still asleep after our marathon session. Through the balcony doors, I could see Elena seated at the table, her posture perfect, her expression calm as a frozen lake.
On her laptop screen, David Hutchins looked like a man who hadn’t slept in days. His usually pristine appearance was disheveled, his eyes bloodshot, and there was a nervous tic in his left cheek that hadn’t been there before.
“Ms. Radic,” he said, trying to maintain some semblance of authority. “I trust you’ve received our legal notice?”
“Oh, I received it,” Elena replied smoothly. “Along with some very interesting financial documents. Tell me, David, are you familiar with FinCEN reporting requirements for offshore transfers?”
Hutchins’ face went pale. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”
“Of course you don’t.” Elena’s smile was pure predator. “Maya, would you care to explain to Mr. Hutchins what we’ve discovered?”
The screen split, and Maya appeared in the other window, looking refreshed and professional despite being back in Phoenix. Her amber eyes were bright with the satisfaction of a job well done.
“Certainly,” Maya said, consulting her own laptop. “David Hutchins has been operating through a series of Cayman Island shell companies for the past decade. Unreported income from his private security firm, totaling approximately 2.3 million dollars.”
“That’s impossible,” Hutchins sputtered.
“BVI Holdings, Nassau Investments, Caribe Security Solutions,” Maya continued relentlessly. “All registered to the same PO Box in Georgetown. All funded by transfers from Phoenix-based clients who paid you in cash to avoid their own tax obligations.”
I moved closer to the balcony door, fascinated by the surgical precision with which my women were dismantling our enemy. Elena caught sight of me and gestured for me to join her.
“The really interesting part,” Maya continued, “is the recent activity. Six hundred thousand dollars transferred to Dominican accounts in the past six months, all to fund surveillance operations against private citizens.”
“You can’t prove any of this,” Hutchins said, but his voice was shaking now.
“Actually, we can.” Elena leaned forward, her gray eyes glittering with satisfaction. “Because you made one crucial mistake, David. You used your real name on the wire transfer authorizations.”
The silence that followed was deafening. I could practically hear Hutchins’ world crashing down around him.
“What do you want?” he finally asked.
“Full confession,” Elena said matter-of-factly. “Signed statement admitting to tax evasion, illegal surveillance, and attempted extortion. Plus immediate cessation of all activities targeting my family.”
“And if I refuse?”
“Then Maya sends her complete file to the IRS Criminal Investigation Division, the FBI Financial Crimes Unit, and every major news outlet in Phoenix.” Elena’s smile could have cut glass. “I’m sure your private security clients would love to see their names in connection with tax fraud.”
Another long silence. I could see Hutchins calculating odds, weighing options, looking for escape routes that simply didn’t exist.
“There’s something else,” Maya added helpfully. “Brad Monroe has already agreed to cooperate.”
“What?” Hutchins looked stricken.
“Paige’s ex-husband,” Elena explained. “Surprisingly reasonable when faced with federal conspiracy charges. He’s providing testimony about your entire operation in exchange for immunity.”
“That son of a bitch,” Hutchins muttered.
“Language, David.” Elena’s tone was mocking. “Now, do we have an agreement?”
“What about the footage we already have?”
“Deleted. All of it. We’ve already traced your servers and arranged for complete data destruction.” Maya’s smile was sweet as poison. “Amazing what you can accomplish with the right backdoor access.”
I had to admire the thoroughness of their operation. While I’d been focused on the physical threats, Elena and Maya had been waging war on multiple fronts—legal, financial, and technological.
“Fine,” Hutchins said finally. “I’ll sign your confession. But I want something in return.”
“You’re hardly in a position to negotiate,” Elena pointed out.
“I have information you need. About Dr. Lawson.”
The mention of Jade’s name made Elena stiffen slightly. “What about her?”
“The medical board is already investigating her. Too many fertility treatments for women who aren’t her official patients, all traced back to one man. Your operation is about to come under federal scrutiny whether you like it or not.”
This was news to me. Elena’s expression had gone carefully neutral, which meant she was processing rapidly.
“What kind of timeline?” she asked.
“Subpoenas go out next week. Patient records, prescription histories, the works. Your little breeding program is about to become very public.”
Elena and Maya exchanged a look that I couldn’t quite read. They were several steps ahead of me, as usual.
“In that case,” Elena said smoothly, “your cooperation becomes even more valuable. Sign our confession, transfer twenty-five thousand from your Cayman accounts as settlement for damages, and we’ll discuss how to minimize the medical board situation.”
“Twenty-five thousand?” Hutchins looked appalled.
“A bargain, considering what federal prison would cost you,” Elena replied. “Maya, send him the paperwork.”
“Already drafted,” Maya said, clearly having anticipated this outcome. “Electronic signature required within the next hour, wire transfer confirmation required within twenty-four hours.”
“And if I refuse?”
“Then you can explain to a federal judge why you thought revenge porn and tax evasion were good business strategies.” Elena stood up, smoothing her skirt. “Your choice, David.”
The call ended without further discussion. Elena closed her laptop and turned to find me watching her with undisguised admiration.
“That was incredible,” I said.
“That was necessary,” she corrected, but I could see the satisfaction in her eyes. “Maya did most of the heavy lifting.”
“What happens now?”
“Now we wait for Hutchins to transfer the money and sign his confession. Then we start planning for the medical board situation.”
“Is it really that serious?”
Elena’s expression grew thoughtful. “Potentially. Jade has been… creative… with her record-keeping to help us. If the medical board starts investigating fertility fraud, it could expose our entire operation.”
“But we’re not doing anything illegal.”
“No, but we’re pushing the boundaries of conventional medical practice. Multiple women, one donor, accelerated treatment protocols…” Elena shrugged. “It looks suspicious from the outside.”
Before I could respond, my phone rang. Paige’s face appeared on the screen, and she looked excited.
“Mason! Elena! Have you seen the news?”
“What news?” Elena asked, moving closer to the phone.
“Hutchins just had his assets frozen by the IRS! It’s all over social media. Apparently, he’s under investigation for tax evasion and his security company just lost three major contracts.”
Elena and I exchanged a look. Maya worked fast.
“That’s… interesting,” Elena said carefully.
“Interesting? It’s fucking brilliant!” Paige was practically bouncing with excitement. “My sponsors are already calling to reinstate contracts. The whole revenge porn angle just collapsed because nobody’s going to believe a word from a guy under federal investigation.”
“What about Brad?” I asked.
“My ex? He’s singing like a canary, trying to distance himself from Hutchins as fast as possible. Apparently, he only signed on because he thought it was easy money. Now he’s terrified of going to prison.”
The speed with which our enemies had collapsed was almost anticlimactic. One morning they were threatening us with federal charges; by afternoon they were facing federal charges themselves.
“I have to go,” Paige continued. “Tamara and Maya are planning some kind of celebration stream, and they want you guys to join by video. Something about showing off the tropical pregnancy glow.”
After she hung up, Elena and I stood on the balcony watching the sun set over the Caribbean. The crisis that had seemed so overwhelming just hours ago was now nothing but a memory.
“Think it’s really over?” I asked.
“This part is,” Elena said. “But the medical board situation is going to be more complicated.”
“How complicated?”
“The kind that might require us to go completely public with our relationship structure.” Elena’s smile was mysterious. “Are you ready for that level of scrutiny?”
I thought about it for a moment. A few months ago, the idea of our unconventional family being exposed would have terrified me. Now, after everything we’d been through together, it felt like just another challenge.
“If that’s what it takes to protect our family,” I said, “then yes.”
“Good answer.” Elena moved closer, pressing her body against mine. “Because I have a feeling the real test is just beginning.”
“What do you mean?”
“I mean,” she said, her hand sliding down to cup my growing erection, “that we’re about to find out if our love can survive the kind of media attention that comes with being a truly famous breeding program.”
The thought should have been intimidating. Instead, it sent a thrill through me. We’d faced blackmail, tax fraud investigations, and legal threats. A little media attention seemed manageable by comparison.
“Bring it on,” I said confidently.
Elena’s smile was pure sin. “Oh, I intend to. But first, I think we need to celebrate our victory properly.”
“How do you suggest we do that?”
“Session nine,” she said, already unbuttoning her blouse. “Victory sex is the best sex.”
I couldn’t argue with that logic. And as Elena’s pristine business attire hit the balcony floor, revealing the pale perfection underneath, I realized that no matter what challenges lay ahead, we’d face them together.
Our enemies were defeated. Our family was safe. And Elena’s fertile window was still wide open.
Time to make the most of paradise while we still could.




Chapter 16: Pink Surprise

Day twelve of our Dominican paradise started like any other morning, with Elena’s fertility app alarm at exactly 6 AM. But as I rolled over to begin what had become our routine, I noticed something different.
Alyssa was already awake, sitting on the edge of the bed with a small plastic stick in her trembling hands.
“Alyssa?” I asked quietly, not wanting to wake the others.
She looked up at me with wide green eyes, her copper hair catching the early morning light. “I… I think you should see this.”
I sat up, immediately alert. “What is it?”
Instead of answering, she held up the pregnancy test. Even from across the bed, I could see the two unmistakable pink lines blazing bright against the white background.
“Holy shit,” I breathed.
“Language,” Elena said automatically from beside me, then sat bolt upright as my words registered. “What’s holy shit? What’s—”
She saw the test in Alyssa’s hands and went completely still.
“Positive,” Alyssa whispered, staring at the test like it might disappear. “It’s positive.”
The silence that followed was deafening. Marisol and Yoo-mi stirred on the other side of the bed, awakened by the tension in the room.
“Positive?” Elena’s voice was carefully neutral, but I could see the storm building behind her gray eyes.
“I’m pregnant,” Alyssa said, her voice growing stronger. “Mason, I’m pregnant with your baby.”
The words hit me like a lightning bolt. Another child. Another member of our growing family. The joy should have been immediate and overwhelming.
But one look at Elena’s face told me this moment was about to get complicated.
“When?” Elena asked, her tone clinical. “When did you last take a test?”
“Three days ago. It was negative then.” Alyssa clutched the test to her chest. “But we… we practiced before we left Phoenix. Remember? The night before the flight.”
I did remember. We’d all been so excited about the trip that we’d had an impromptu celebration in Elena’s bedroom. Alyssa had been ovulating then, and I’d filled her twice before we even started packing.
“The timing works,” I said quietly.
“Of course it works,” Elena snapped, her careful control beginning to crack. “She gets pregnant from one night of ‘practice’ while I’ve been scheduling eight sessions a day for two weeks and still nothing.”
The pain in her voice was devastating. Alyssa immediately looked stricken.
“Elena, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean—”
“Don’t.” Elena held up a hand. “Don’t apologize for being pregnant. That’s not… this isn’t your fault.”
But I could see the tears forming in her eyes, and I knew she was about to break.
“I need air,” Elena announced, standing abruptly and wrapping a robe around herself. “I need to think.”
She walked out onto the balcony, her posture rigid with controlled emotion. Through the glass doors, I could see her gripping the railing, her knuckles white with tension.
“She hates me,” Alyssa whispered.
“She doesn’t hate you,” I assured her, though I wasn’t entirely certain. “She’s just… frustrated.”
“I should go talk to her.”
“Maybe give her a minute,” Marisol suggested gently. She’d been watching the whole scene with worried eyes. “Let her process.”
But even as we waited, I could see Elena’s control beginning to fracture. Her shoulders started to shake, and then she doubled over as if she’d been physically struck.
“Fuck this,” I muttered, standing up.
I walked out onto the balcony and found Elena sobbing into her hands, her entire body wracked with the kind of desperate grief that comes from dreams repeatedly crushed.
“Elena,” I said softly.
“Four years,” she choked out. “Four fucking years of tracking ovulation, taking supplements, scheduling my entire life around fertility windows. And she gets pregnant from one casual night.”
I moved behind her and wrapped my arms around her trembling form. “It’s not a competition.”
“Isn’t it?” She turned in my arms, her face streaked with tears. “Everyone else gets pregnant so easily. Tamara, Paige, Maya, now Alyssa. Everyone except me.”
“Your time will come.”
“Will it?” The desperation in her voice broke my heart. “What if I’m broken, Mason? What if I can’t give you children like the others can?”
“You’re not broken.”
“Then why am I the only one still empty?” She placed her hand on her flat stomach. “After everything we’ve done, everything we’ve tried, why am I still the only one without your baby growing inside me?”
I didn’t have an answer for that. Medicine wasn’t an exact science, and fertility even less so. But logic wasn’t what Elena needed right now.
“We’ll figure it out,” I promised. “Whatever it takes.”
She looked up at me with red-rimmed eyes. “What if it never happens? What if I’m just destined to watch everyone else carry your children while I stay empty?”
Before I could answer, we heard a sound from inside the villa that made us both freeze.
Alyssa was moaning.
Not in pain or distress, but in the unmistakable sound of intense pleasure. We turned to see her through the balcony doors, sitting on the edge of the bed with her hands cupping her breasts.
Milk was streaming from her nipples in steady rivulets, soaking her nightgown and creating puddles on the floor. Her head was thrown back, her mouth open in a silent scream of ecstasy.
“What the hell?” I started toward the door, but Elena grabbed my arm.
“Hormones,” she said, her voice filled with wonder despite her pain. “The pregnancy hormones are triggering milk production. And the sensation…”
As if to confirm her words, Alyssa cried out again, her body convulsing as another wave of milk sprayed from her engorged breasts. The orgasm was clearly intense, her thighs trembling as pleasure coursed through her.
“I’ve never seen anything like it,” Marisol whispered from beside the bed.
“It’s beautiful,” Yoo-mi added, her violet eyes wide with fascination.
Elena’s grip on my arm tightened. “She’s going to be perfect,” she said quietly. “Pregnant and lactating and glowing with your child. Everything I should be.”
The pain in her voice was unbearable. But before I could respond, Elena straightened her shoulders and walked back into the villa.
“Alyssa,” she said, her voice carefully controlled. “How do you feel?”
Alyssa looked up at her with dazed eyes, milk still beading at her nipples. “Incredible,” she whispered. “I feel… powerful. Like my body was made for this.”
“It was,” Elena said simply. “You’re going to be an amazing mother.”
The generosity of the statement, considering Elena’s own pain, made my chest tight with emotion.
“Elena, I—”
“Don’t,” Elena said firmly. “This is a celebration. We’re adding another child to our family. That’s cause for joy, not sorrow.”
But I could see the effort it took her to maintain that facade. Her hands were still shaking, and there was a brittleness to her smile that worried me.
“Maybe we should call Jade,” I suggested. “Get some medical advice about the milk production.”
“Good idea,” Elena agreed. “And Maya should know about the pregnancy so she can start tracking medical appointments.”
“What about Paige and Tamara?” Yoo-mi asked.
“Tonight,” Elena decided. “We’ll video call them tonight and share the news properly.”
The rest of the day passed in a strange mixture of celebration and underlying tension. Alyssa was radiant with joy, her body already beginning to change as pregnancy hormones flooded her system. Her breasts were noticeably fuller, her nipples more sensitive, and the milk production continued sporadically throughout the day.
But Elena grew quieter as the hours passed, withdrawing into herself despite her efforts to maintain normalcy.
By evening, when we gathered for our video call with the Phoenix wives, the contrast was stark. Alyssa glowed with maternal contentment while Elena sat rigid with barely contained desperation.
“Holy shit!” Paige exclaimed when Alyssa shared her news. “Another pregnancy! This is incredible!”
“How do you feel?” Tamara asked, her own pregnant belly prominent on screen.
“Amazing,” Alyssa replied, cupping her milk-heavy breasts. “I never expected the physical changes to be so… intense.”
“Wait until the cravings hit,” Maya added with a laugh. “I’ve been eating pickles and ice cream for breakfast.”
Throughout the call, Elena remained silent, her face a mask of controlled emotion. I could see her hands clenched in her lap, her jaw tight with effort.
Finally, Paige noticed. “Elena? You’re awfully quiet. Everything okay?”
“Fine,” Elena said quickly. “Just tired from all the vacation activities.”
But Paige wasn’t fooled. Her expression softened with understanding. “Still negative on your end?”
The simple question was like a dagger through Elena’s composure. Her carefully maintained facade cracked, and tears began to flow.
“I don’t understand,” she whispered. “What’s wrong with me?”
“Nothing’s wrong with you,” Tamara said firmly. “Fertility is complicated. It took me two years to get pregnant with my first child.”
“But everyone else succeeded so quickly.”
“Everyone’s different,” Maya added. “Your time will come.”
“What if it doesn’t?” Elena’s voice was raw with pain. “What if I’m just meant to be the barren wife in this family?”
The silence that followed was heavy with shared sorrow. These women had all struggled with their own fertility challenges, and they understood Elena’s pain intimately.
“You’re not barren,” I said firmly. “And you’re not broken. You’re just… taking a different path.”
“What if that path leads nowhere?”
Before anyone could answer, Marisol appeared beside Elena with a steaming cup of tea.
“Drink this,” she said gently.
“What is it?”
“Traditional Dominican fertility blend. My grandmother’s recipe.” Marisol’s smile was warm with compassion. “In my family, we believe that some women need extra help calling their babies home.”
Elena looked skeptical, but she accepted the cup gratefully. The herbal scent was complex—earthy and sweet with hints of tropical flowers.
“What’s in it?”
“Many things. But the most important ingredient is hope.” Marisol sat beside Elena on the bed. “My grandmother had seven children, but the first took five years to conceive. She used to say that some babies choose their timing, not their parents.”
“That’s beautiful,” Alyssa said softly.
“The legends say that babies wait in the spirit world until their earthly family is ready,” Marisol continued. “Your baby may be waiting for the perfect moment to arrive.”
Elena sipped the tea, her tears gradually slowing. “Do you really believe that?”
“I believe that you will have children when the time is right,” Marisol said with quiet certainty. “Your body knows what it’s doing, even when your mind doesn’t understand.”
The video call ended soon after, leaving the five of us alone in the villa. Elena continued drinking Marisol’s tea while Alyssa dozed contentedly, her hand resting on her still-flat stomach.
“Thank you,” Elena said quietly to Marisol. “For the tea and the stories.”
“Family takes care of family,” Marisol replied simply.
Later that night, as we all settled into bed, Elena curled against my side with unusual vulnerability.
“I’m happy for Alyssa,” she whispered. “I really am. But it hurts so much to watch everyone else succeed while I fail.”
“You’re not failing.”
“It feels like failing.”
I held her closer, wishing I could take away her pain. “Maybe Marisol’s right. Maybe your baby is just waiting for the perfect moment.”
“Maybe,” Elena said, but I could hear the doubt in her voice.
As she drifted off to sleep, I lay awake thinking about timing and hope and the cruel randomness of fertility. Alyssa was pregnant from one night of passion, while Elena remained empty despite our intensive efforts.
Biology was a mystery, love was complicated, and sometimes hope was all we had.
But tomorrow we’d try again.
Because that’s what families do.
They never give up on each other.




Chapter 17: Drone Down

Three days had passed since Alyssa’s pregnancy announcement, and while the villa had settled into a new rhythm of celebration mixed with Elena’s quiet determination, we still had one problem lurking outside our paradise.
The drone.
Every morning I’d catch glimpses of it hovering at the edge of our property, its red LED blinking like a mechanical eye. Even with Hutchins neutralized financially, PI Aguilar was still operating his surveillance equipment, probably hoping to salvage something from the wreckage of his employer’s scheme.
“It’s time to end this,” I announced during dinner on our second-to-last night in paradise.
Elena looked up from her tablet, where she’d been tracking her latest fertility metrics with renewed obsession. “End what?”
“The drone. We’re going to catch it tonight.”
“How?” Yoo-mi asked, leaning forward with interest. Her violet hair was loose around her shoulders, and she wore nothing but a sheer sarong that barely covered her petite curves.
“Maya gave me the technical specs,” I explained. “The controller only has a 400-meter range. Which means Aguilar has to be operating from somewhere close.”
“The villa next door,” Marisol said immediately. “I’ve seen him on the balcony at night.”
“Exactly. So we wait until he launches the drone, then we disable it before he can fly it back to safety.”
“How do we disable a drone?” Alyssa asked, absently stroking her still-flat stomach. The pregnancy glow was already beginning to show in her radiant skin and fuller breasts.
“Net gun,” I said with a grin. “Resort security uses them for pest control. Marisol arranged for us to ‘borrow’ one.”
“You’re going to shoot down a drone with a net gun?” Elena’s lips twitched with the first genuine amusement I’d seen from her in days.
“We’re going to capture it intact,” I corrected. “Maya wants to examine the footage before we destroy it.”
“When?” Marisol asked.
“Tonight. Aguilar usually launches around midnight when he thinks we’re all asleep.”
 

At 11:45 PM, the five of us crept out onto the beach like some kind of perverted special ops team. I carried the net gun, a bulky device that looked like a cross between a shotgun and a science fiction prop. Marisol had convinced the night security chief to loan it to us for “turtle protection,” which was technically true if you considered voyeur drones to be a form of invasive species.
“There,” Yoo-mi whispered, pointing toward the neighboring villa.
A small light had appeared on the balcony next door, and we could just make out a figure hunched over what looked like a control station.
“Positions,” I murmured.
We’d rehearsed this earlier. Elena and Alyssa would provide distraction by the pool, giving Aguilar something to film while Marisol, Yoo-mi, and I flanked the drone’s likely flight path.
The red LED appeared first, a tiny dot of light rising from the neighboring property. Then the soft whir of rotors as the drone gained altitude and began its approach toward our villa.
“Now,” Elena called softly.
She and Alyssa stepped into the pool area, both completely naked, their bodies illuminated by the underwater lights. Elena’s pale elegance contrasted beautifully with Alyssa’s copper-haired curves, and I could see why the drone immediately oriented toward them.
“Come closer,” I whispered to Marisol and Yoo-mi.
The drone dropped lower, hovering about twenty feet above the pool as it focused on filming Elena and Alyssa. This was exactly what we’d hoped for—it was so fixated on its targets that it didn’t notice us positioning ourselves beneath it.
“Three,” I counted silently. “Two. One.”
I raised the net gun and fired.
The net deployed perfectly, a weighted mesh that wrapped around the drone’s rotors and sent it tumbling toward the beach. The device hit the sand with a satisfying thud, its motors whining as they tried to spin against the tangled netting.
“Got it!” Marisol cheered.
“Quiet,” I hissed, but I was grinning.
We quickly secured the drone and carried it back to the villa, where Maya was waiting on video call to walk us through the data extraction process.
“Perfect,” she said, watching as I connected her specially prepared USB device to the drone’s memory port. “I’m pulling everything now—flight logs, video files, even the GPS coordinates of every launch point.”
“How long?” Elena asked.
“Ten minutes to download, thirty seconds to wipe the original files.” Maya’s fingers flew over her keyboard. “And… done. The drone is now digitally lobotomized.”
“What about the cloud backups?” I asked.
“Already handled. I’ve been backdoored into Aguilar’s servers for days. Everything he’s recorded has been corrupted beyond recovery.”
“So it’s over?” Yoo-mi asked hopefully.
“The surveillance is over,” Maya confirmed. “Though I recommend disposing of the drone hardware just to be thorough.”
After Maya signed off, we stood on the beach looking at our captured prize. The drone seemed much less threatening now, just a collection of plastic and metal that had caused us so much stress.
“What should we do with it?” Alyssa asked.
“Ceremonial destruction,” Elena suggested. “We burn it on the beach like a sacrifice to the privacy gods.”
“I have a better idea,” Marisol said with a wicked grin. “Follow me.”
She led us up to the villa’s rooftop terrace, the drone carried between us like a defeated enemy. The view was spectacular—endless ocean in one direction, jungle-covered hills in the other, and the lights of the resort sprawled along the coastline.
“Perfect,” Marisol announced, setting the drone down near the edge of the roof.
“Perfect for what?” I asked.
Instead of answering, she knelt beside the drone and began stripping off her clothes. The moonlight turned her honey-brown skin to gold, highlighting every curve as she revealed her magnificent body.
“Victory celebration,” she explained, tossing her dress aside. “I want to celebrate our win properly.”
“Here?” Elena asked. “On the roof?”
“Where Aguilar can see us from his balcony,” Marisol confirmed. “Let him watch us celebrate his defeat.”
The idea was brilliantly vindictive. I could see the neighboring villa clearly from here, and if Aguilar was still awake, he’d have a perfect view of whatever we were about to do.
“I like it,” Yoo-mi said, already pulling off her sarong.
“What did you have in mind?” I asked Marisol.
Her smile was pure sin. “I want to taste victory. Literally.”
Before I could ask what she meant, Marisol dropped to her knees and began unbuttoning my shorts. The sight of her naked form silhouetted against the moonlit ocean was breathtaking—full breasts swaying as she moved, thick hips that curved perfectly into a world-class ass, skin that seemed to glow with its own inner light.
“Marisol,” I started.
“Shh,” she said, freeing my rapidly hardening cock. “Let me celebrate our victory properly.”
She leaned forward and ran her tongue along my length, from base to tip, moaning softly at the taste. Then she looked up at me with dark eyes full of mischief.
“Turn around,” she commanded.
“What?”
“Turn around and bend over slightly. I want to taste all of you.”
The request sent a jolt of pure lust through me. I obeyed, bracing my hands against the rooftop railing as Marisol positioned herself behind me.
“Perfect,” she purred.
Then I felt her tongue, warm and wet, tracing a path down my spine. Lower and lower until she reached the cleft of my ass, where she paused for a moment before diving in with enthusiasm.
“Fuck,” I gasped as her tongue found my most sensitive spots.
“Language,” Elena said automatically, but her voice was breathless. I looked back to see her and the other women watching intently, their own hands beginning to wander over their bodies.
Marisol’s rim job was incredible—her tongue alternating between broad licks and focused attention on my hole, her hands gripping my ass cheeks to spread me wider. The sensation was unlike anything I’d ever experienced, a mixture of taboo excitement and pure physical pleasure.
“You taste so good,” she murmured against my skin. “So clean and masculine.”
The dirty talk combined with her skilled tongue was driving me insane. My cock was rock hard, dripping precum onto the rooftop tiles as she worked me over with increasing intensity.
“I want more,” she announced, pulling back briefly.
“More what?”
“I want you to fuck my mouth while I do this to you.”
“How?”
“Yoo-mi,” Marisol called. “Come here, beautiful.”
Yoo-mi approached eagerly, her small breasts bouncing with each step. Marisol positioned her on her knees in front of me, then returned to her position behind me.
“Now,” Marisol said, “fuck her throat while I eat your ass.”
The dual sensation was overwhelming. Yoo-mi’s warm mouth engulfed my cock just as Marisol’s tongue resumed its assault on my most sensitive areas. I was caught between two sources of incredible pleasure, both women working in perfect synchronization.
“That’s it,” Elena breathed from nearby. “Use both of them.”
I looked over to see Elena and Alyssa touching themselves as they watched, their faces flushed with arousal. The exhibitionist thrill of performing on the rooftop, where anyone could see us, was adding another layer of excitement to the experience.
“Deeper,” Yoo-mi gurgled around my cock, taking me further into her throat.
“Harder,” Marisol demanded, her tongue probing more aggressively.
I was losing my mind. The combination of Yoo-mi’s skilled mouth and Marisol’s enthusiastic rim job was bringing me to the edge faster than I’d expected.
“I’m close,” I warned.
“Don’t you dare come yet,” Elena commanded from beside us. “I want to watch this last.”
Somehow I managed to hold back, focusing on the incredible sensations without letting them push me over the edge. Yoo-mi’s throat felt like silk wrapped around my cock, while Marisol’s tongue was doing things to my ass that should have been illegal.
“Now look,” Marisol said, pulling back briefly and pointing toward the neighboring villa.
I followed her gaze and saw a figure on the balcony next door, clearly watching our rooftop show. Aguilar had front-row seats to his own defeat celebration.
“Perfect,” Elena purred. “Let him see exactly what he’s lost.”
“Come for us,” Marisol demanded, returning to her work with renewed enthusiasm. “Show him what a real man looks like when he wins.”
The combination of her tongue and Yoo-mi’s throat finally pushed me over the edge. My orgasm hit like a lightning strike, pumping load after load down Yoo-mi’s eager throat while Marisol continued her assault on my ass.
“Yes,” Elena hissed, her own hand working frantically between her legs. “That’s our king. That’s our winner.”
I collapsed forward against the railing, breathing hard as both women continued their ministrations, drawing out every last drop of pleasure from my exhausted body.
“Beautiful,” Alyssa said softly, milk beginning to bead at her nipples from the excitement.
“Perfect victory,” Marisol agreed, finally pulling away and standing up. Her lips were swollen from her efforts, and there was a satisfied gleam in her dark eyes.
“Think Aguilar enjoyed the show?” Yoo-mi asked with a grin, wiping cum from the corner of her mouth.
“If he didn’t, he’s got terrible taste,” Elena replied.
We spent a few more minutes on the rooftop, basking in the afterglow of our victory and our exhibitionist performance. The drone sat forgotten nearby, a silent testament to our triumph over those who would invade our privacy.
“What now?” I asked as we prepared to head back downstairs.
“Now we finish our vacation in peace,” Elena said. “No more surveillance, no more threats, no more interruptions.”
“And tomorrow?” Marisol asked.
Elena’s smile was mysterious. “Tomorrow we start planning the future. A future where our family doesn’t have to hide from anyone.”
As we made our way back to the villa, I caught one last glimpse of the neighboring balcony. The figure was gone, probably nursing his wounded pride and counting his losses.
We’d won.
Our privacy was restored, our enemies were defeated, and our family was stronger than ever.
Time to enjoy the rest of our paradise while we still could.




Chapter 18: Hutchins Signs Away

The next morning brought what Elena called “the final accounting.” We gathered around her laptop on the villa’s main terrace, coffee and fresh fruit spread across the table, while she prepared for what would hopefully be our last video conference with David Hutchins.
“Everyone ready?” Elena asked, her fingers poised over the keyboard.
“Ready to watch him surrender,” I replied.
“Ready to never see his face again,” Alyssa added, her hand resting protectively on her stomach.
Elena initiated the call, and Hutchins’ face appeared on screen looking like a man who’d aged years in the past week. His expensive suit couldn’t hide the defeat in his eyes, and there was a tremor in his hands that spoke of sleepless nights and endless stress.
“Ms. Radic,” he said without preamble. “I have your documents.”
“All of them?” Elena’s tone was businesslike, professional, showing no mercy for the man who’d tried to destroy our family.
“Tax evasion confession, signed and notarized. Admission of illegal surveillance activities. Formal apology for attempted extortion.” Hutchins held up each document as he spoke. “Plus the wire transfer confirmation for twenty-five thousand dollars.”
“What about Brad Monroe?” I asked.
“Also settled. He’s accepting fifteen thousand for his cooperation and silence. The man practically begged to be bought off once he realized the alternative was federal prison.”
Elena’s smile was sharp enough to cut glass. “Excellent. Maya, are you monitoring the transfers?”
Maya’s face appeared in a split screen, looking refreshed and professional from her Phoenix office. “Confirmed. Both payments have hit our accounts. All documentation appears to be in order.”
“Outstanding.” Elena leaned back in her chair with obvious satisfaction. “Now, Mr. Hutchins, there’s one final matter to discuss.”
“What?” Hutchins looked wary.
“Future behavior. My lawyer has prepared a comprehensive cease-and-desist order covering any and all surveillance, harassment, or contact with members of our family. You’ll also be added to several private security databases as a person of interest.”
“You can’t—”
“I can and I have,” Elena interrupted smoothly. “The beauty of having an extensive legal network is that word travels fast. Your reputation in the private security industry is now… compromised.”
I had to admire Elena’s clinical precision in destroying our enemy. She wasn’t just defeating Hutchins—she was ensuring he could never threaten us again.
“Is there anything else?” Hutchins asked, clearly eager to end the call.
“Yes,” Elena said. “Delete our phone numbers from your devices. Now. On camera.”
We watched as Hutchins fumbled with his phone, deleting our contact information while we filmed. The symbolic gesture was almost petty, but satisfying nonetheless.
“Done,” he said.
“Excellent. Maya, final security sweep?”
“All surveillance equipment has been disabled or destroyed,” Maya confirmed. “Cloud storage wiped, backup servers corrupted. If Hutchins kept any copies, they’re worthless without the original encryption keys.”
“Perfect.” Elena’s smile could have powered the resort. “Gentlemen, this concludes our business relationship. Don’t contact us again.”
She ended the call without waiting for a response, leaving us alone on the terrace with the morning sun and the sound of waves breaking on the beach.
“It’s really over?” Yoo-mi asked.
“It’s really over,” Elena confirmed. “No more threats, no more surveillance, no more legal complications.”
My phone immediately started buzzing with notifications. Text messages, missed calls, social media alerts—all coming in rapid succession.
“What’s happening?” Marisol asked.
I checked the messages and started laughing. “Paige. Her sponsors are calling to reinstate contracts. Apparently, news of Hutchins’ legal troubles hit the trade publications this morning.”
“Already?” Elena looked impressed.
“Maya works fast,” I said, grinning at the screen. “According to this, Hutchins’ security company just lost three major contracts and is facing a federal audit. The revenge porn angle completely collapsed when nobody wanted to associate with a tax evader under investigation.”
“What about Paige’s streaming revenue?” Alyssa asked.
Another flurry of texts provided the answer. “Back to normal levels as of an hour ago. Better than normal, actually. Apparently, the whole ‘surviving blackmail’ angle is playing well with her audience.”
Elena stood up and walked to the terrace railing, looking out at the ocean with an expression of profound satisfaction. “Four months ago, we were hiding our relationship from the world. Today, we’ve defeated blackmailers, exposed criminals, and secured our family’s future.”
“What changed?” I asked.
“We stopped being ashamed of who we are,” she said simply. “The moment we decided to fight instead of hide, everything shifted in our favor.”
“And now?” Marisol asked.
Elena’s smile was mysterious. “Now we go fully public. No more hiding, no more secrets, no more shame about our unconventional family structure.”
“You’re sure?” Yoo-mi looked nervous.
“I’m certain. The world is going to know about us anyway—the medical board investigation will see to that. Better to control the narrative ourselves than to let others define us.”
My phone rang, interrupting our conversation. Paige’s face appeared on the screen, practically glowing with excitement.
“Mason! Elena! Have you seen the news?”
“We just finished with Hutchins,” Elena replied.
“Not that news. The other news.” Paige’s grin was infectious. “Check entertainment blogs. Now.”
Elena pulled up her tablet and navigated to several entertainment websites. Within minutes, her expression shifted from confusion to amazement.
“What is it?” I asked.
“Yoo-mi,” Elena said slowly. “When exactly did you post that video?”
“What video?” Yoo-mi looked confused, then her eyes widened. “Oh. The consent video. I posted it to my private Finsta yesterday as a joke. Just for my close friends.”
“Well, it’s not private anymore,” Elena said, turning the tablet so we could all see.
The headline read: “K-POP IDOL YOO-MI HAN CONFIRMS RELATIONSHIP WITH AMERICAN FERTILITY PROGRAM”
Below it was a screenshot of Yoo-mi’s video, where she’d explicitly stated her consent to join our “fertility challenge.” The post had over a million views and was trending across multiple platforms.
“Holy shit,” I breathed.
“Language,” Elena said automatically, but she was smiling. “This is actually perfect.”
“Perfect?” Yoo-mi looked panicked. “My career is over!”
“Your old career is over,” Elena corrected. “Your new career as a pioneer of modern relationships is just beginning.”
Before anyone could respond, my phone rang again. This time it was Tamara, calling from Phoenix with Maya visible in the background.
“Emergency family meeting,” Tamara announced. “Have you seen the global news coverage?”
“We’re just catching up,” I said.
“Well, catch up faster,” Maya interjected. “Because I’ve got interview requests from CNN, BBC, Fox News, and about fifty other outlets. Everyone wants to know about the ‘Modern Family Fertility Program.’”
“They’re calling us the Modern Family Fertility Program?” Elena asked with amusement.
“Among other things,” Maya confirmed. “The hashtags are #ModernFamily, #FertilityFreedom, and #LoveWithoutLimits. Social media is going insane.”
“Good insane or bad insane?” Marisol asked.
“Both,” Tamara said honestly. “But mostly good. Turns out there are a lot of people who support unconventional family structures when they’re presented as consenting adults making informed choices.”
Elena was quiet for a long moment, processing this development. Finally, she looked up with determination in her gray eyes.
“We’re doing interviews,” she announced. “All of them. If the world wants to know about us, we’ll tell them everything.”
“Everything?” I asked.
“Everything that matters. The love, the support, the choice to build something different. We’ll show them that there’s nothing shameful about our family.”
“What about the breeding program angle?” Yoo-mi asked nervously.
“We’ll address it honestly,” Elena said. “Fertility treatment, family planning, consenting adults choosing to have children together. Nothing we’re doing is illegal or harmful.”
“The conservative media will have a field day,” I warned.
“Let them,” Elena said dismissively. “Their opinion stopped mattering the moment we decided to live authentically.”
Over the next hour, we fielded calls from reporters, lawyers, and entertainment industry representatives. The consensus was clear: our story was going to be told whether we participated or not, so we might as well control the narrative.
“First interview is tomorrow,” Maya announced during our final video call of the morning. “CNN prime time. They want Elena and Mason as the primary spokespersons, with the rest of us available for follow-up questions.”
“Ready for this?” I asked Elena.
Her smile was radiant with confidence. “I’ve been ready my entire life. We’re not hiding anymore, Mason. We’re going to show the world what real love looks like.”
As our family meeting broke up and we prepared for lunch, I reflected on how much had changed in just a few days. We’d arrived in paradise as a hidden family running from threats. We were leaving as public figures ready to defend our choices on the world stage.
“Nervous?” Alyssa asked, settling beside me at the lunch table.
“Excited,” I replied honestly. “For the first time, we get to tell our own story.”
“What story are we going to tell?” Yoo-mi asked.
Elena looked around the table at our unconventional family—pregnant Alyssa glowing with maternal joy, exotic Marisol radiating Latin sensuality, petite Yoo-mi still processing her new fame, and me at the center of it all.
“We’re going to tell the truth,” she said simply. “That love doesn’t fit into traditional categories. That families can be created through choice rather than chance. And that there’s nothing wrong with wanting to build something beautiful and different.”
“Think the world is ready for that message?” I asked.
Elena’s smile was pure confidence. “If they’re not ready now, they will be by the time we’re finished with them.”
Looking around at my incredible women, I realized she was probably right. We’d survived blackmail, defeated our enemies, and were about to become the most famous unconventional family in the world.
Bring it on.
Our story was just beginning.




Chapter 19: Preggo Trio Check-in

That evening, as the sun set over our Caribbean paradise for the second-to-last time, we gathered in the villa’s main living room for our scheduled video call with the Phoenix wives. Elena had insisted on the nightly check-ins throughout our vacation, but tonight felt different—more significant somehow.
“Everyone ready?” Elena asked, settling into position with her laptop.
“Ready,” I said, though I noticed Elena’s jaw was tight with tension. The contrast between Alyssa’s newfound pregnancy and her own continued struggles was wearing on her, despite her efforts to stay positive.
The screen came alive with three beautiful faces, each glowing with the unmistakable radiance of pregnancy. The visual impact was immediate and overwhelming.
Paige appeared first, her blonde hair pulled back in a messy bun, wearing a fitted maternity top that showcased her growing bump. At fourteen weeks, she was undeniably showing—a perfect round swell that she couldn’t hide even if she wanted to.
“Look at this!” she announced immediately, turning sideways to profile her belly. “Baby Blake is really making an appearance now.”
“You’re beautiful,” I said honestly, and she beamed at the compliment.
Tamara joined the call next, her dark skin glowing with health. At ten weeks, her bump was less pronounced than Paige’s but still visible—especially to those of us who knew what to look for.
“How are you feeling?” Alyssa asked, unconsciously mirroring Tamara’s protective hand placement over her own stomach.
“Amazing,” Tamara replied with a radiant smile. “The morning sickness is finally passing, and I swear I can feel little flutters already.”
“That’s impossible at ten weeks,” Elena said clinically.
“Logic says yes, but mama says no,” Tamara laughed. “My body knows what it knows.”
Finally, Maya appeared on screen, looking polished and professional as always despite being the earliest in her pregnancy. At six weeks, she wasn’t showing yet, but there was something different about her—a fullness to her face, a glow to her skin that spoke of hormonal changes.
“Status report,” Maya announced in her typical no-nonsense style. “Week six, minimal symptoms, energy levels normal. Though I did cry at a commercial for dog food yesterday, so clearly something is happening.”
“Hormones,” Alyssa said with understanding. “I cried at a sunset this morning.”
“Speaking of crying,” Paige interjected, “have you seen the social media response to our story? The support has been overwhelming.”
Elena perked up with interest. “What kind of support?”
“Thousands of messages from women in unconventional relationships,” Tamara explained. “Polyamorous families, couples with gestational surrogates, alternative family structures. Everyone saying we’re brave for being public about our choices.”
“And the negative responses?” I asked.
“Surprisingly few,” Maya said. “The framing as ‘consenting adults choosing fertility treatment’ has neutralized most of the moral outrage. Hard to argue against people wanting babies.”
“That was Elena’s strategy,” I said, giving her credit.
Elena smiled, but I could see the strain around her eyes. Watching three pregnant women discuss their experiences while she remained empty was clearly difficult.
“How are you holding up?” Maya asked Elena directly, apparently noticing the same tension I had.
“Fine,” Elena replied too quickly. “Focused on the final days of optimal fertility window.”
“Elena,” Tamara said gently, “it’s okay to be frustrated. We all understand the pressure.”
“Do you?” Elena’s control cracked slightly. “Because from where I’m sitting, everyone else seems to get pregnant without effort while I track every ovulation cycle, schedule sessions, and remain disappointingly empty.”
The silence that followed was heavy with shared sympathy. These women had all struggled with their own fertility challenges before finding success.
“It took me eighteen months with my first pregnancy,” Tamara reminded her. “Before Mason, I was starting to think it would never happen.”
“Different bodies, different timelines,” Maya added. “Your moment will come.”
“What if it doesn’t?” Elena’s voice was barely a whisper.
Before anyone could answer, I stood up and moved behind Elena’s chair, placing my hands on her shoulders in a gesture of support.
“It will,” I said firmly. “But even if it took longer than we hoped, you’re not defined by pregnancy, Elena. You’re the heart of this family, the leader who brought us all together. With or without a baby, you’re irreplaceable.”
Elena reached up to cover one of my hands with hers, and I saw tears forming in her eyes.
“Thank you,” she whispered.
“Now,” Paige announced with deliberate cheerfulness, clearly trying to shift the mood, “who wants to see the latest ultrasound pictures?”
For the next twenty minutes, we admired grainy black-and-white images that looked like abstract art to me but apparently showed perfectly formed babies to their mothers. The joy on each woman’s face was infectious, and even Elena seemed to relax as she cooed over the ultrasound photos.
“Maya,” Elena said eventually, “any updates on the legal situation?”
Maya’s expression immediately became serious. “Actually, yes. There’s something we need to discuss.”
“What kind of something?” I asked.
“Dr. Jade Lawson is going to be subpoenaed by the medical board next week.”
The mood in the room shifted instantly. Elena sat up straighter, her business instincts activated.
“What exactly are they investigating?” she asked.
“Prescription fraud, primarily. Someone noticed that Jade has been prescribing fertility medications to an unusual number of women who aren’t officially her patients. All of whom can be traced back to one man.”
“Me,” I said grimly.
“Exactly. The pattern is suspicious enough to trigger a formal investigation.”
“How serious?” Elena demanded.
“Potentially very serious. If they determine she was operating outside proper medical protocols, she could lose her license. And if they decide to investigate the patients themselves…”
“They’ll discover our entire family structure,” Elena finished.
“Right. Which brings us to the other complication.”
“There’s more?”
Maya nodded grimly. “I’ve been monitoring related investigations. The fertility fraud angle has attracted attention from federal agencies interested in reproductive crimes.”
“We’re not committing any crimes,” Alyssa protested.
“No, but we’re operating in a legal gray area. Multiple women, one donor, accelerated fertility treatments, financial arrangements for housing and support… it could be construed as a commercial breeding operation.”
Elena’s face had gone pale. “What’s our exposure?”
“If the investigation expands beyond Jade’s prescribing practices, we could face scrutiny from the FDA, DEA, and possibly federal trafficking task forces.”
The silence that followed was deafening. What had started as a celebration of our family’s success was now a discussion of potential federal criminal charges.
“Recommendations?” Elena asked in her crisp business voice.
“Complete transparency,” Maya said immediately. “We go fully public with our story, establish clear legal documentation of our relationship structure, and get ahead of any investigation.”
“Media interviews,” I said, understanding.
“Exactly. If we’re seen as pioneers of modern family structures rather than criminals running a breeding scheme, public opinion becomes our protection.”
“What about Jade?” Elena asked.
“She’s hiring a specialist attorney who handles medical board cases. But Elena…” Maya paused, looking uncomfortable. “She’s going to need character witnesses. People who can testify that her care was appropriate and that all parties were consenting adults making informed decisions.”
“You mean us,” Elena said.
“I mean all of us. Including the pregnant women who can testify that her treatment was successful and appropriate.”
Elena was quiet for a long moment, processing the implications. Finally, she looked up with determination in her gray eyes.
“We do whatever it takes to protect Jade,” she announced. “She’s family. We don’t abandon family.”
“Even if it means more media attention?” Tamara asked.
“Especially if it means more media attention. We’re already going public—this just gives us another reason to control the narrative.”
“What about the babies?” Paige asked, instinctively covering her bump.
“What about them?” Elena replied. “They’re going to be born into a family that chose honesty over hiding. That’s a gift, not a burden.”
The call continued for another hour as we discussed strategy, legal implications, and media management. By the time we said goodbye, we had a preliminary plan for handling both the medical board investigation and the broader legal challenges.
After the screen went dark, Elena and I sat in silence for several minutes, processing everything we’d learned.
“Scared?” I asked.
“Terrified,” she admitted. “But also oddly relieved.”
“Relieved?”
“We’ve been waiting for the other shoe to drop since this whole thing started. Now it’s dropping, and we know what we’re dealing with.”
“Federal investigation, medical board hearings, media scrutiny,” I listed. “That’s a lot of shoes.”
“But we’re not facing it alone,” Elena pointed out. “We have each other, we have legal representation, and we have public support. Six months ago, we were isolated and vulnerable. Now we’re a movement.”
“A movement?”
Elena’s smile was radiant with confidence. “The modern family movement. Alternative relationship structures. Reproductive freedom. We’re not just defending ourselves anymore, Mason—we’re defending an idea.”
“The idea that love doesn’t fit traditional categories?”
“The idea that families are created by choice, not chance. That adults should be free to make reproductive decisions without government interference. That there’s nothing shameful about wanting children badly enough to think outside conventional approaches.”
Looking at Elena’s determined expression, I realized she was right. This had stopped being about protecting our secret and started being about defending our values.
“So what’s our next move?” I asked.
“Tomorrow we fly home to Phoenix. Next week we start giving interviews. And somehow, in between managing a media circus and a federal investigation, we keep trying to get me pregnant.”
“Think we can handle all that?”
Elena’s smile was pure confidence. “We’ve defeated blackmail, exposed criminals, and survived a social media firestorm. What’s a few more challenges?”
She was right, as usual. We’d faced worse odds and emerged stronger. Whatever came next, we’d handle it together.
Our family was about to be tested again.
But this time, we weren’t hiding.
This time, we were fighting back with everything we had.




Chapter 20: Last-Night Ritual

Our final night in paradise began with Elena disappearing into the bathroom for nearly an hour, emerging with red-rimmed eyes and a pregnancy test in her trembling hands.
“Negative,” she announced to the room, though we could all see the single line on the stick. “Still fucking negative.”
“Language,” I said gently, trying to lighten the mood.
“Don’t,” Elena snapped, her carefully maintained composure finally cracking. “Don’t make jokes. Not tonight.”
The pain in her voice was devastating. After two weeks of intensive breeding sessions, optimal timing, and desperate hope, she was returning to Phoenix exactly as she’d arrived—empty.
“Elena,” Alyssa said softly, milk already beginning to bead at her nipples in response to the emotional tension. “It’s still early. Implantation can take—”
“It’s been fourteen days since ovulation,” Elena interrupted. “HCG should be detectable by now if I were pregnant. I’m not. I failed. Again.”
Marisol approached Elena cautiously, like someone approaching a wounded animal. “The test could be wrong.”
“Could be,” Elena agreed, but there was no hope in her voice. “But it won’t be. They never are, when it comes to me.”
I watched Elena’s breakdown with a mixture of sympathy and determination. This couldn’t be how our paradise ended—with her defeated and empty while the rest of us moved forward with our lives.
“Get dressed,” I announced.
“What?” Elena looked at me with confusion.
“All of you. Get dressed. We’re going to the beach.”
“Mason, I don’t think—” Yoo-mi started.
“Trust me,” I said firmly. “Elena, you wanted a fertility ritual on our first night here. Tonight, we’re doing it properly.”
Elena’s gray eyes searched my face for some sign of what I had planned. “What do you mean?”
“I mean we’re not leaving this place with failure. Not when we still have twelve hours of paradise left.”
 

An hour later, the five of us stood on the private beach under a canopy of stars, surrounded by dozens of paper lanterns that cast dancing shadows across the sand. The setup was even more elaborate than our previous beach sessions—towels arranged in a perfect circle, pillows for comfort, and an altar-like arrangement of candles at the center.
Elena wore a flowing white dress that made her look like a fertility goddess. Marisol had chosen a sarong that hugged her curves perfectly. Yoo-mi was wrapped in a silk kimono that barely covered her essentials. And Alyssa had opted to go topless, her milk-heavy breasts already leaking in anticipation.
“This is beautiful,” Elena said quietly, some of her earlier despair replaced by wonder.
“This is your ritual,” I corrected. “Your night. Your last chance to fill this place with the energy you need.”
I moved to the center of the circle and began stripping off my clothes, letting the warm night air caress my skin. Around me, my women did the same, until we were all naked under the stars.
“How do we do this?” Elena asked.
“However feels right,” I said simply. “This is about you, Elena. What do you need?”
Elena was quiet for a long moment, looking around at our circle of light and love. Finally, she moved to stand directly in front of me.
“I need to feel like I matter,” she whispered. “Like I’m not just the broken wife who can’t get pregnant.”
“You’re not broken,” I said firmly. “You’re the heart of this family. The leader. The queen.”
“Then prove it,” she said, her voice gaining strength. “Treat me like a queen. All of you.”
The shift in energy was immediate. Elena’s vulnerability transformed into command, and I could see her natural dominance reasserting itself.
“How would you like us to worship you, your majesty?” Marisol asked with a sultry smile.
Elena’s answering smile was radiant. “I want to feel every mouth, every tongue, every caress. I want to be the center of everything.”
I didn’t hesitate. I dropped to my knees in front of Elena and began kissing a path up her long legs, starting at her ankles and working my way toward her core. Her skin was silk under my lips, perfumed with the scent of tropical flowers.
“Yes,” she breathed as I reached her inner thighs.
Behind Elena, Marisol began kissing her shoulders and neck, her honey-brown hands roaming over Elena’s pale skin. To Elena’s left, Yoo-mi captured one of her small breasts in her mouth, sucking gently on the pink nipple.
“Don’t forget me,” Alyssa said with a grin, positioning herself to Elena’s right and offering her milk-heavy breast.
Elena turned her head and latched onto Alyssa’s nipple, drinking the sweet milk while moaning with pleasure. The sight was incredibly erotic—Elena nursing from one woman while being pleasured by three others.
“That’s it,” I murmured against her pussy, tasting her arousal on my tongue. “Let us worship you properly.”
I focused on her clit, circling it with my tongue while Marisol’s hands played with her breasts and Yoo-mi kissed down her spine. Elena was trembling between us, overwhelmed by the multiple sensations.
“I’m close,” she gasped, milk dripping from her lips as she pulled away from Alyssa’s breast.
“Not yet,” I said, pulling back. “We’re just getting started.”
I stood and guided Elena down to the towels, positioning her on her back in the center of our circle. The lantern light played across her body, highlighting every elegant curve.
“Now,” I announced, “we take turns. Each of you gets to pleasure our queen while I watch.”
Marisol went first, settling between Elena’s legs and diving into her pussy with enthusiasm. Her technique was different from mine—more aggressive, more demanding. Elena arched off the towels as Marisol’s tongue worked her over.
“Fuck yes,” Elena cried out, her hands fisting in Marisol’s dark hair.
Yoo-mi took her turn next, using her small hands and delicate tongue to drive Elena wild. The contrast between Marisol’s intensity and Yoo-mi’s gentleness was perfect.
Finally, Alyssa positioned herself over Elena’s face, lowering her dripping pussy to Elena’s mouth while simultaneously leaning down to pleasure Elena with her own tongue. The sixty-nine position allowed Elena to give and receive simultaneously.
“My turn,” I announced when Alyssa finally pulled away.
I positioned myself between Elena’s spread legs, looking down at her flushed face and swollen lips. She was ready—more than ready. Her pussy was soaked with arousal and the attention of three other women.
“Please,” she whispered. “Fill me. Breed me. Give me what I need.”
I pushed into her slowly, savoring the tight heat that welcomed me. Elena wrapped her legs around my waist, pulling me deeper.
“Yes,” she hissed. “That’s where you belong.”
I began to move, building a steady rhythm while the other women watched and touched themselves. The sight of Elena beneath me, surrounded by our lovers, was incredibly erotic.
“Harder,” Elena demanded. “I want to feel you for days.”
I obliged, driving into her with increasing intensity. The sound of our bodies meeting echoed across the beach, mixing with the crash of waves and Elena’s increasingly desperate moans.
“I’m going to come,” she warned.
“Wait for me,” I said, feeling my own climax building.
“I can’t—I need—”
“Now,” I commanded, burying myself deep as my orgasm hit.
Elena screamed as she felt my cum flooding her pussy, her own release crashing over her in waves. Her walls clenched around me, milking every drop as I pumped load after load into her willing body.
“Beautiful,” Marisol breathed.
“Perfect,” Yoo-mi agreed.
“But we’re not done,” I announced, still hard inside Elena. “This is a ritual. Everyone participates.”
I pulled out of Elena slowly and moved to Marisol, who was already positioning herself on her hands and knees. Her thick ass was perfectly presented, and I could see her pussy glistening with arousal.
“Fill me,” she demanded in Spanish. “Lléname con tu semilla.”
I entered her from behind, groaning at the incredible tightness. Marisol pushed back against me, taking every inch while Elena recovered beside us.
“That’s it,” Elena encouraged, her voice hoarse from screaming. “Breed her too. Fill all of us.”
I pounded into Marisol with steady strokes, her moans mixing with the sound of skin slapping skin. When I felt my second orgasm approaching, I drove deep and filled her with another load.
“Sí,” she cried out as she felt my cum flooding her. “Más!”
Yoo-mi was next, lying on her back with her legs spread wide. Her petite body looked fragile in the lantern light, but I knew she could take everything I had to give.
“Gently,” she requested in Korean, then switched to English. “But deep. I want to feel you in my womb.”
I entered her slowly, watching her face as she adjusted to my size. Once she was comfortable, I began to move with long, deep strokes that had her gasping in multiple languages.
“아름다워,” she whispered as I filled her with my third load of the night.
Finally, I turned to Alyssa, who was sitting nearby with milk streaming down her chest. She looked radiant in the golden light, her pregnancy glow even more pronounced than usual.
“How do you want me?” I asked.
“Like this,” she said, positioning herself in reverse cowgirl. “So everyone can see.”
She lowered herself onto my length, sighing with satisfaction as I filled her completely. The angle allowed everyone to watch as she rode me, her milk-heavy breasts bouncing with each movement.
“Look at her,” Elena said with admiration. “So beautiful, so fertile.”
Alyssa’s pregnancy hormones made her incredibly sensitive, and she was soon crying out in pleasure as I thrust up into her. When her orgasm hit, milk sprayed from her nipples in wide arcs, covering all of us with the creamy liquid.
“Yes!” she screamed as I filled her with my final load of the ritual.
Afterward, we lay together in our circle of towels, all of us marked with my cum and Alyssa’s milk. The lanterns continued to flicker around us, creating a magical atmosphere despite our exhaustion.
“Thank you,” Elena whispered, curled against my side. “That was… perfect.”
“Think it worked?” Yoo-mi asked sleepily.
Elena was quiet for a moment, then smiled. “Something feels different this time. Like something actually changed.”
“Your energy certainly changed,” Marisol observed. “You went from defeated to radiant in a matter of hours.”
“That’s what rituals are for,” I said. “To transform despair into hope.”
Elena kissed my chest softly. “I love you all so much. Whatever happens next, I want you to know that these two weeks have been the happiest of my life.”
“Even without a positive pregnancy test?” Alyssa asked gently.
Elena was quiet for a long moment, then sat up suddenly. “Actually…” she said, her voice filled with sudden urgency. “I want to take one more test.”
“Elena, it’s been less than two hours since—”
“I know it’s crazy,” she interrupted. “But something feels different. Really different. Like something clicked into place during the ritual.”
She stood up and hurried toward the villa, leaving the rest of us on the beach. We could see lights turning on as she made her way to the bathroom.
“Think there’s a chance?” Marisol asked.
“With Elena, there’s always a chance,” I replied. “She’s the most determined person I know.”
We waited in comfortable silence, listening to the waves and watching the lanterns flicker in the breeze. After what felt like forever, Elena appeared at the villa’s back door.
Even from a distance, I could see she was holding something in her hands.
“Well?” I called out.
Elena walked back toward us slowly, her expression unreadable in the lantern light. When she reached our circle, she held up a pregnancy test.




Chapter 21: Too Soon

The single line on the pregnancy test seemed to mock us all as Elena held it up in the lantern light. Her face was a mask of careful control, but I could see the devastation in her gray eyes.
“Still negative,” she said quietly, her voice barely audible over the waves.
“Elena…” Alyssa started, but Elena shook her head sharply.
“Don’t,” she said. “Just… don’t.”
The other women exchanged worried glances as Elena turned and walked back toward the villa. Her shoulders were rigid, her spine straight, but I could see the tremor in her hands as she clutched the test.
“Should we go after her?” Yoo-mi asked softly.
“Give her a minute,” I said, though every instinct screamed at me to follow. “Let’s clean up here first.”
We gathered the towels and lanterns in silence, the magical atmosphere of our ritual shattered by the harsh reality of that single line. Marisol extinguished the candles one by one, each puff of smoke feeling like another hope dying.
“It’s too soon,” Alyssa said suddenly. “The test, I mean. Even if implantation happened during the ritual, HCG wouldn’t be detectable for at least another day or two.”
“You think she doesn’t know that?” Marisol asked gently. “Elena’s been tracking her cycles for years. She knows the science better than any of us.”
“Then why take the test?” Yoo-mi wondered.
“Because hope is a cruel mistress,” I said, standing and brushing sand from my legs. “And sometimes you need to know, even when you already know.”
I left them to finish cleaning and headed back to the villa. Elena wasn’t in the main living area or the kitchen. I found her in our bedroom, sitting on the edge of the bed with her head in her hands.
“Hey,” I said softly.
She didn’t look up. “I’m fine.”
“No, you’re not.”
“I said I’m fine, Mason.” Her voice was sharp, brittle.
I moved closer, ignoring her defensive posture. “Elena, look at me.”
“Why?” She finally raised her head, and I saw the tears she’d been fighting. “So you can see what a failure looks like? So you can watch the ice queen finally crack?”
“So I can see the woman I love when she’s hurting.”
That broke her. The tears came in earnest now, streaming down her perfect cheeks as her shoulders shook with silent sobs. I sat beside her and pulled her against my chest, letting her cry into my shoulder.
“I’m so tired,” she whispered between sobs. “So fucking tired of failing. Of watching everyone else get what I can’t have.”
“You haven’t failed.”
“Haven’t I?” She pulled back to look at me, her eyes red and swollen. “Fourteen days of optimal timing. Hundreds of dollars in ovulation tests. Fertility supplements. Acupuncture. And still nothing. Still just me and my broken, useless body.”
“Your body isn’t broken.”
“Then why can’t I get pregnant?” The words came out as a wail. “Why does it happen so easily for everyone else? Alyssa wasn’t even trying! Paige was on birth control! And me? I’ve done everything right, followed every rule, and I’m still empty.”
I cupped her face in my hands, forcing her to meet my eyes. “Listen to me. You are not broken. You are not a failure. You are the strongest, most determined woman I’ve ever met.”
“Determination doesn’t make babies,” she said bitterly.
“No, but it makes families. And you’ve built something incredible here, Elena. This whole thing—Club MILF, our arrangement, this family—exists because of you.”
“A family where I’m the only one who can’t contribute what matters most.”
“That’s bullshit and you know it.”
Her eyes flashed with anger. “Is it? What exactly do I contribute, Mason? I’m not pregnant like the others. I don’t have Alyssa’s warmth or Marisol’s passion or Yoo-mi’s playfulness. I’m just the cold bitch who organizes schedules and can’t even do the one thing women are supposed to be able to do.”
“Stop.” My voice came out harder than intended, with a commanding edge that made her freeze. “I won’t listen to you talk about yourself like that.”
“You can’t just order me to—”
“Yes, I can.” I stood, using my height to tower over her. “Strip.”
“What?” She blinked up at me in confusion.
“You heard me. Strip. Now.”
“Mason, I’m not in the mood for—”
“I didn’t ask if you were in the mood. I gave you an order.” I crossed my arms, letting dominance bleed into every word. “Or are you going to disobey your king?”
Something shifted in her expression. The self-pity cracked, replaced by a familiar spark of challenge. “You can’t just—”
“Can’t I?” I stepped closer, backing her against the bed. “Isn’t that what you wanted? A strong man to take charge? To breed you properly? Well, here I am, Elena. Your king. Your stud. And I’m telling you to strip.”
Her hands trembled as she reached for the hem of her dress. “This won’t change anything.”
“It’ll change how you’re feeling right now. And that’s enough.”
She pulled the dress over her head, revealing her perfect pale skin. Even tear-stained and vulnerable, she was breathtaking. Those long legs, that narrow waist, the small perfect breasts with their pink nipples already hardening.
“Turn around,” I commanded.
She obeyed, presenting me with the elegant curve of her spine and her tight ass. I could see the tension in every muscle, the way she held herself like she was waiting for rejection.
“Hands on the bed. Spread your legs.”
“Mason—”
“Did I ask for commentary?”
She bent forward, placing her palms flat on the mattress. The position displayed her perfectly, her pussy lips just visible between her thighs. I could see she was barely wet—her arousal dampened by emotional turmoil.
I knelt behind her and spread her cheeks, exposing her tight pink asshole. She gasped at the sudden exposure.
“Remember our first time?” I asked, running a finger around that puckered entrance. “In your wine cellar? You were so controlled, so clinical about everything.”
“That was the plan,” she whispered.
“And now look at you.” I leaned forward and dragged my tongue across her asshole, making her whole body jerk. “Bent over, exposed, letting me see everything.”
“Oh god,” she moaned as I circled her entrance with my tongue.
I took my time, alternating between broad licks and pointed probes. Her body gradually relaxed, her breathing deepening as arousal began to override her emotional pain. When I pushed a finger into her pussy, I found her getting wetter.
“That’s it,” I murmured against her ass. “Let go of all that control. All that planning. Just feel.”
I worked her slowly, my tongue on her ass while my fingers played with her pussy. Her legs began to tremble, soft moans escaping despite her attempts to stay quiet. When I felt she was ready, I stood and positioned myself behind her.
“We’re doing this differently tonight,” I said, pressing the head of my cock against her asshole instead of her pussy.
“Mason, I need—”
“I know what you need.” I pushed forward slowly, breaching that tight ring of muscle. “You need to stop thinking. Stop planning. Stop trying to control everything.”
She cried out as I entered her ass, the burn of the stretch mixing with unexpected pleasure. I moved slowly, giving her time to adjust, but I didn’t stop until I was fully seated inside her.
“Fuck,” she gasped, her hands fisting in the bedsheets. “It’s so much.”
“Too much?”
“No,” she admitted. “No, don’t stop.”
I began to move, slow and deep, each thrust drawing sounds from her I’d never heard before. Raw, primal noises that had nothing to do with her usual controlled persona. My hands gripped her hips, holding her steady as I claimed her in this most intimate way.
“This is what you are to me,” I said, punctuating each word with a thrust. “Not a failure. Not broken. Mine.”
“Yours,” she agreed, pushing back against me.
I reached around to play with her clit as I fucked her ass, feeling her whole body respond. The tears had stopped, replaced by pure sensation. This was what she needed—to be taken out of her head, to be reminded that she was more than her fertility struggles.
“I’m close,” she gasped. “God, Mason, I’m going to come from—”
“From having your ass fucked,” I finished for her. “Because you’re not the ice queen. You’re not the controlled perfectionist. You’re my dirty girl who loves getting her tight little asshole stretched.”
That pushed her over the edge. She screamed into the mattress as her orgasm hit, her ass clenching around my cock in waves. The sensation was incredible, and I had to fight not to come immediately.
“Please,” she begged as the aftershocks rolled through her. “I need to feel you come. Need to feel you claim me.”
I drove deep one final time and let go, flooding her ass with my cum. She moaned at the sensation, her body milking every drop from me. We stayed connected for a long moment, both of us breathing hard.
When I finally pulled out, she collapsed onto the bed. I lay beside her, pulling her against my chest. She curled into me, her earlier rigidity completely gone.
“Thank you,” she whispered.
“For what?”
“For knowing what I needed even when I didn’t.”
I kissed her forehead. “That’s my job.”
We lay in silence for a while, listening to the ocean through the open windows. Eventually, Elena spoke again.
“It really is too soon for the test to be accurate, isn’t it?”
“Probably,” I admitted. “Alyssa’s right about the timing.”
“I know. I just… I wanted so badly for it to be positive. For this trip to be the answer.”
“It still could be.”
She sighed. “Or it could be another disappointment in a long line of disappointments.”
“Elena—”
“No, it’s okay. I’m okay.” She tilted her head up to look at me. “I mean it. I’m still sad, still frustrated, but… I’m okay. You made sure of that.”
I kissed her softly. “Good.”
“Though I may not be able to sit comfortably on the plane tomorrow,” she added with a small smile.
“I’ll get you a cushion.”
“My hero.” The sarcasm was gentle, affectionate. “Mason?”
“Yeah?”
“What if I never get pregnant? What if this is just… how it is for me?”
I thought carefully before answering. “Then we’ll deal with it. Together. As a family.”
“You’d be okay with that? With me being the only one who can’t give you children?”
“You’ve already given me so much, Elena. This family, this life, this insane adventure. If babies happen, great. If not, I’m not going anywhere.”
She seemed to accept that, curling into me and falling into an exhausted sleep. I held her for hours, listening to the sound of her breathing finally even out, her body relaxed against mine.
But my own mind wouldn’t shut off. I kept thinking about her desperation, about the lengths she was willing to go to for a child.
Just before dawn, I was startled from a light doze by movement. Elena was slipping out of bed, moving with a stealth that surprised me. She padded naked across the room to her luggage, pulling out a small, sleek metal case I hadn’t seen before. It looked like something designed to transport medical equipment, with a digital temperature display on the side.
She carried it to the bathroom, closing the door softly behind her. I heard the faint click of the case opening, then silence. I strained to hear what she was doing, my imagination running wild.
After a few minutes, she emerged, her face unreadable in the pre-dawn gloom. She returned the case to her luggage, then slipped back into bed as if she’d never left.
“Elena?” I whispered.
She didn’t answer, her breathing already deep and even. Whether she was truly asleep or just pretending, I couldn’t tell.
I lay there in the dark, my heart pounding. The outline of the case was burned into my mind. It was an FAA/TSA-cleared nitrogen pod, the kind used for cryo-preservation.
The kind used for transporting embryos.
My queen had a secret. A big one. And I had a feeling our return to Phoenix was going to be even more complicated than I’d imagined.




Chapter 22: Jet-Set Orgy

Our last morning at Villa Río Escondido arrived too soon. As we packed our bags and prepared to leave paradise behind, Elena insisted on one final group photo.
“Everyone together,” she commanded, directing us to gather at the villa’s grand entrance. “I want to remember this moment.”
The local photographer Marisol had found arranged us on the marble steps. The composition was striking: three pregnant wives in the center—Tamara with her visible bump, Paige just starting to show, Maya with the slightest curve. Alyssa stood beside them, her recent positive test making her part of the blessed group. Marisol and Yoo-mi flanked them like exotic bookends.
And Elena stood slightly apart, elegant in white linen, the only one without the crown that mattered most to her.
“Beautiful,” the photographer said, but I saw Elena’s jaw clench.
“One more,” she said. “Mason, join us. Show what we’ve built here.”
I stood behind Elena, hands on her waist. Around us, my growing family posed with radiant smiles. Three pregnant wives, two eager new additions, and one desperate queen.
“This is our family,” Elena said firmly as the camera clicked. “Whatever comes next.”
The ride to the airport was bittersweet. Elena’s metal case went into her carry-on, handled with reverence. At the airport, after check-in and security, Elena grabbed my hand.
“I need to use the restroom,” she announced.
“I’ll wait—”
“No. Come with me.” Her voice carried that tone I’d learned to recognize.
In the family restroom, door locked, Elena turned to me with desperate hunger. “I need you. One more time. Free-use until the final minute.”
She dropped to her knees, working my belt with trembling hands. “I want to remember. Want to carry the taste of you home.”
She freed my cock and took me into her mouth without preamble. Her technique was flawless but desperate, like she was trying to memorize every sensation. The wet sounds mixed with distant airport announcements.
“Fuck, Elena,” I groaned as she took me deep.
She pulled off briefly. “I want you to come on my face. Want to wear you while we fly home.”
The depravity of it pushed me to the edge fast. “I’m close.”
She stroked me with both hands, face tilted up. “Give it to me. Mark your queen.”
I came hard, painting thick ropes across her beautiful face. Cum splattered her cheeks, dripped from her lips. She moaned as each spurt hit her.
“Perfect,” she breathed. “Now I’m ready.”
“Elena, you can’t—”
“Watch me.”
She walked out into the airport terminal with my cum still decorating her face. Her confidence was unshakeable. She strode through that airport marked and claimed.
By the time we boarded, some had dried but the evidence was clear. Only once airborne did she clean her face with airline napkins.
Now, as the private jet’s engines hummed steadily at cruising altitude, I still couldn’t believe the luxury—plush leather seats that reclined fully, a bar stocked with top-shelf liquor, and enough space to actually move around.
What I really wasn’t used to was the way Elena was looking at me from across the cabin.
“Mason,” she called, her voice carrying that particular tone I’d learned meant trouble. “Come here.”
I unbuckled and made my way to where she sat, noting how Marisol, Alyssa, and Yoo-mi all watched with interest. Elena had changed into a silk wrap dress that did nothing to hide her long legs.
“Yes?” I asked, standing over her.
“I’ve been thinking,” she said, fingers playing with the tie of her dress. “About last night. About control.”
“What about it?”
“I think I’ve been too focused on controlling outcomes instead of enjoying the process.” Her gray eyes held mine steadily. “And we still have eight hours of flight time.”
“Elena,” Alyssa said from her seat, “what are you planning?”
Elena smiled—not her usual controlled smile, but something wilder. “I’m planning to make the most of our last hours of paradise. Mason, I want you to fuck me. Right here. Right now.”
“The pilots—” Yoo-mi started.
“Can’t hear us with the cockpit door closed,” Elena finished. “And even if they could, I don’t care.”
She stood and let her dress fall open, revealing she wore nothing underneath. Her pale skin seemed to glow in the cabin lights, those perfect small breasts already showing hard nipples.
“Damn,” Marisol breathed. “The ice queen has officially melted.”
“I was never ice,” Elena said, moving to straddle my lap. “I was just… controlled. But I’m tired of control. Tired of plans. I want to be fucked at thirty thousand feet, and I want everyone to watch.”
My cock was already hard, straining against my shorts. Elena ground against me, her bare pussy leaving wet trails on the fabric.
“Someone’s eager,” I said, gripping her hips.
“Someone’s desperate,” she corrected. “Last night wasn’t enough. I need more. Need to feel you inside me until we land.”
A chime sounded through the cabin, followed by the captain’s voice: “Ladies and gentlemen, we’re expecting some turbulence ahead. Please remain seated with your seatbelts fastened.”
Elena’s grin turned wicked. “You heard the man. Everyone buckle up.”
She reached between us to free my cock, stroking it slowly while maintaining eye contact. Around us, the other women shifted in their seats, clearly aroused by the show.
“Wait,” Alyssa said suddenly. “We should call the others. They’d want to see this.”
“The others?” I asked, confused.
“Paige, Tamara, and Maya,” she explained, pulling out her phone. “They made me promise to video call if anything interesting happened on the flight.”
“Define interesting,” I said, groaning as Elena continued stroking me.
“Their king fucking their queen at altitude definitely qualifies,” Marisol said with a laugh.
Within minutes, Alyssa had her phone propped up on the seat across from us, showing three familiar faces on a split screen. Paige was clearly at home, her pregnancy showing more prominently now. Tamara appeared to be in her yoga studio, her own bump visible under a sports bra. Maya was in what looked like her home office.
“Holy shit,” Paige said immediately. “Elena, are you naked?”
“About to be thoroughly fucked,” Elena confirmed, positioning herself over my cock. “Thought you might want to watch your king claim his queen one more time.”
“Fuck yes,” Tamara said. “I’ve been horny all morning and Grant’s at work.”
“Recording this for later,” Maya added with a smirk.
Elena sank down onto my cock in one smooth motion, taking me to the hilt. We both groaned at the sensation—her pussy was incredibly wet and tight, gripping me like a vise.
“That’s it,” she hissed, beginning to move. “Fuck, I needed this.”
The plane hit a patch of turbulence, causing Elena to drop harder onto my cock. She cried out, her hands gripping my shoulders for balance.
“Use the turbulence,” I suggested, holding her hips steady. “Let the plane fuck you onto me.”
“Yes,” she gasped as another bump drove me deeper.
“God, that’s hot,” Paige moaned from the screen. “I can see everything from this angle.”
It was true—the phone’s position gave our distant lovers a perfect view of my cock disappearing into Elena’s pussy with each bounce of the plane. Her arousal was visible, coating my shaft and dripping onto my balls.
“Someone play with her tits,” Tamara suggested. “She loves that when she’s on top.”
Yoo-mi unbuckled and moved to kneel beside us, reaching up to cup Elena’s small breasts. She pinched the pink nipples, making Elena arch her back and moan louder.
“That’s it,” I encouraged, thrusting up to meet Elena’s downward movements. “Take what you need.”
“I need… fuck, I need more,” Elena panted. “Marisol, get over here.”
Marisol quickly joined us, positioning herself behind Elena. She reached around to play with Elena’s clit while kissing her neck, adding extra stimulation to our joining.
“See?” Elena gasped, riding me harder. “This is what I was missing. Not just the sex, but the connection. The family.”
The plane bucked again, driving me impossibly deep. Elena screamed, her pussy clenching around me as her first orgasm hit. But she didn’t stop moving, didn’t slow down.
“More,” she demanded. “I want more.”
“Greedy queen,” I said, slapping her ass.
“Your greedy queen,” she corrected. “Alyssa, come here.”
Alyssa approached, her heavy breasts already leaking milk through her shirt. Without being asked, she pulled her top off and offered a nipple to Elena’s mouth.
The sight of Elena nursing from Alyssa while riding my cock was incredibly erotic. Milk dribbled down Elena’s chin as she sucked greedily, her hips never stopping their rhythm.
“Everyone’s getting a show today,” Maya laughed. “The king and queen in their full glory.”
Elena pulled off Alyssa’s nipple with a wet pop. “Someone should be recording this. For posterity.”
“Way ahead of you,” Yoo-mi said, her phone already out.
The exhibitionism seemed to drive Elena higher. She rode me with abandon, her usual control completely abandoned. Her pussy made wet sounds with each movement, broadcasting our coupling to everyone watching.
“I’m close again,” she warned.
“Wait for me,” I commanded, feeling my own orgasm building.
“I can’t—”
“You can and you will.” I gripped her hips harder, controlling her movements. “You’ll come when I say.”
“Fuck,” she whimpered, her body trembling with the effort of holding back.
“That’s it,” Tamara encouraged from the screen. “Show him who’s really in charge, Elena.”
But Elena was beyond power games. She was lost in sensation, in the feeling of my cock stretching her pussy while three women pleasured her and three more watched from afar.
“Please,” she begged. “Please let me come.”
“Almost,” I said through gritted teeth. The turbulence had steadied, so I planted my feet and thrust up harder, faster.
“Oh god, oh fuck, Mason please—”
“Now,” I commanded, driving deep as my orgasm hit.
Elena screamed as she came, her pussy clamping down on my cock as I flooded her with cum. Her whole body shook, overwhelmed by the intensity of her release. I could feel every pulse, every contraction as she milked me dry.
“Beautiful,” someone said—I wasn’t sure who.
Elena collapsed against my chest, panting heavily. But the show wasn’t over. As soon as she caught her breath, she climbed off my lap and turned to Marisol.
“Your turn,” she said simply.
“Fuck yes,” Marisol said, already stripping.
What followed was a sexual marathon at altitude. I took each woman in turn, using every surface of the cabin—the seats, the floor, pressed against the windows. The phone stayed propped up, our distant family cheering us on and pleasuring themselves to the show.
Marisol rode me reverse cowgirl so everyone could see my cock stretching her pussy. She came screaming in Spanish, her thick ass bouncing as she chased her pleasure.
Yoo-mi wanted it pressed against the window, looking out at the clouds while I fucked her from behind. She left handprints on the glass and came whispering Korean endearments.
Alyssa needed it gentle due to her pregnancy, so I laid her on the reclined seat and made love to her slowly, deeply, while she leaked milk onto both of us. Her orgasm was quiet but intense, her whole body flushing pink.
“One more round,” Elena announced when I thought we were done. “All of us. Together.”
What she had in mind was ambitious even for us. The women arranged themselves in a daisy chain on the cabin floor—Elena licking Marisol, who was pleasuring Yoo-mi, who had her face buried in Alyssa’s pussy, who was sucking Elena’s clit.
“Now you,” Elena said, looking up at me with her face glistening. “Pick a hole and fuck it.”
I started with Marisol’s ass, using the copious wetness from her pussy as lube. She moaned into Yoo-mi’s cunt as I stretched her tight hole, the vibrations making Yoo-mi squirm.
“Yes,” Paige moaned from the phone. “Fuck her ass hard.”
I obliged, pounding into Marisol while she tried to maintain her rhythm on Yoo-mi. When I felt close, I pulled out and moved to Yoo-mi’s pussy, sliding into her tight heat.
“Ah!” she cried out, lifting her head from Alyssa. “So full!”
“Don’t stop licking,” Elena commanded. “No one stops until everyone comes.”
The cabin filled with the sounds of sex—moaning, sucking, the wet slap of bodies joining. I moved between them, fucking each woman in turn, building them all toward climax.
“I’m close,” Alyssa gasped.
“Me too,” Marisol agreed.
“Hold it,” Elena ordered. “We come together.”
It took all my control to keep from climaxing as I fucked Elena’s ass, the last hole on my tour. She was incredibly tight, her earlier anal session having left her sensitive and swollen.
“Now?” Yoo-mi begged.
“Almost,” Elena panted. “Mason, where do you want to finish?”
“On all of you,” I said immediately.
“Then do it,” she said. “Paint your queens.”
I pulled out and stood over them as they rearranged themselves, kneeling in a line with their faces upturned. The sight pushed me over the edge.
“Fuck!” I roared as I came, painting thick ropes of cum across all four beautiful faces. They moaned in unison as they were marked, their own orgasms hitting in a chain reaction.
Elena came first, fingering herself frantically as my cum dripped down her cheek. Marisol followed, crying out as she rubbed her clit. Yoo-mi squirted slightly, something she’d only recently learned she could do. And Alyssa came with milk spraying from her nipples, creating an erotic mess.
“Holy fucking shit,” Tamara breathed from the phone. “That was…”
“Incredible,” Maya finished.
We cleaned up as best we could with airline towels, though the cabin reeked of sex. The women curled up in their seats, exhausted and satisfied. I sat with Elena, who looked more relaxed than I’d ever seen her.
“Feel better?” I asked.
“Much,” she said, kissing my shoulder. “Though I think I traumatized the cleaning crew.”
“Worth it?”
“Completely.” She was quiet for a moment, then added, “I meant what I said. About being too focused on control. I think… I think I need to learn to let go more.”
“I can help with that,” I offered.
“I’m counting on it.” She glanced at the metal case in the overhead compartment. “Starting with telling you about my backup plan.”
“Elena—”
“Not now,” she said quickly. “When we land. When we’re home. I’ll tell you everything.”
I wanted to push, but the captain’s voice interrupted: “Ladies and gentlemen, we’re beginning our descent into Phoenix. Please return to your seats and fasten your seatbelts.”
“Perfect timing,” Marisol said with a yawn.
As we buckled up for landing, I caught sight of our reflection in the dark window. Four satisfied women and one exhausted man, returning from paradise forever changed.
“Mason?” Elena said quietly.
“Yeah?”
“Whatever happens next, I want you to know this trip was perfect. Even without…” She touched her stomach lightly.
“It’s not over yet,” I reminded her. “Alyssa said it could take another day or two for a test to show positive.”
“Maybe,” she agreed. “But if it doesn’t happen, I have options. That’s what’s in the case—options.”
Before I could ask more, the plane touched down with a gentle bump. We were home, back to reality, back to our complicated beautiful life.
As we taxied to the private terminal, my phone buzzed with a group text from our Phoenix family.
Tamara: “Welcome home! Can’t wait to hug you all.”
Paige: “My pussy is so sore from masturbating to that show.”
Maya: “I have the video edited and saved in three locations.”
I showed the messages to Elena, who laughed. “Our girls are waiting for us.”
The seatbelt sign turned off, and we prepared to disembark. As Elena reached for the overhead compartment and that mysterious case, I caught her hand.
“Whatever’s in there,” I said, “we face it together. As a family.”
Her gray eyes softened. “Together,” she agreed.
Then she grabbed the case and headed for the exit, leaving me to wonder what exactly my brilliant, desperate queen had planned.
One thing was certain—our adventure was far from over.




Chapter 23: Medical Subpoena

The day after we returned from the Dominican Republic, the reality of our situation came crashing down. I was in the home gym, trying to work off the jet lag, when my phone buzzed with an urgent text from Jade.
“911. Need Mason NOW. Clinic.”
“Sorry, Jim,” I said, helping him rack the weights. “Family emergency. We’ll add an extra session next week.”
I drove to Jade’s fertility clinic breaking several traffic laws, my mind racing with possibilities. Had something happened to one of the pregnancies? Was someone sick?
What I found was worse.
Jade sat in her office, usually pristine desk covered in legal documents. Her face was pale, her hands shaking as she held an official-looking envelope.
“What happened?” I asked, closing the door behind me.
“I’ve been served,” she said, voice hollow. “Medical board subpoena. They want all my patient records for the last six months.”
My blood ran cold. “All of them?”
“Every prescription. Every consultation. Every ovulation kit I’ve prescribed.” She laughed bitterly. “Turns out prescribing dozens of fertility treatments to women who all list the same emergency contact raises red flags.”
“Fuck.”
“That about sums it up.” She stood and began pacing, her usually calm demeanor cracking. “They’re investigating me for ‘irregular prescribing patterns’ and ‘potential fraud.’ Do you know what this means?”
“Your license?”
“My license, my practice, my reputation—everything I’ve worked for could be gone.” She turned to face me, tears threatening. “And it’s worse than that. If they dig deep enough, they’ll find the connection between all of you. The media will have a field day. ‘Fertility Doctor Runs Secret Breeding Ring.’”
“We’re not a breeding ring,” I protested.
“Try explaining that to a medical review board,” she snapped. “Or to the reporters who’ll camp outside your house. Or to the HOA members who already gossip about you.”
She was right. This was a disaster waiting to happen.
“When do you have to turn over the records?” I asked.
“Thirty days.” She slumped back in her chair. “I have thirty days to figure out how to explain why I’ve been prescribing fertility drugs, ovulation tests, and prenatal vitamins to a connected group of women who all seem to be trying to get pregnant by the same man.”
“What if you don’t comply?”
“Then they suspend my license immediately and launch a criminal investigation.” She rubbed her temples. “I’m fucked either way.”
My phone rang—Elena.
“Have you heard?” she asked without preamble.
“I’m with Jade now.”
“I’m on my way. Don’t do anything until I get there.”
“Elena—”
“I said I’m on my way.” She hung up.
Twenty minutes later, Elena swept into the office like an avenging angel in Armani. She took one look at Jade’s devastated face and the legal documents, then sat down and began reading with laser focus.
“This is manageable,” she announced after several minutes.
“Manageable?” Jade laughed hysterically. “They want everything, Elena. Every record, every prescription, every—”
“I know what they want,” Elena interrupted calmly. “And we’re going to give it to them. Just not in the way they expect.”
“What are you talking about?”
Elena pulled out her phone and began typing rapidly. “First, we need to establish legitimate medical reasons for everyone’s prescriptions. Jade, you’ll need to update your files to show proper diagnostic procedures for each patient.”
“That’s fraud,” Jade protested.
“No, that’s documentation. You did evaluate each of us for fertility issues, didn’t you? You just didn’t write extensive notes.” Elena’s fingers flew over her screen. “Maya’s already working on a program to backdate entries in your system. Completely undetectable.”
“Elena,” I said carefully, “this sounds illegal.”
“This sounds like protecting our family,” she corrected. “Jade, did you or did you not perform legitimate fertility consultations with each woman?”
“I… yes, technically.”
“Then we’re simply ensuring your records reflect the care you provided.” Elena stood, all business. “Here’s what’s going to happen. Maya will handle the technical side—updating your electronic records to show comprehensive fertility workups for each patient. I’ll work with our lawyer to craft a response that complies with the subpoena while protecting patient privacy.”
“And if they dig deeper?” Jade asked.
“They won’t,” Elena said with certainty. “Because we’re going to give them a bigger fish to fry.”
“What do you mean?”
Elena smiled—the cold, calculating smile that meant someone was about to get destroyed. “There’s another fertility clinic across town that’s been running an actual prescription mill. Cash only, no questions asked. I happen to know this because they approached me last year about investing.”
“You’re going to throw them under the bus?”
“I’m going to point the medical board toward actual criminals instead of a dedicated doctor whose only crime was helping women who desperately wanted children.” Elena’s voice softened slightly. “Jade, you’ve been nothing but supportive of our unconventional family. Now it’s our turn to protect you.”
Jade’s shoulders sagged with relief. “I don’t know what to say.”
“Say you’ll follow our lead,” Elena replied. “And say you’ll stop panicking. We’ve handled worse than this.”
“Have we?” I asked. “Because this feels pretty bad.”
Elena turned to me, and for just a moment, I saw exhaustion crack through her composed facade. “We survived the HOA investigation. We survived Brad and David’s blackmail attempts. We’ll survive this too.”
“And then what?” Jade asked. “What happens when the next crisis hits? When someone else notices that Mason has fathered children with multiple women? When the pregnancies become too obvious to hide?”
“Then we handle that too,” Elena said firmly. “Together. As a family.”
Jade laughed, but it wasn’t bitter anymore. “You know, when I first joined this insane arrangement, I thought I was just in it for the sex and the money.”
“And now?” I prompted.
“Now?” She looked between us, a small smile forming. “Now I can’t imagine my life without all of you crazy people in it.”
“Good,” Elena said briskly. “Because you’re stuck with us. Maya will be by tomorrow to handle the records. In the meantime, don’t discuss this with anyone outside the family. Not your staff, not your lawyer, no one.”
“Understood.”
As we prepared to leave, Jade caught my arm. “Mason? Thank you. For coming immediately. For… all of this.”
“You’re family,” I said simply. “We protect our own.”
Outside the clinic, Elena leaned against her Mercedes, suddenly looking every one of her thirty-eight years.
“You okay?” I asked.
“I’m tired,” she admitted. “So fucking tired of fighting to keep this family together.”
“Hey.” I pulled her into my arms. “You don’t have to do it alone.”
“Don’t I?” She pressed her face against my chest. “I’m the one who created this. Club MILF was my idea. The contracts, the arrangements, all of it. If this falls apart—”
“It won’t.”
“You can’t know that.” She pulled back to look at me. “What if Jade’s right? What if the next crisis is the one we can’t handle? What if—”
I silenced her with a kiss, pouring all my certainty into the contact. When we separated, she was breathing hard.
“We’ll handle it,” I said firmly. “Whatever comes, we’ll handle it. Because that’s what families do.”
She nodded slowly, some of the tension leaving her shoulders. “I should get home. Start working on the legal response.”
“Elena?”
“Yes?”
“What happened to letting go of control? To not planning everything?”
A ghost of a smile crossed her face. “Old habits die hard. But I’m trying, Mason. I swear I’m trying.”
As she drove away, I stood in the parking lot thinking about the mess we were in. A medical board investigation was serious—the kind of thing that could unravel everything we’d built. But Elena was right about one thing: we’d survived everything else thrown at us.
My phone buzzed with a group text.
Tamara: “Family meeting tonight? Jade told us about the subpoena.”
Paige: “Holy shit. Are we fucked?”
Maya: “Already working on the solution. Need access to the clinic’s system by tomorrow.”
Alyssa: “Should I stop seeing Jade? Would that help?”
Marisol: “¿Estamos en peligro?”
Yoo-mi: “무슨 일이야? Translation: What’s happening?”
I typed a response: “Family meeting at 8. Elena’s house. We’re handling it.”
The responses kept coming—offers of help, declarations of solidarity, promises to stand together. Despite everything, I found myself smiling. This was what we’d built. Not just a sex club or a breeding arrangement, but an actual family.
A weird, complicated, possibly illegal family, but a family nonetheless.
As I drove home, my mind kept returning to Elena’s words: “What if the next crisis is the one we can’t handle?”
I didn’t have an answer. All I knew was that we’d face it together, whatever it was. The king and his queens, united against the world.
Even if the world included medical review boards with subpoena power.
“We’ve got this,” I said out loud, trying to convince myself.
But as I pulled into my driveway, I couldn’t shake the feeling that our paradise was about to come crashing down around us. The only question was whether we’d be strong enough to rebuild from the rubble.




Chapter 24: Fertility Gambit

The weight of the subpoena hung over our family for the next few days. While Maya worked her magic on Jade’s digital records and Elena handled the legal side, a quiet tension settled over the house. It was the tension of waiting for the other shoe to drop.
I found Elena late one night in her study, the glow of her phone screen illuminating her face. She was scrolling through medical forums, her expression a mixture of desperation and fierce concentration.
“What are you reading?” I asked from the doorway.
She jumped, startled. “Nothing. Just… research.”
“Research on what?” I moved closer, trying to see her screen. She quickly locked it.
“Elena, talk to me.”
She sighed, the sound heavy with exhaustion. “I’m researching at-home insemination. DIY embryo transfers.”
“What?” The words hit me like a punch to the gut. “Elena, that’s insane. And dangerous.”
“Is it more dangerous than letting my dream die?” she shot back, her voice cracking. “Jade is compromised. We can’t go to another doctor without raising a thousand red flags. What other choice do I have?”
“We have the choice to be smart about this. To not risk your health.”
“My health?” She laughed, a bitter, humorless sound. “My health is already failing me, Mason. Every month my body reminds me that it’s broken.”
“It’s not broken—”
“Stop saying that!” she cried, tears welling in her eyes. “It’s easy for you to say. You’ve already got three confirmed children on the way and a fourth one likely. Your legacy is secure. What about mine?”
The raw pain in her voice silenced me. She was right. I couldn’t possibly understand what she was going through.
“I’m sorry,” I said softly. “You’re right. I don’t understand. But I want to.”
She looked at me, tears now flowing freely down her cheeks. “I just want what they have,” she whispered, gesturing vaguely in the direction of the other bedrooms. “A bump to rub. A flutter in my belly. The right to be a mother.”
I crossed to her, pulling her into my arms. “I know,” I murmured into her hair. “I know.”
We stood like that for a long time, her tears soaking my shirt. When she finally pulled back, her eyes were red-rimmed but burning with a desperate hunger.
“I need you,” she said, her voice thick with emotion.
“You have me.”
“No, I mean… I need you. Now.” Her hands moved to my belt, trembling with urgency. “I need to feel useful. Need to feel like I can still do something right.”
“Elena—”
“Please,” she begged, already dropping to her knees. “Let me have this. Let me prove I’m not completely useless.”
The desperation in her voice broke my heart. “You’re not useless.”
“Then let me show you what I can still do.” Her fingers fumbled with my belt buckle, tears streaming down her face. “Let me worship you. Let me taste you. Let me remember why you keep me around.”
“I keep you around because I love you.”
“Love isn’t enough,” she sobbed, finally freeing my belt. “Not when everyone else can give you babies and I can’t. But this—” She pulled down my zipper with shaking hands. “This I can still do. This I’m still good at.”
My cock was already hardening despite the emotional turmoil of the moment. There was something devastatingly erotic about seeing my usually composed queen on her knees, tears streaking her perfect makeup, begging to suck my cock like it was her only purpose in life.
“Please,” she whispered again, freeing my length from my boxers. “Let me taste you. Let me feel you in my throat. Let me swallow your cum and pretend for just a moment that I’m swallowing the seed that could have made our baby.”
“Fuck, Elena,” I groaned as she wrapped her hand around my shaft.
“That’s right,” she said, stroking me slowly. “Say my name. Remember who’s on her knees for you. Your broken queen. Your barren wife. The one who can only offer her mouth since her womb won’t work.”
“Stop talking like that.”
“Why? It’s true.” She leaned forward, her breath hot against my cock. “But at least I can do this. At least I can make you feel good. At least I can swallow your cum and keep some part of you inside me.”
She ran her tongue along the underside of my shaft, from base to tip, collecting the bead of precum that had formed. The sight of her pink tongue against my flesh, her tear-stained face looking up at me with such desperate need, was almost too much.
“You taste so good,” she moaned, licking me again. “I want all of it. Every drop. Want to drain you dry and keep it all inside me.”
She took the head into her mouth, sucking gently while her tongue swirled around the sensitive crown. Her technique was perfect as always—she knew exactly what I liked, exactly how to drive me wild. But there was an edge of desperation to it that made it even more intense.
“Deeper,” I found myself saying, my hand tangling in her dark hair.
She moaned around my cock and took me deeper, her lips stretching to accommodate my girth. Tears continued to stream down her face, whether from emotion or the effort of taking me so deep, I couldn’t tell. Probably both.
“That’s it,” I encouraged. “Take it all. Show me what my queen can do.”
She responded by relaxing her throat and sliding down until her nose pressed against my pelvis. The wet heat of her throat around my cock was incredible. She held herself there, throat muscles working, eyes watering as she looked up at me with a mixture of pride and desperation.
“Fuck,” I groaned. “Your throat feels so good.”
She pulled back slowly, gasping for air when my cock finally left her throat. Strings of saliva connected her lips to my shaft, and her lipstick was completely ruined.
“More,” she demanded hoarsely. “I need more. Need to feel you using my throat. Need to know I’m good for something.”
She dove back down, taking me to the root in one smooth motion. This time she didn’t pause, didn’t wait. She began fucking her own face on my cock, using her grip on my thighs for leverage as she drove herself down again and again.
The wet, obscene sounds filled the study. Her throat made gurgling noises each time I hit the back, and she gagged occasionally but never stopped. If anything, the gagging seemed to spur her on, like she needed the discomfort to prove her dedication.
“Elena, baby, slow down,” I gasped, trying to gentle her pace.
But she shook her head, my cock still buried in her throat, and increased her speed. Her hands moved to my ass, pulling me forward, encouraging me to thrust.
I gave in to what she wanted, what she needed. I gripped her hair tighter and began fucking her face in earnest. She moaned around my length, the vibrations sending shocks through my system.
“Is this what you want?” I asked, driving deep. “Want me to use your throat? Want me to fuck your pretty face until you can’t breathe?”
She nodded frantically, nails digging into my ass. Her eyes were streaming now, mascara running in black rivers down her cheeks, but the look in those gray eyes was one of desperate gratitude.
I established a rhythm, pulling out just enough to let her breathe before driving back in. Her throat accepted me eagerly each time, and she used her tongue whenever she could, adding extra sensation to the experience.
“Such a good queen,” I praised. “Taking my cock so well. Letting me use your throat like the perfect cumslut you are.”
She whimpered at the dirty talk, her whole body shuddering. One of her hands left my ass and I knew she was touching herself, unable to resist the arousal despite her emotional state.
“Are you getting wet from this?” I asked. “Getting your pussy soaked while I fuck your face? While you choke on my cock like a desperate whore?”
She nodded again, fingers working frantically between her legs. The sight of my elegant Elena, usually so composed and in control, fingering herself while I used her throat was incredibly erotic.
“Don’t come,” I ordered. “This isn’t about your pleasure. This is about you proving you can still serve your king. About you earning my cum.”
She whined but moved her hand back to my ass, denying herself release. The submission in that simple act made my cock throb.
I was getting close, the combination of her skilled throat and the emotional intensity of the moment pushing me toward the edge. She could tell—after months together, she knew my tells—and she doubled her efforts.
“Fuck, I’m close,” I warned.
She pulled back until just the head remained in her mouth, sucking hard while her hand stroked my shaft with practiced twists. Her other hand cupped my balls, massaging gently.
“Where do you want it?” I gasped.
She pulled off completely, looking up at me with those desperate, tear-filled eyes. “In my mouth,” she begged. “Please, I need to taste you. Need to swallow every drop. Need to keep part of you inside me since I can’t…” Her voice broke on a sob.
“Since you can’t what?”
“Since I can’t carry your baby,” she finished, fresh tears spilling down her already-ruined face. “At least let me carry your cum. Let me taste you. Let me remember what it feels like to have your seed inside me, even if it’s the wrong hole.”
The raw pain in her voice nearly killed my arousal, but she didn’t give me time to respond. She swallowed my cock again, sucking with renewed desperation. Her tongue worked the sensitive spot just under the head while her hand pumped the base.
“Elena, fuck, I’m—”
She moaned encouragingly, holding just the head in her mouth as her hand worked faster. The first spurt of cum hit her tongue and she moaned louder, the sound vibrating through my cock and triggering an even more intense orgasm.
I came harder than I had in weeks, pumping rope after rope into her eager mouth. She swallowed the first few spurts, then pulled back slightly, letting the rest paint her tongue and lips. Some escaped, dripping down her chin, but she didn’t care.
When I was finally spent, she sat back on her heels, mouth open to show me the pool of cum on her tongue. Then, maintaining eye contact, she swallowed slowly, throat working to get every drop down.
“Thank you,” she whispered hoarsely. “Thank you for letting me serve you. For letting me be useful.”
The sight of her—tear-stained, cum dripping down her chin, lipstick smeared, looking up at me with such desperate gratitude—was both the hottest and most heartbreaking thing I’d ever seen.
“Come here,” I said, pulling her to her feet.
“I should clean up,” she protested weakly.
“No. I want to see you like this. Want to remember my queen marked with my cum.”
She shuddered at my words but didn’t argue as I pulled her into my arms. I could taste myself on her lips when I kissed her, could feel the sticky mess between us.
“You’re not useless,” I said firmly when we broke apart. “You’re not broken. You’re my queen, and I love you.”
“Love isn’t enough,” she repeated, but with less conviction than before.
“Then we’ll make it enough.” I wiped a streak of cum from her chin with my thumb, then brought it to her lips. She sucked it clean automatically. “Together.”
She was quiet for a long moment, then nodded slowly. “I should go to bed.”
“Stay with me tonight.”
“I… I can’t. I need to think. Need to…” She trailed off, glancing at her phone. “I just need some time alone.”
I wanted to argue, but something in her expression stopped me. “Okay. But Elena?”
“Yes?”
“No more dangerous research. Promise me.”
She looked away. “I promise I won’t do anything tonight.”
It wasn’t the promise I wanted, but it was all I was going to get. I watched her leave, her silk blouse stained with tears and cum, her walk slightly unsteady.
After she was gone, I noticed her phone on the desk. She’d been so distracted she’d forgotten it. I knew I shouldn’t, but I unlocked it with the passcode I’d seen her use.
The browser was still open to the DIY fertility forum. But it wasn’t just research anymore. She’d made an account. She’d posted questions. She’d ordered supplies.
My blood ran cold as I read her posts. She was planning to attempt a frozen embryo transfer on herself. She’d already acquired the embryo—stolen from Jade’s clinic before the investigation began. She had the catheter, the speculum, everything she needed for the insane, dangerous procedure.
I closed the phone and headed for the stairs, my heart pounding. I had to stop her. Had to make her see reason.
But when I reached her bedroom door, I heard the unmistakable sound of the metal case being opened. Through the crack under the door, I could see her shadow moving.
I pushed the door open to find her sitting on the bed, a single straw in her hand. The embryo. Our potential child, stolen and hidden and about to be used in the most dangerous gamble of her life.
“Elena, don’t,” I said.
She looked up at me, her face still streaked with the remnants of our encounter. “It’s my only chance,” she whispered.
“It’s not. We’ll find another way.”
“There is no other way.” She carefully placed the straw under her pillow, her movements reverent. “Tomorrow, while everyone’s dealing with the subpoena deadline, I’m going to try. I’m going to give myself the baby I deserve.”
“You could die.”
“Then at least I’ll die trying.” She lay back against the pillows, one hand resting protectively over the hidden straw. “Now please leave. I need to prepare. Need to pray. Need to believe this will work.”
I stood in her doorway, watching my brilliant, desperate queen prepare for the most dangerous night of her life, and realized I was powerless to stop her.




Chapter 25: Phase Two

The morning after Elena’s tearful confession, I woke to find her side of the bed empty. Again. The sheets were cold—she’d been gone for hours.
I found her in the kitchen, surrounded by legal documents and medical journals. Dark circles shadowed her eyes, and her usually perfect hair hung limp around her face. She’d been up all night.
“Elena,” I said softly. “You need to sleep.”
“Can’t.” She didn’t look up from the papers. “Jade needs these reviewed before—”
Her phone rang, cutting her off. Jade’s name flashed on the screen.
“It’s early,” Elena muttered, answering. “Jade? What’s—”
The color drained from her face as she listened. Her free hand moved unconsciously to her stomach, then to the pocket of her robe where I knew she’d hidden the embryo straw.
“What do you mean they moved up the deadline?” Her voice was sharp with panic. “You said we had thirty days!”
I moved closer, trying to hear Jade’s response. Elena’s knuckles were white as she gripped the phone.
“Tomorrow morning?” Elena’s voice cracked. “But that’s impossible. Maya needs more time to—”
She listened for another moment, her breathing becoming rapid and shallow.
“An immediate suspension if you don’t comply,” she repeated flatly. “And criminal charges to follow.”
“Elena, what’s happening?” I asked, but she held up a hand for silence.
“What about the other clinic? The raid was supposed to—” She stopped, closing her eyes. “I see. Yes. I understand.”
She hung up without saying goodbye, staring at the phone like it might explode.
“Talk to me,” I demanded.
“The medical board,” she said, voice hollow. “They’ve accelerated everything. Jade has less than twenty-four hours to turn over all patient records or they’ll suspend her license immediately.”
“But Maya said—”
“Maya had thirty days. Now she has until tomorrow morning.” Elena’s hand moved to her robe pocket again, fingers closing around the hidden straw. “And the other clinic? The one I tipped them off about? They raided it this morning. Found exactly what I said they would.”
“That’s good, right? It takes the heat off Jade?”
Elena laughed bitterly. “It was supposed to buy us weeks. Instead, it made them more aggressive. They think there’s a network now. Connected clinics all doing the same thing.”
“Fuck.”
“That about covers it.” She stood abruptly, pacing the kitchen like a caged animal. “Everything’s falling apart. Jade’s career, our privacy, the family we’ve built—”
“We’ll figure it out,” I said. “We always do.”
“Do we?” She spun to face me, tears threatening. “Because from where I’m standing, we’re out of miracles. Out of time. Out of options.”
“Elena—”
“No!” She pulled the straw from her pocket, holding it up like an accusation. “Do you know what this is? Do you know what I’ve been planning?”
“I can guess.”
“It’s hope,” she said, voice breaking. “Frozen hope. A chance at the one thing I want more than anything. And now…” She looked at the straw with desperate longing. “Now I might have to use it before I’m ready. Before it’s safe. Because if Jade loses her license, if the investigation expands, if they start looking at all of us…”
“You can’t seriously be thinking—”
“I’m thinking I’m thirty-eight years old with a stolen embryo and a closing window.” She moved to the window, staring out at the sunrise. “I’m thinking that sometimes desperate women do desperate things.”
“This is insane.”
“This is survival.” She turned back to me, and the look in her eyes was terrifying—cold calculation mixed with raw desperation. “Maya will do what she can with the records. Our lawyer will stall. But none of that changes the fundamental truth.”
“Which is?”
“Phase one is over.” She held up the straw again, this time like a weapon. “The building phase, the careful planning, the slow expansion of our family—that’s done. We’re exposed now. Vulnerable. Which means it’s time for phase two.”
“And what’s phase two?”
“Whatever it takes.” She moved past me toward the stairs. “I need to make some calls. Private calls.”
“Elena, wait—”
“Twenty-three hours, Mason.” She paused at the bottom of the stairs, not looking back. “In twenty-three hours, everything changes. The investigation goes wide, Jade loses everything, and our family gets torn apart by lawyers and reporters and moral crusaders.”
“Or?”
“Or I take control.” She finally looked at me, and her smile was sharp as glass. “I’ve been the queen of this family long enough to know when to sacrifice a piece to save the game.”
“What does that mean?”
“It means you should check on the others. Make sure they’re ready for what’s coming.” She started up the stairs. “And Mason? Whatever happens next, remember that I love you. All of you. Everything I’m about to do is for this family.”
“Elena, you’re scaring me.”
“Good. You should be scared.” She reached the top of the stairs and turned back one last time. “We’re about to enter uncharted territory. Places where the rules don’t apply. Where desperate queens make desperate moves.”
She disappeared down the hallway, leaving me standing in the kitchen surrounded by her research. Medical articles about DIY embryo transfer. Legal documents about parental rights. Financial records showing large cash withdrawals.
My phone buzzed with texts from the others:
Tamara: “Jade just called. She’s freaking out. What’s happening?”
Paige: “The news is saying something about fertility clinic raids. Are we fucked?”
Maya: “Working on the records but need more time. This acceleration changes everything.”
Alyssa: “Should we meet? Elena isn’t answering her phone.”
I stared at the messages, then at the stairs where Elena had vanished. Somewhere up there, my queen was planning something. Something dangerous. Something desperate.
Something that would change everything.
I typed a group response: “Family meeting tonight. Elena’s house. Be ready for anything.”
Because phase two was beginning, whether we were ready or not.
As I headed upstairs to find Elena, I passed her study. The door was closed, but I could hear her voice—low, urgent, speaking to someone on the phone. I caught fragments:
“…need it done tonight… I don’t care about the risks… yes, I have the specimen… cash only, no records… I understand the dangers…”
My blood ran cold. She wasn’t just thinking about using the embryo.
She was actively planning it.
The next twenty-three hours would determine everything—Jade’s career, our family’s future, and whether Elena would survive her desperate gambit to become a mother.
Phase two had begun.
And God help us all.
To be continued in Book 3
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