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Chapter 1

Victoria's ambition had left Max Hammerstone feeling like he'd been fucked over without the courtesy of a reach-around. He lounged in the opulent cabin of his private jet, the engines humming a steady drone as they sliced through the clouds at 40,000 feet. The Pacific Ocean stretched out below like a vast, teasing blue expanse, mocking his solitude. At 48, Max was still a beast of a man—his broad shoulders straining against the fine Italian shirt that clung to his sweat-dampened skin, his salt-and-pepper hair cropped short and tousled from the frustrated fingers he'd raked through it earlier. His muscular frame, honed from years of manual labor in his early days and now maintained with brutal gym sessions, filled the leather seat like he owned the damn sky. Which, in a way, he did—his real estate empire spanned 9,000 units nationwide, pumping billions into his coffers. But what good was all that passive income if he had no heir to pass it on to? No fertile little vixen to breed and build a legacy with?

"Fucking bitch," Max growled to the empty cabin, his deep voice rumbling like gravel under tires. Victoria's face flashed in his mind—those fiery red locks cascading over her shoulders as she rode him reverse cowgirl in the boardroom, her hourglass curves grinding down on his thick cock, tits bouncing wildly. "Oh god, Max, fill me up with that billionaire seed," she'd moaned, her green eyes locked on his in the reflection of the polished table. But it was all a lie. He'd proposed in that same boardroom, sliding a diamond the size of a walnut onto her finger, only to hack into her phone later and find the texts: scheming with his rivals, using his connections to climb her marketing ladder. "Ambition over family? Fuck that," he snarled aloud, shifting in his seat as his dick stirred at the memory, pressing insistently against the zipper of his slacks. She hadn't wanted his heir; she'd wanted his network. "I crave a stable, fertile vessel—someone who'll take my load and mean it, not chase some corporate high while my cum drips out unused."

The betrayal burned hot in his veins, mixing with the ever-present hunger that defined him. Max unbuckled his belt with a sharp click, the sound echoing in the quiet cabin. He unzipped slowly, freeing his nine-inch cock—thick, veined, and already half-hard from the rage-fueled fantasies. The head glistened with a bead of precum, and he wrapped his calloused hand around the shaft, giving it a slow, deliberate stroke. "Yeah, that's right," he muttered, leaning back as the jet's subtle vibrations added to the sensation. His mind wandered to the flaws of the women before her: Tiffany's secret birth control, Sophia's gambling addiction, Stacy's cheating ass getting railed by her ex while pretending to be his loyal breeder. Each one had seemed perfect at first—young, curvy, with hips made for childbearing and pussies that clenched around him like velvet vices. But they all cracked under pressure.

"Goddamn it," Max grunted, pumping his fist faster, the slick sound of skin on skin filling the air. He pictured Victoria's flaw again: her bent over the conference table during their "office role-play," ass up high as he slammed into her from behind, spanking her cheeks red. "You like that, you ambitious little slut? Beg for my cum." And she had: "Please, Max, breed me—fill this tight cunt!" But it was bullshit. His balls tightened at the thought, and he thrust his hips up, fucking his hand like it was her traitorous pussy. "No more games," he hissed through clenched teeth. "Next one has to be stable—adventurous, nurturing, with a body begging to be knocked up. Someone who'll moan my name for real, not for my wallet."

The fantasy shifted: a new woman, faceless but vivid—platinum blonde hair whipping in the coastal wind, hazel eyes sparkling with genuine desire, a lithe yet curvy form in a bikini that hugged her fertile hips. She'd drop to her knees on the beach, sucking his cock deep while waves crashed nearby. "Mmm, Max, your dick tastes so good—I want your seed inside me," she'd whisper, her voice natural and husky. His strokes quickened, thumb circling the sensitive head, and with a guttural roar, hot ropes of cum erupted from his cock, splattering across his abs and the armrest. "Fuck yes!" he bellowed, milking every last drop, his chest heaving as the release washed over him. The jet's intercom beeped softly, the pilot announcing descent, but Max ignored it, wiping himself clean with a silk napkin from the bar. "Time to land and start the hunt," he said to his reflection in the window, a predatory gleam in his eyes.

The wheels touched down on the private airstrip in Malibu with a smooth jolt, the salty tang of the ocean invading the cabin as the door hissed open. Max stepped out into the golden California sun, his shirt now changed to a casual linen button-down that hid his wealth but accentuated his powerful build. No limo this time—he'd arranged for a "rental" SUV, a beat-up Jeep that screamed modest property manager. As he climbed in, firing up the engine, his phone buzzed in his pocket. He pulled it out, opening the travel dating app he'd tweaked en route. Profile: "Max Stone, 45, property manager with a passion for the outdoors. Love exploring coasts, hiking trails, and finding deep connections. No games—just real adventures with someone special."

He scrolled through profiles as he drove toward the beachfront hotel he'd booked under his alias—a mid-range spot with ocean views, far from his actual Malibu mansion. Women popped up: yoga instructors, surfers, models with bios full of "wanderlust" and "seeking stability." His cock twitched again, already recovering from the mid-flight jerk session. "Look at these fertile little prospects," he murmured, stopping at one: Natalie Lang, 23, aspiring model. Platinum hair, hazel eyes, a profile pic in a skimpy bikini showing off her lithe frame with curves in all the right places—pert tits straining against the fabric, hips flaring out promisingly. Bio: "Beach bum at heart, dreaming of modeling gigs and a family someday. Love spontaneous adventures and nurturing vibes. Swipe if you're real!"

"Fuck, she looks breedable," Max said aloud, his voice thick with lust as he swiped right. A match pinged almost immediately. He pulled over at a scenic overlook, the Pacific crashing below, and messaged her: "Hey Natalie, your profile caught my eye. Love the beach vibe—I'm in town for a bit, property managing gig. Up for a casual meetup? Coffee or a walk?"

Her reply came quick: "Hey Max! You seem genuine, not like the usual creeps. Beach walk sounds perfect. I'm free this afternoon—meet at Malibu Pier around 3?"

"Perfect," he typed back, a smirk curling his lips. But he wasn't diving in blind. Max opened another app, a discreet background check service he used for tenants—and now, potential breeders. He punched in her name, age, location. Results trickled in: clean record, no red flags, a few modeling gigs, part-time yoga instructor. Stable enough on paper. "Alright, Natalie," he said, starting the Jeep again. "Let's see if you're the one."

He arrived at the pier early, leaning against the railing, the sea breeze ruffling his shirt. Tourists milled about, but his eyes scanned for her. There—platinum hair catching the sun, striding toward him in cutoff shorts that hugged her ass and a tank top that left little to the imagination. Her hazel eyes lit up as she spotted him. "Max?" she called, waving.

"That's me," he replied, pushing off the railing with a casual grin, his deep voice carrying over the waves. Up close, she was even better: skin kissed by the sun, lips full and inviting, that nurturing aura in her smile. "Natalie, right? Damn, pictures don't do you justice."

She blushed, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. "Thanks. You're taller than I expected— and hotter. Property manager, huh? Sounds... stable."

He chuckled, falling into step beside her as they walked the pier. "Yeah, keeps me busy. Fixing leaks, dealing with tenants. Nothing glamorous, but it pays the bills. What about you? Aspiring model— that's exciting."

"It's fun, but competitive," she admitted, her voice light and natural. "I do yoga classes on the side to stay grounded. Dreaming of settling down someday, maybe with kids. But guys around here are all flakes."

Max's pulse quickened at "kids"—a good sign. "Flakes suck. I want real too. No bullshit."

They chatted easily: her favorite surf spots, his "hikes" (veiled stories from actual mountain retreats he owned). Sparks flew, her laughter genuine, her hand brushing his arm. As the sun dipped lower, he suggested, "Wanna grab a drink at this beach bar? My treat— nothing fancy."

"Sure," she said, eyes twinkling. At the bar, over craft beers, conversation turned flirty. "You have this strong vibe, Max. Like you could handle anything."

He leaned in, voice dropping. "I can handle a lot. Especially a woman who knows what she wants."

She bit her lip. "What if I want... adventure?"

"Then let's adventure," he replied, his hand grazing her thigh under the table. She didn't pull away; instead, her legs parted slightly, inviting.

By sunset, they were back at his hotel room—claimed as a "short-term rental." The door barely closed before she was on him, kissing hungrily. "God, Max, you're making me so wet already," she moaned, grinding against his hardening cock.

"Fuck, Natalie, feel how hard you make me," he growled, stripping her tank top to reveal lacy bra cupping her tits. He sucked a nipple through the fabric, eliciting a gasp.

They tumbled to the bed, clothes flying. Her hand wrapped around his shaft. "Holy shit, you're huge—nine inches?"

"Take it, baby," he commanded, guiding her mouth down. She sucked eagerly, gagging slightly as she deep-throated. "Good girl, just like that."

He flipped her, diving between her thighs, lapping at her slick folds. "You taste like honey— so fertile and ready."

"Oh fuck, Max, eat my pussy!" she cried, bucking against his face.

He brought her to the edge but stopped. "Not yet. I want to breed you proper."

But this was just the start. Max held back, testing. As she begged for more, he knew the search was heating up.




Chapter 2

Max Hammerstone cruised down the coastal highway in his rented Jeep, the wind whipping through the open top, carrying the salty scent of the Pacific. He'd landed in Malibu just hours ago, his private jet tucked away at a discreet airstrip, and already the hunt was on. Victoria's betrayal still simmered in his gut like bad whiskey—her ambitious ass using him as a stepping stone while pretending to crave his seed. But fuck that noise. At 48, with his muscular frame packed into casual khakis and a linen shirt that hugged his broad chest, Max was ready to reset. His salt-and-pepper hair caught the sun, and his piercing blue eyes scanned the beach below, hungry for the next prospect. "Stable, fertile, and real," he muttered to himself, his deep voice lost in the roar of the engine. His cock twitched at the thought, still sensitive from the mid-flight jerk session where he'd painted his abs with thick ropes of cum, imagining the perfect breeder.

He pulled into a public parking lot overlooking the sand, spotting clusters of sunbathers dotting the beach like ripe fruit waiting to be plucked. Max grabbed a towel and a book—props to sell the "modest property manager" vibe—and headed down the wooden steps. The sun beat down hot, making his shirt cling to his ripped abs. He scanned the scene: volleyball games, surfers paddling out, and then... her. Sprawled on a colorful beach towel, platinum hair splayed like a halo, was a young woman who screamed fertility. Lithe yet curvy, her body was a masterpiece—long legs leading up to flared hips, a flat stomach dipping into a bikini bottom that barely contained her ass, and pert tits straining against the top, nipples faintly visible through the thin fabric. She was rubbing sunscreen on her thighs, her hazel eyes hidden behind sunglasses, but Max could feel the pull.

"Sunbathing alone?" he asked casually, stopping a few feet away, his voice rumbling like distant thunder. He flashed a disarming smile, the kind that had closed billion-dollar deals and dropped panties alike.

She lowered her sunglasses, hazel eyes flicking up to meet his. A slow smile curved her full lips. "For now," she replied, her voice light and teasing, with a hint of that California drawl. "Why? You offering company, stranger?"

Max chuckled, dropping his towel nearby but not too close—playing it cool. "Name's Max. Just a guy escaping the grind. Property manager life gets stuffy. Mind if I join? Promise I won't block your sun."

She eyed him up and down, taking in his tall, muscular build, the way his shirt hinted at the power beneath. "Natalie," she said, extending a hand slick with lotion. "And sure, as long as you're not one of those creepy pickup artists. Sit."

He shook her hand, feeling the spark—the warmth of her skin, the subtle firmness in her grip. "No games here, Natalie. Just appreciating the view." He settled onto his towel, stretching out his legs, his khakis pulling tight over his thighs. Up close, she was even better: 23, according to her profile, with skin glowing from the sun, freckles dusting her nose, and those curves begging to be explored. His mind flashed to pinning her down right there, but he reined it in. Test first, fuck later.

They chatted easily at first—small talk about the waves, the crowds. "So, property manager, huh?" she asked, propping herself on an elbow, her tits shifting enticingly. "Sounds... reliable. What brings you to Malibu?"

"Short gig fixing up some rentals," he lied smoothly, his eyes tracing the curve of her hip. "Needed a break. You? You look like you live for this beach life."

She laughed, a genuine sound that made his cock stir. "Aspiring model, actually. Yoga instructor on the side. Keeps me flexible." She winked, stretching her arms overhead, arching her back just enough to push her breasts forward. "But yeah, the beach is my escape. Dreaming of bigger things—gigs in LA, maybe a family someday. Stability's hot, you know?"

Max's pulse quickened at "family." Fertile vibes. "Stability's underrated," he agreed, his voice dropping a notch. "Most guys chase flash. Me? I want real—someone who can handle the long haul."

Her hazel eyes sparkled. "Real talk. My last guy was all show, no substance. Left me high and dry." She flipped onto her stomach, untying her bikini top to avoid tan lines, giving him a side view of her breast. "Mind getting my back? Sunscreen's a bitch to reach."

"Fuck yes," Max thought, but aloud: "Happy to help." He squirted lotion into his palm, warming it before kneeling beside her. His hands—calloused from years of swinging hammers and now gym iron—glided over her smooth skin, starting at her shoulders and working down. "Damn, you're tense here," he murmured, thumbs digging into her muscles.

"Mmm, that feels good," she moaned softly, her voice husky. "Harder, Max. I like it firm."

His cock hardened in his pants, pressing against the fabric as he massaged lower, fingers brushing the sides of her tits. "You do yoga? Bet you're flexible as hell."

She glanced back, lips parted. "Very. Want a demo later?"

The invitation hung in the air, electric. Max's hands ventured to her lower back, thumbs dipping under the edge of her bikini bottom, grazing the top of her ass. "Careful, Natalie. I might take you up on that."

She wiggled slightly, pushing back into his touch. "Promise? It's been too long since I had a real man handle me."

They spent the next hour like that—flirting ramping up, bodies inching closer. Max shared veiled stories of his "simple life," testing her reactions. No greed in her eyes, just genuine interest. As the sun climbed higher, she retied her top and sat up, facing him. "This is fun, Max. Not what I expected from a random beach meet."

"Me neither," he admitted, his gaze dropping to her cleavage, where a bead of sweat trickled down. "You're captivating, Natalie. That body... it's criminal."

She blushed but leaned in. "Flatterer. Yours isn't bad either. Bet those arms could pin me down easy."

"Fuck," Max growled internally, his dick throbbing. "Try me."

Before he could respond, she stood, brushing sand off her ass. "Wanna cool off? Ocean's calling."

"Hell yes." He followed her to the water, watching her hips sway, that curvy form begging to be claimed. They waded in, waves lapping at their thighs. A bigger one crashed, soaking them, and she laughed, jumping into his arms playfully. "Whoa, steady!"

His hands gripped her waist, pulling her close, her wet bikini pressing against his chest. "Got you," he said, voice low. Their faces inches apart, hazel eyes locked on his.

"Kiss me, Max," she whispered, natural and bold.

He didn't hesitate—his mouth crashed onto hers, hungry, tongues tangling as salt water mixed with their heat. Her legs wrapped around his waist, grinding against his hard cock through the thin layers. "God, you're huge," she gasped, breaking for air. "Feel that? You're making me so wet."

"Fuck, Natalie," he groaned, one hand sliding to cup her ass, fingers teasing under the fabric. "This pussy's dripping for me already?"

She nodded, biting his lip. "Touch it. Please."

In the waist-deep water, shielded by waves, his fingers slipped inside her bikini, finding her slick folds. "Shit, so smooth—shaved?"

"For you," she moaned, though she couldn't have known. His middle finger circled her clit, then plunged inside her tight heat. "Oh fuck, Max, yes—finger me deeper."

He pumped slowly, adding a second finger, curling to hit her G-spot. "Like that, baby? This fertile little cunt squeezing my fingers?"

"Mmm, yes—god, you're thick. Imagine your cock stretching me."

People nearby, but the water hid their sin. Max's free hand yanked her top aside, sucking a hard nipple into his mouth, biting gently. "These tits are perfect—made for milking."

She arched, grinding harder. "Suck harder—fuck, I'm gonna cum."

"Do it," he commanded, fingers thrusting faster, thumb on her clit. "Cum on my hand, Natalie."

She shattered, burying her face in his neck to muffle her cry. "Oh god, Max—yes!"

He held her through it, his cock aching, precum leaking. "Good girl. That's just the start."

They waded back to shore, her legs shaky, grabbing their towels. "Your place or mine?" she asked breathlessly, eyes dark with lust.

"Mine—short-term rental nearby," he said, leading her to the Jeep. The drive was tense, her hand on his thigh, inching up. "Can't wait to taste you," she purred.

At the hotel—a beachfront spot he'd chosen for anonymity— they barely made it inside. Door slammed, she pushed him against it, dropping to her knees. "Let me see that big cock."

Max unbuckled, freeing his nine-incher, veined and throbbing. "Suck it, Natalie. Show me how bad you want it."

She wrapped her lips around the head, tongue swirling, taking him deep. "Mmm, tastes so good—salty from the ocean." She bobbed, gagging slightly, saliva dripping. "Fuck my mouth, Max."

He gripped her platinum hair, thrusting gently. "Good slut—take it all."

She did, throat relaxing, nose to his pubes. "God, you're a natural cocksucker."

Pulling off with a pop, she stood, stripping her bikini. Naked, her body gleamed—curvy hips, shaved pussy glistening. "Eat me now."

Max lifted her onto the bed, spreading her legs. "This pussy's mine." He dove in, tongue lapping her clit, fingers spreading her lips. "So sweet—fertile honey."

"Oh fuck, Max—lick my clit harder!" She bucked, hands in his hair.

He sucked her nub, two fingers plunging deep, hooking. "Cum again, baby—squirt for me."

She did, juices flooding his mouth. "Yes—I'm cumming!"

He lapped it up, then climbed up, cock at her entrance. "Ready for this dick?"

"Fuck me, Max—breed me raw."

He thrust in, her tightness gripping him. "Shit, so tight— this cunt was made for me."

"Pound me harder!" she begged, nails raking his back.

He did, balls slapping, the bed creaking. "Take my seed, Natalie—gonna fill this fertile womb."

"Yes—cum inside me!"

With a roar, he exploded, hot ropes painting her insides. "Fuck yes!"

They collapsed, panting. "That was... wow," she whispered.

"Just the beginning," he said, already planning the tests. But for now, the captivating start had him hooked.


Chapter 3

The sun hung low over the Pacific, painting the sky in fiery oranges and pinks as Max Hammerstone and Natalie Lang strolled along the Malibu shoreline. Waves crashed rhythmically against the sand, a soothing backdrop to the electric tension building between them. Max's hand brushed hers occasionally, sending sparks up his arm. At 48, he was no stranger to conquests, but this platinum-haired beauty—23, with her lithe, curvy body and hazel eyes that screamed untamed desire—had him hooked faster than a prime real estate deal. Her bikini from earlier had been swapped for a loose sundress that clung to her sweat-dampened skin, outlining her pert tits and the flare of her fertile hips. His cock twitched in his khakis, still half-hard from their ocean fingering session where she'd cum on his hand like a geyser.

"Fuck, this view's nothing compared to you," Max said, his deep voice rumbling as he stopped, turning to face her. The wind whipped her hair, and he tucked a strand behind her ear, his thumb grazing her cheek.

Natalie smiled, biting her full lower lip—a move that made his balls ache. "Flattery will get you everywhere, Max. But seriously, this sunset? It's like the universe is setting the mood for us."

He chuckled, pulling her closer by the waist, feeling the heat of her body through the thin fabric. "Mood's already set, baby. After that little show in the water, I'm dying to taste more."

Her hazel eyes darkened with lust, and she pressed against him, her hand sliding down to palm his growing bulge. "Mmm, feels like you're ready. That big cock of yours was throbbing when I came on your fingers. Bet it's leaking for me now."

"Damn right it is," Max growled, his hand cupping her ass, squeezing firmly. "This dress is teasing me—want to rip it off and bend you over right here."

She gasped, grinding against his hardness. "Do it. No one's around this far down the beach."

They'd wandered away from the crowds, the pier a distant silhouette. Max glanced around—empty dunes, just the two of them and the fading light. "You're a naughty little thing, aren't you? Begging for it already."

Natalie's hand unzipped his khakis slowly, slipping inside to wrap around his thick shaft. "Only for a real man like you. God, Max, you're so veined—feels like it'll stretch me wide."

He groaned, thrusting into her grip as she stroked him base to tip, her thumb swirling the precum over the head. "Stroke it harder, Natalie. Show me how bad you want this dick."

She pumped faster, her breath hitching. "I want it bad. Remember in the water? Your fingers curling inside me, hitting that spot—fuck, I squirted so hard."

Max's free hand slid up her thigh, under the dress, finding her bare pussy— no panties. "Slutty girl, going commando. This cunt's still wet from earlier." His fingers parted her slick folds, teasing her entrance.

"Oh shit, Max—yes, finger me again," she moaned, her strokes faltering as he plunged two fingers deep, pumping slowly.

They stood there, groping each other like horny teens, the sunset casting a golden glow on their bodies. Max backed her toward a cluster of dunes, shielding them further. "Sit on that sand, baby. Spread those legs for me."

Natalie obeyed, dropping to the towel they'd brought, hiking her dress up to her waist. Her shaved pussy glistened in the dim light, lips swollen and pink. "Like this? Come eat me, Max. I need your tongue."

He knelt between her thighs, inhaling her musky scent. "Fuck, you smell fertile—ripe for breeding." His tongue flicked out, lapping at her clit, making her buck.

"Mmm, yes—lick my clit, suck it hard!" Natalie cried, hands fisting his salt-and-pepper hair.

Max devoured her, tongue plunging into her tight hole, then circling her nub while his fingers spread her wider. "Taste so sweet, like honey mixed with salt. This pussy's dripping down my chin."

She writhed, thighs clamping his head. "Don't stop—oh god, finger my ass too!"

Max smirked against her folds, his pinky teasing her puckered hole, slick with her juices. "Dirty girl wants her ass played with? Say please."

"Please, Max—finger my tight ass while you eat my cunt!"

He obliged, easing his pinky in knuckle-deep, feeling her clench. "So tight back here—bet your ass could take my cock someday."

The thought made her moan louder. "Fuck yes—stretch both holes!"

Max's tongue worked overtime, sucking her clit like a vacuum while his fingers thrust in sync—one in her pussy, one in her ass. Natalie's body tensed, her hips lifting off the sand. "I'm cumming—oh fuck, Max, I'm cumming on your face!"

Juices flooded his mouth, her walls pulsing around his digits. He lapped it all, growling in satisfaction. "Good girl—squirt for daddy."

Panting, Natalie pulled him up, kissing him fiercely, tasting herself on his lips. "Your turn. I want to suck that big dick."

Max stood, shucking his khakis and boxers, his nine-inch cock springing free—thick, veined, the head purple and slick. "On your knees, Natalie. Worship this cock."

She knelt in the sand, hands wrapping around his shaft, tongue flicking the tip. "Mmm, precum tastes salty—delicious." She sucked the head into her mouth, swirling her tongue, then took him deeper, gagging halfway.

"Fuck, that's it—deepthroat me, baby. Choke on it," Max grunted, hands in her platinum hair, guiding her.

Natalie bobbed, saliva dripping down his balls, her hazel eyes watering as she forced more in. "Gag—mmph—love your thick cock, Max."

He thrust gently, fucking her mouth. "Good slut—take it all. Balls deep."

She did, nose pressing to his pubes, throat convulsing around him. "Shit, yes—swallow around it."

Pulling off with a gasp, strings of spit connecting her lips to his dick, she stroked him fast. "Cum in my mouth? Or save it for my pussy?"

Max hauled her up, spinning her to face the ocean, bending her over a dune. "Pussy first. Bend over, ass up."

Natalie arched, dress hiked high, presenting her glistening cunt and ass. "Fuck me from behind, Max—pound me hard!"

He rubbed his cock along her slit, teasing. "Beg for it, fertile girl. Tell me you want my seed."

"Please, Max—breed me! Fill this tight pussy with your hot cum!"

With a growl, he thrust in balls-deep, her wetness sucking him in. "Fuck, so tight—milking me already."

"Oh god, you're huge—splitting me open!" Natalie cried, pushing back.

Max gripped her hips, pounding relentlessly, skin slapping against skin. "Take it, baby—this cock's claiming you."

Waves crashed louder, mirroring their rhythm. His hand reached around, rubbing her clit. "Cum on my dick, Natalie—squeeze me dry."

She shattered again, walls clenching. "Yes—cumming so hard!"

Max followed, roaring as he pumped rope after rope deep inside. "Take my seed—fill that womb!"

They collapsed onto the sand, breathing heavy, his cum leaking from her. "That was intense," Natalie whispered, cuddling into him.

"Just kindling the flame," Max said, already plotting the next test. But for now, the sunset faded, leaving them in twilight bliss.

The evening air cooled as they lay there, Max's arm around Natalie's shoulders, her head on his chest. The stars began to peek out, and the distant hum of the city lights flickered on the horizon. "You know, Max," she said softly, tracing circles on his abs through his shirt, "I don't do this with just anyone. But you... you feel different. Stable, strong."

He smirked inwardly—stable was the word he'd been chasing. "Yeah? What makes you say that?"

She propped up on an elbow, her hazel eyes sincere in the dim light. "Most guys I meet on the beach are surfer dudes or wannabe models—flaky as hell. You seem grounded. Like you've got your shit together."

Max nodded, his hand sliding down to cup her ass again, giving it a gentle squeeze. "I've worked hard for what I have. No silver spoon. Built it from nothing." It was a veiled truth, his billionaire empire hidden behind the "property manager" facade. "What about you? Aspiring model— that world's cutthroat."

She sighed, rolling onto her back, staring at the sky. "It is. Auditions, rejections, the constant pressure to look perfect. But yoga helps me stay centered. And honestly, I want more than that someday—a family, kids running around on a beach like this."

His cock stirred at "kids"—another green flag for fertility. "Sounds like a good life. I'd want that too—with the right woman."

Natalie turned her head, smiling coyly. "Am I the right woman?"

"Too soon to tell," he teased, but his fingers traced her thigh, inching higher. "But you're definitely lighting a fire."

She laughed, pulling him on top of her. "Then let's stoke it some more. I'm not done with you yet."

Their lips met in a slow, deep kiss, tongues dancing as the night enveloped them. Max's hand slipped under her dress again, finding her cum-slick pussy. "Still leaking my load, huh? Dirty girl."

"Mmm, love feeling it drip out," she murmured, her hand guiding his to rub their mixed juices over her clit. "Finger me with your cum—make me cum again."

He obliged, two fingers scooping his seed and thrusting back in, his thumb on her nub. "Like that? My cum as lube?"

"Fuck yes—it's so hot. Deeper, Max!"

As she moaned, he whispered in her ear, "Imagine me breeding you for real—knocking you up right here on the sand."

Her body tensed, breath hitching. "God, that turns me on. Fill me again—make me yours."

Max shed his shirt, his muscular chest gleaming in the moonlight, then positioned his hardening cock at her entrance. "Round two, baby. This time, slow and deep."

He slid in inch by inch, savoring her gasp. "Ohhh, yes—feel every vein."

They rocked together, her legs wrapped around his waist, nails digging into his back. "Fuck me like you mean it, Max—own this pussy!"

He picked up pace, grunting with each thrust. "This cunt's mine—gonna mark it with more cum."

The sand shifted under them, adding to the rawness. Natalie's tits bounced free from her dress, and he sucked a nipple hard. "Bite it—yes!"

As climax built, she begged, "Cum inside—breed me!"

With a final thrust, he exploded, filling her anew. "Take it all!"

Spent, they lay entangled, the ocean's lullaby soothing. Max's mind raced— she seemed perfect, but flaws always lurked. For now, the flame was kindled, burning bright.


Chapter 4

The moon hung high over the Malibu coastline, casting a silvery glow on the waves that lapped lazily at the shore. Max Hammerstone guided Natalie Lang along a private path lined with swaying palms, his hand firm on the small of her back, feeling the heat of her skin through the sundress that still clung to her curves from their sandy escapade. Cum from their dune fuck earlier leaked down her thighs, a sticky reminder that made his cock stir anew in his khakis. Max was a predator in disguise—his muscular frame, salt-and-pepper hair, and piercing eyes hiding the billionaire behind the "property manager" facade. But Natalie, with her platinum hair tousled from the wind and their rough play, her hazel eyes sparkling with post-orgasm haze, seemed none the wiser. She was 23, lithe and curvy, her body a fertile temptation that had him plotting his next move: test her deeper, fuck her harder, see if she cracked like the others.

"Wow, Max, this place is insane," Natalie breathed as they approached the beach house—a sprawling modern villa with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the ocean. It was one of his secret properties, a multimillion-dollar hideaway he claimed was "borrowed from a buddy who's out of town." The lights were dimmed low, the deck furnished with plush loungers and a hot tub bubbling invitingly.

"Yeah, my friend hooks me up sometimes," Max lied smoothly, unlocking the door with a keycard that screamed luxury. "Perks of knowing the right people in property management. Come on in—let's get you cleaned up. Or dirtier."

Natalie giggled, stepping inside, her bare feet padding on the cool marble floor. The air smelled of salt and expensive sandalwood. "Dirtier sounds fun. That cum of yours is still dripping out of me—feels so slutty."

Max's dick throbbed at her words. He pulled her close in the foyer, kissing her neck, hands roaming her ass. "Good. I like my women marked. But let's freshen up. Shower's this way."

He led her to the master bathroom—a spa-like oasis with a rainfall showerhead and heated floors. Natalie stripped off her dress without hesitation, revealing her naked form: pert tits with hard pink nipples, a flat stomach leading to flared hips, and her shaved pussy still glistening with their mixed fluids. "Join me?" she purred, stepping under the hot spray.

"Fuck yes," Max growled, shedding his clothes to reveal his chiseled abs, broad chest, and that nine-inch cock already semi-hard, veined and ready. He stepped in behind her, the water cascading over them, washing away the sand but not the heat.

Natalie turned, pressing her tits against him, soaping his chest with her hands. "God, your body's unreal— all muscle and power. Makes me wet just looking."

His hands lathered her curves, thumbs circling her nipples. "You're the one built for sin, baby. These tits—perfect handfuls." He pinched one, eliciting a moan.

"Mmm, harder—twist them," she begged, her hand dropping to stroke his cock, feeling it harden fully in her grip. "This monster stretched me so good earlier. Bet it'll feel even better clean."

Max spun her around, pressing her against the tile, his dick nestling between her ass cheeks. "Grind on it, Natalie. Show me how bad you want round three."

She arched back, sliding her slick ass up and down his shaft. "Like this? Feel how wet my pussy is again? Your cum's still inside—mixing with my juices."

"Fuck, yeah—dirty talk like that gets me rock hard." His fingers found her clit from behind, rubbing in circles. "This little button's swollen. Cum for me quick—then we'll play."

"Oh shit, Max—right there!" Natalie bucked, the water amplifying the slick sounds. "Finger my hole too—stuff me!"

He plunged two fingers into her cunt, curling them while thumbing her clit. "Squeeze them, baby—milk my fingers like you will my cock."

She came fast, walls pulsing, squirting against his hand. "Yes—fucking cumming!"

Max pulled out, tasting her on his fingers. "Sweet as ever. Now, dry off. I've got plans for you in the living room."

They toweled quickly, Natalie's body flushed pink from the heat and orgasm. Max led her to the spacious living area, where a massive sectional faced the ocean view. He dimmed the lights further, queuing soft, sultry music on the hidden sound system—something with a heavy bass that pulsed like a heartbeat. "Sit, Max," Natalie commanded, pushing him onto the couch with a playful shove. "I promised a demo of my flexibility. But first, a show."

Max leaned back, his cock jutting up proudly, still glistening from the shower. "Strip for me, then? Tease this dick."

Natalie swayed to the music, her hazel eyes locked on his. She started slow, hands roaming her body—cupping her tits, pinching nipples, then trailing down to her pussy, spreading her lips to show him the pink inside. "Like what you see? This body's all yours tonight."

"Fuck, yes—turn around, bend over. Show me that ass."

She complied, bending at the waist, ass cheeks spreading to reveal her puckered hole and dripping slit. "See how wet? Your cum's still leaking out." She slapped her own ass, the sound echoing.

Max stroked his cock slowly. "Good girl—now dance on me. Lap dance, baby. Grind that fertile pussy on my lap."

Natalie straddled him reverse, her ass hovering over his thighs. She lowered slowly, grinding in circles, her wet folds sliding along his shaft without penetration. "Feel that heat? My cunt's aching for you."

"Shit, Natalie—bounce on it. Tease the head."

She did, lifting and dropping, the tip of his cock kissing her entrance each time. "Mmm, so close—want to impale myself, but not yet."

Max's hands gripped her hips, guiding her rhythm. "You're a natural tease. Flip around—face me. I want those tits in my mouth."

She spun, straddling him forward, her breasts level with his face. As she ground harder, he sucked a nipple deep, biting gently. "Oh fuck, Max—suck harder! Milk them like I'm breeding."

His cock slipped along her clit with each grind, precum mixing with her juices. "This lap dance is killing me—your pussy's so slick, sliding on my dick."

Natalie moaned, speeding up. "Cum like this? Or let me worship it properly?"

"Worship," Max commanded, pushing her to her knees between his legs. "Suck my cock like a good slut."

On her knees, Natalie licked from balls to tip, tongue flat and wet. "These balls are heavy—full of seed for me?" She sucked one into her mouth, humming.

"Fuck yes—suck them gentle, then deepthroat the shaft."

She obliged, rolling his balls with her tongue, then taking his cock deep, gagging as it hit her throat. "Gllk—mmph—love choking on you, Max."

He fisted her platinum hair, thrusting up. "Take it all—nose to my pubes, baby."

She did, eyes watering, saliva dripping down his balls. "Good girl—now bob faster. Sloppy as fuck."

Natalie pulled off with a pop, strings of spit connecting. "Your turn to eat me. 69? I want that tongue while I suck."

Max lay back on the sectional, pulling her on top. "Straddle my face, ass toward me. Feed me that pussy."

Natalie positioned herself, her dripping cunt hovering over his mouth, her mouth back on his cock. "Like this? Fuck my face while you lick."

Max's tongue plunged into her hole, tasting their earlier cum. "Mmm, creamy—our mix tastes filthy." He lapped at her clit, fingers spreading her ass.

"Oh god, Max—eat my ass too!" Natalie begged, deepthroating him in rhythm.

He rimmed her puckered hole, tongue circling, then dipping in. "Tight little asshole—bet it's virgin."

"Mmm, almost—finger it while you suck my clit!"

Max eased a finger into her ass, his mouth vacuuming her nub. Natalie bucked, sucking harder, her moans vibrating his shaft.

They built like that—oral worship turning frantic. "Cum in my mouth, Max—feed me!" she pleaded around his cock.

"You first—squirt on my face!"

Natalie shattered, juices flooding his chin, ass clenching his finger. "Yes—cumming so hard!"

Max followed, hips bucking, pumping ropes down her throat. "Swallow it all—fuck!"

She did, milking him dry, then collapsed beside him, cum on her lips. "That was... unfurling passion alright."

Max pulled her close, mind whirring. She seemed stable, fertile— but tests loomed. For now, the night was young.

They lounged on the couch, bodies entwined, the ocean's roar a distant hum through the windows. Natalie traced patterns on his chest, her hazel eyes soft in the low light. "Max, you're different. Most guys fuck and ghost. You make me feel... seen."

He smirked, hand cupping her breast idly. "Seen? Or fucked senseless?"

She laughed, nipping his shoulder. "Both. But seriously—tell me more about you. Property manager life sound boring, but you carry yourself like a boss."

Max tensed slightly—probing. "It's steady work. Deal with tenants, fix shit. Built a decent life from it." Veiled truth. "What about you? Modeling—ever think about kids derailing that?"

Natalie sighed, rolling to straddle him again, her pussy pressing against his softening cock. "Kids? Yeah, someday. But modeling's temporary. I want stability—a man who can provide, but not just money. Passion, like this."

His dick stirred at her words. "Passion's key. And fertility—nothing hotter than a woman ready to breed."

She ground slowly. "Turns you on? Me, fertile and willing?"

"Fuck yes." He hardened beneath her. "Round four?"

Natalie slid down, kissing his abs. "Let me get you ready." Her mouth engulfed him again, sucking life back into his shaft.

As she blew him, Max pondered— she passed the initial tests. But flaws always surfaced. Tonight, though, passion unfurled unchecked.




Chapter 5

The beach house living room pulsed with the low bass of the music Max had queued earlier, the kind that thrummed deep in your chest like a second heartbeat. Natalie Lang lay sprawled across the massive sectional, her naked body glistening with a fresh sheen of sweat from their 69 session, platinum hair fanned out like a wild halo. Cum from when she’d swallowed him down still lingered on her lips, and she licked them slowly, hazel eyes locked on Max with that hungry, post-orgasm glow. At 23, she was every inch the fertile temptation he craved—lithe curves, flared hips made for breeding, and a shaved pussy still puffy and leaking from the tongue-fucking he’d given her.

Max Hammerstone stood over her, his muscular 48-year-old frame towering, cock already twitching back to life despite the load she’d milked from him minutes ago. Salt-and-pepper hair damp at the temples, abs flexing with each breath, he was the picture of controlled power—the billionaire hidden behind the “property manager” mask. But right now, all he wanted was to bury himself balls-deep in this young beauty and test just how much she could take.

“Fuck, Natalie,” he growled, voice low and rough, “you swallowed every drop like a champ. But I’m not done with you yet.”

She stretched languidly, arching her back so her pert tits thrust upward, nipples still hard and pink from his earlier bites. “Good. Because my pussy’s aching for that thick cock again. Come here, Max—fuck me proper this time.”

He hauled her up by the waist, their bodies slamming together in a heated kiss. Tongues tangled, tasting each other’s release, as his hands roamed her ass, squeezing the firm cheeks. “You want it proper? Then you’re getting it against that window. I want the whole ocean watching while I stretch that fertile little cunt.”

Natalie moaned into his mouth, grinding her slick folds against his reviving shaft. “Yes—god, yes. Fuck me where everyone could see if they looked hard enough. Make me your dirty slut.”

Max walked her backward across the room, never breaking the kiss, until her back hit the floor-to-ceiling glass overlooking the dark Pacific. The cool pane made her gasp, nipples tightening even more. Moonlight spilled across the water, waves rolling in silver and black, but inside it was all heat and hunger.

“Legs up,” he ordered, gripping her thighs and lifting her effortlessly. Natalie wrapped her legs around his waist, ankles locking behind his back, her shaved pussy hovering right over his now rock-hard nine inches. The head of his cock nudged her entrance, slick with her juices and his leftover spit from eating her out.

“Feel that?” he rasped, rocking his hips so the fat crown parted her lips. “That’s nine thick inches ready to wreck you.”

Natalie’s breath hitched, nails digging into his shoulders. “Do it, Max—slide it in slow. I want to feel every vein stretch me open.”

He pushed forward, inch by inch, watching her face contort in pleasure-pain as her tight walls yielded. “Fuck… so goddamn tight. Your pussy’s sucking me in like it’s starving for cum.”

Halfway in, he paused, letting her adjust, then slammed the rest home in one brutal thrust. Natalie cried out, head thunking back against the glass. “Oh my god—yes! You’re so deep—hitting my cervix!”

Max started pounding, hips snapping forward, the wet slap of skin on skin echoing through the room. Each thrust lifted her ass off the window slightly before gravity and his grip slammed her back down onto his cock. “Take it, baby. This fertile cunt was made for breeding. Imagine me knocking you up right here—my seed painting your womb while the ocean watches.”

Her tits bounced wildly with every thrust, nipples brushing his chest. “Fuck yes—breed me, Max! Fill me up—make me drip your cum for days!”

He shifted his angle, grinding upward so the head of his cock dragged over her G-spot on every stroke. Natalie’s eyes rolled back, mouth falling open in a silent scream. “Right there—oh shit, right there! I’m gonna squirt again!”

“Do it,” he snarled, one hand sliding between them to rub her swollen clit in tight circles. “Squirt all over my cock while I fuck you stupid.”

Her walls fluttered, then clamped down hard as she came, a hot gush of clear fluid spraying out around his pistoning shaft, soaking his balls and dripping down the glass. “Cumming—fuck, Max, I’m cumming so hard!”

Max didn’t slow. He kept hammering, the obscene squelch of her squirting pussy filling the air. “That’s my girl—drench me. Now turn around. I want to see that ass while I rail you.”

He spun her mid-thrust, pressing her tits and belly flush against the cold glass. Natalie’s palms splayed on the window, back arched, ass presented perfectly. Max gripped her hips and drove back in, deeper than before, balls slapping her clit.

“Look out there,” he grunted, reaching around to pinch her nipples. “All those lights on the coast—people eating dinner, fucking in their beds. None of them know I’m balls-deep in the hottest little breeder on the beach.”

Natalie pushed back to meet his thrusts, moaning loud enough to fog the glass. “Let them watch—let them see how you own this pussy. Harder, Max—fuck me like you’re trying to put a baby in me!”

He obliged, one hand sliding up to grip her throat lightly, the other spanking her ass cheek hard enough to leave a pink handprint. “You want my baby? Beg for my load, then.”

“Please—cum inside me! Breed me raw—flood my womb!”

Max’s rhythm grew erratic, his heavy balls drawing tight. “Not yet, baby. I’m pulling out. I want to paint these perfect tits.”

He yanked free with a wet pop, spun her again so her back was to the window, and shoved her to her knees. Natalie’s mouth was already open, but he shook his head. “Not your mouth. Your tits. Push them together.”

She obeyed instantly, cupping her breasts and squeezing them into a tight valley. Max fisted his glistening cock, stroking furiously, the head purple and angry.

“Open your mouth—tongue out,” he commanded.

Natalie did, eyes locked on his cock, tongue extended like an offering.

With a guttural roar, Max erupted. Thick, ropey jets of hot cum blasted across her chest—splattering over her tits, dripping down her cleavage, some landing on her tongue and chin. “Take it—fuck, take every drop!”

Pulse after pulse painted her, until her tits were glazed white and shiny. Natalie moaned, scooping some up with her fingers and sucking them clean. “Mmm… your cum tastes so good. Still warm.”

Max leaned down, kissing her cum-smeared mouth, tasting himself on her tongue. “Good girl. You took that like a champion.”

They stayed like that for a long moment, panting, bodies slick with sweat and sex. Then Max lifted her again, carrying her to the oversized bed in the master suite. He laid her down gently, grabbing a warm washcloth from the bathroom to wipe her clean—tender after the brutality.

Natalie watched him, a soft smile on her lips. “That was… insane. I’ve never been fucked against a window before. Felt like the whole world could see.”

Max chuckled, climbing in beside her, pulling her against his chest. “Maybe they did. Maybe some lucky bastard got a show tonight.” His hand stroked her hair, but his mind was already turning. She’d passed every physical test with flying colors—eager, fertile, responsive. No greed in her eyes when she talked about the future. But he knew better than to trust it yet. The flaw always surfaced.

Still, lying there with her leg draped over his, her breathing evening out, Max felt a dangerous spark of hope. “You’re something else, Natalie,” he murmured, kissing her forehead.

She snuggled closer, voice sleepy and content. “So are you, Max. Don’t disappear on me, okay? This feels… real.”

He smiled into the dark, but didn’t answer. Real was exactly what he was testing for. And the next chapter would tell if she was truly stable enough to carry his heir—or if her instability would shatter everything like the ones before her.

For now, though, he let himself enjoy the afterglow, cock softening against her thigh, the ocean roaring outside like applause for their consummation.


Chapter 6

The midday sun blazed down on the Malibu beach, turning the sand into a scorching blanket underfoot. Max Hammerstone and Natalie Lang had claimed a spot near the dunes, away from the thickest crowds but still in the thick of the action—surfers riding waves, families picnicking, and sunbathers oiling up. Max spread out a large towel, his muscular frame casting a shadow over Natalie as she peeled off her cover-up to reveal a skimpy red bikini that barely contained her curvy assets. At 48, Max was playing the role of the modest property manager to perfection, his salt-and-pepper hair tousled by the breeze, khaki shorts hiding the semi-hard cock that stirred every time he glanced at her fertile hips and pert tits. But inside, the billionaire was calculating—testing her boundaries, seeing if this aspiring model with her platinum hair and hazel eyes could handle the raunchy side of his desires without cracking.

"Damn, Natalie, that bikini's a fucking crime," Max growled low, his deep voice barely audible over the crashing waves. He sat beside her, his hand casually brushing her thigh as she settled in.

She smirked, adjusting the strings that tied at her hips, giving him a flash of smooth, shaved skin. "Like it? Picked it out thinking of you—easy access." Her hazel eyes sparkled with mischief, and she leaned in, whispering, "After last night against that window, I'm still sore. But in the best way."

Max's cock twitched at the memory—pounding her against the glass, pulling out to paint her tits with his cum. "Good. Means I did my job right. Now, lie back. Let me lotion you up before you burn."

Natalie obeyed, stretching out on her stomach, her ass cheeks peeking out from the thong bottom. Max squirted sunscreen into his palm, warming it before starting at her shoulders, his strong hands kneading her muscles. "Mmm, that feels good," she moaned softly, loud enough for only him to hear. "Lower, Max. Get my ass nice and slick."

He chuckled darkly, his fingers dipping under the fabric, grazing her crack. "Careful, baby. We're in public. Don't want to give these families a show."

She wiggled her hips teasingly. "Why not? Bet they'd learn a thing or two watching you handle me."

Max's hand slipped further, his middle finger tracing her puckered hole through the thin material. "Naughty girl. This tight little ass still thinking about my tongue from last night?"

Natalie bit her lip, glancing around at the scattered beachgoers—a couple reading books twenty feet away, kids building sandcastles further down. "Fuck yes. Rim me again later? But right now... touch my pussy. No one's looking."

His pulse quickened. This was the test—how far would she go in public? He draped a spare towel over her lower half for cover, then slid his hand under, fingers finding her bikini bottom soaked. "Already wet? Slutty little thing." He parted the fabric, circling her clit lightly.

"Oh god, Max—yes, right there," she whispered, burying her face in her arms to muffle the sound. Her hips shifted subtly, grinding against his touch.

Max added pressure, rubbing in slow circles while his thumb teased her entrance. "This fertile cunt's dripping. Thinking about me breeding you right here on the beach?"

She nodded, breath hitching. "Mmm-hmm. Imagine slipping your cock in under this towel—fucking me slow while people walk by."

He plunged a finger inside her, feeling her walls clench. "Like this? Finger-fucking you in broad daylight?"

"Two fingers—deeper!" Natalie begged, her voice a hushed plea. The couple nearby laughed at something in their book, oblivious.

Max obliged, adding a second finger, curling them to hit her G-spot. "Quiet, baby. Don't want to get caught." But he pumped faster, the wet sounds hidden by the waves.

Natalie's thighs trembled. "I'm close—rub my clit too!"

His thumb flicked her nub while his fingers thrust. "Cum for me, Natalie. Squirt under this towel like a good girl."

She bit down on her arm, body tensing as she came, juices coating his hand. "Fuck—yes, cumming!"

Max withdrew slowly, sucking his fingers clean discreetly. "Taste like heaven. Now, my turn. Feel how hard you made me?"

Natalie rolled onto her side, her hand sneaking under his waistband to grip his throbbing cock. "Holy shit, Max—you're rock hard. Let me stroke you."

Under the towel now draped over both their laps, she wrapped her fist around his nine-inch shaft, pumping slowly. "Veins popping—bet this would stretch me wide right now."

Max leaned back on his elbows, scanning the beach casually. A jogger passed by, headphones in, not glancing their way. "Faster, baby. Twist at the head."

She did, her thumb swirling his precum. "Like this? Imagine my mouth instead—deepthroating you while waves crash."

"Fuck," he grunted low, hips bucking subtly. "You're gonna make me cum in my shorts."

Natalie grinned wickedly. "Do it. Shoot your load right here—mark me under the towel."

But Max had other ideas. He pulled her hand away, adjusting himself. "Not yet. Let's take a walk. Those dunes look private."

Natalie's eyes lit up. "Quickie? Hell yes."

They packed up quickly, strolling hand-in-hand toward the sandy hills dotted with scrub brush. The dunes provided natural barriers, and they slipped behind one, out of sight from the main beach but with the thrill of potential discovery.

Max pinned her against a grassy mound, kissing her hungrily, hands yanking her bikini top down to free her tits. "These perfect nipples—hard as diamonds." He sucked one into his mouth, biting gently.

"Oh fuck, Max—yes, suck harder!" Natalie moaned, her fingers fumbling with his shorts, freeing his cock. It sprang out, thick and veined, the head glistening.

She dropped to her knees in the sand, not caring about the grit. "Let me taste you first." Her tongue licked from base to tip, then she swallowed him deep, gagging slightly.

"Good girl—choke on it," Max groaned, hands in her platinum hair, thrusting gently. "Slobber all over my dick, baby."

Natalie bobbed, saliva dripping down his balls. "Mmm, tastes salty from the sun—love your thick cock."

Voices drifted from nearby—beachgoers walking the path. Max froze, but Natalie sucked harder, eyes daring him.

"Fuck—keep going. Risk it," he whispered.

She deepthroated him, throat convulsing, until he pulled her up. "Bend over, ass up. Time to fuck."

Natalie braced against the dune, bikini bottom pulled aside. "Ram it in, Max—breed me quick!"

He thrust home in one stroke, her pussy sucking him in. "Shit, so wet—tight as ever."

"Pound me—balls deep!" she gasped, pushing back.

Max gripped her hips, slamming relentlessly, the slap of skin muffled by the wind. "This fertile cunt's mine—gonna fill it up."

"Yes—cum inside! Knock me up in the dunes!"

Her walls clenched as she came again, milking him. Max roared low, pumping hot ropes deep. "Take my seed—fuck!"

They panted, his cum leaking as he pulled out. "That was raunchy as hell," Natalie laughed breathlessly.

Max kissed her. "Just the start." But in his mind, the test continued—she'd risked public play without hesitation. Stable? Or unstable thrill-seeker?

The sun dipped lower as they returned to their towel, bodies buzzing from the quickie. Natalie sipped water, her bikini adjusted but cum still trickling down her thigh. "God, Max, that was hot. Never done it in dunes before."

He smirked, hand on her knee. "Adventurous girl. What else you into?"

She leaned in, voice sultry. "Everything with you. Role-play? Toys? Tell me your fantasies."

Max's mind raced—breeding was his core, but he'd push boundaries. "How about tonight? Back at the house—I'll tie you up, tease you till you beg."

Natalie's hazel eyes darkened. "Yes—make me your sub. Spank me if I'm bad."

The conversation flowed, raunchy and revealing, as the beach crowd thinned. Max tested subtly: "Ever think about the future? Kids, family—amid all this fun?"

She nodded, tracing his arm. "Yeah. Want that stability. But right now? More revels."

Evening approached, and they headed back to the beach house. Inside, Max poured wine, the ocean view twinkling with lights. "Strip for me again," he commanded.

Natalie did a slow tease, bikini dropping to reveal her cum-smeared pussy. "Like what you see? Still leaking your load."

"Fuck yes." He pulled her to the deck, hot tub steaming. "In here—let's get filthy."

They sank into the bubbles, Natalie straddling him. "Your cock's hard again—ride it?"

Max guided her down, impaling her. "Bounce, baby—milk me."

She rode hard, tits splashing water. "Oh god—deep! Breed me more!"

They fucked until she squirted in the tub, then he bent her over the edge, taking her ass with fingers while pounding her cunt. "This hole next time?"

"Yes—fuck my ass soon!"

Climax hit, his cum filling her again. Exhausted, they dried off, cuddling in bed. Max pondered—raunchy revels passed, but her mood swings earlier hinted at something. The flaw loomed.


Chapter 7

Max Hammerstone paced the sleek kitchen of the beach house, the ocean view through the windows doing nothing to calm the calculated storm brewing in his mind. Today, he'd fake a crisis—relocation stress from his "job"—to see if she crumbled or comforted. If she did, the reward would be sweet: a massage escalating to slippery, full-body oil sex that would leave her dripping and him one step closer to trusting her stability.

Natalie sauntered in from the bedroom, fresh from a shower, wearing nothing but one of his button-down shirts that barely skimmed her thighs. Her hazel eyes lit up at the sight of him, but she frowned when she caught his tense posture. "Max? You okay? You look like someone's about to evict you from your own fake rental."

He forced a heavy sigh, running a hand through his salt-and-pepper hair, his muscular frame slumping against the counter. "It's nothing, baby. Just... work shit. My boss called—says there's a big relocation coming up. Might have to move cross-country for a new property gig. It's stressing me the fuck out."

Natalie's expression softened immediately, and she closed the distance, her hands sliding up his chest. "Aw, Max, that sucks. Come here." She pulled him into a hug, her body pressing against his, the shirt riding up to reveal the curve of her ass. "Tell me more. Is it definite? Or just talk?"

Max wrapped his arms around her waist, inhaling her fresh scent—coconut shampoo mixed with the faint musk of their earlier romps. "Definite enough to worry. Packing up, starting over... it's a lot. Feels like everything's unstable." He tested her with the word, watching her reaction.

She pulled back slightly, cupping his face with genuine concern in her eyes. "Hey, stability's what you make it. If it happens, we'll figure it out. I'm not going anywhere—I've got yoga classes here, modeling auditions, but you're worth the hassle." She kissed him softly, her lips lingering. "Let me help. How about a massage? Work out that tension."

Max's cock stirred at the offer—perfect setup for the reward. "Yeah? That sounds good. But only if you're up for it."

Natalie grinned, her hazel eyes turning playful. "Up for it? Baby, I'll make you forget all about relocation." She led him to the bedroom, where she'd already dimmed the lights and lit a few candles. "Strip down and lie on your stomach. I'll grab the oil."

Max shed his clothes, his nine-inch cock already half-hard in anticipation, lying face-down on the king-sized bed. The sheets were still rumpled from last night's fuckfest. Natalie returned with a bottle of warmed massage oil, straddling his back in just the shirt, her bare pussy brushing his skin.

"Feel that?" she whispered, drizzling oil over his shoulders. "My wet pussy on your back. But first, relaxation." Her hands, strong from yoga, dug into his muscles, kneading the knots with expert pressure.

"Fuck, Natalie—that's amazing," Max groaned, genuinely enjoying it. "Deeper... yeah, right there."

She worked down his spine, her thumbs circling, then to his ass, squeezing the firm cheeks. "God, your body's a work of art. All this muscle from 'property managing'? Bet you swing more than hammers." Her fingers teased his crack, grazing his balls.

Max chuckled low. "You have no idea. Keep going—feels like heaven."

Natalie poured more oil, her hands sliding between his thighs, brushing his sack. "Turn over, Max. Time for the front."

He flipped, his cock now fully erect, pointing skyward like a veined tower. Natalie's eyes widened, licking her lips. "Holy shit—look at you. Hard already?" She straddled his hips, her pussy hovering over his shaft, oil dripping from her hands onto his chest.

"Can't help it with you," he said, voice husky. "Massage my cock too?"

She laughed, pouring oil directly on his dick, wrapping both hands around it. "Like this? Stroking your thick shaft all slick?" She pumped slowly, twisting at the head, her thumbs rubbing the sensitive underside.

"Fuck yes—tighter, baby. Milk it slow."

Natalie leaned forward, her tits spilling out of the unbuttoned shirt, nipples hard. "These need oil too?" She drizzled some on her chest, rubbing it in, making her skin gleam.

Max reached up, cupping her breasts, thumbs circling her nipples. "Perfect tits—made for this." He pinched, eliciting a moan.

"Mmm, Max—your hands feel so good. But this massage is about you." She slid down, her oiled tits pressing against his cock, wrapping them around his shaft for a slippery tit-fuck.

"Oh shit—yeah, fuck my dick with those tits," Max grunted, thrusting up between her cleavage.

Natalie bounced, her flesh enveloping him, oil making it glide effortlessly. "Like this? Your cock sliding between my slick tits? Cum on them if you want."

"Not yet," he growled, pulling her up. "Straddle my face first. I want to taste that pussy."

Natalie eagerly positioned herself, lowering her shaved cunt onto his mouth. "Eat me, Max—lick up my juices."

His tongue plunged in, lapping her folds, the oil from her hands mixing with her wetness. "Taste so fertile—sweet and ready." He sucked her clit, fingers spreading her ass.

"Oh fuck—tongue-fuck me deeper!" Natalie cried, grinding down, her hands bracing on the headboard.

Max rimmed her asshole with a finger, dipping in with oil. "This tight hole—want me to finger it while I suck your clit?"

"Yes—stretch my ass!" She bucked as he eased in, his mouth vacuuming her nub.

Natalie came hard, squirting on his chin. "Cumming—oh god, yes!"

He lapped it up, then flipped her onto her back. "My turn to oil you up proper." He poured a generous amount over her body, rubbing it into her tits, stomach, thighs—everywhere glistening.

"Feels so slippery—fuck me now, Max," she begged, spreading her legs wide.

He positioned his oiled cock at her entrance, sliding in slow. "Feel that? Every inch filling your tight cunt."

"Ohhh—yes, so deep! Pound me—make me slide all over these sheets."

Max thrust hard, the oil making their bodies slap wetly, skin gliding effortlessly. "This pussy's gripping me—milking my dick for cum."

Natalie's hands roamed his oiled chest, nails scraping. "Harder—breed me, Max! Fill this fertile womb!"

He hooked her legs over his shoulders, driving deeper. "Take it—feel my balls slapping your ass?"

"Yes—spank me too!"

His hand cracked against her oiled cheek, leaving a red mark. "Dirty girl—beg for more."

"Please—spank my ass while you fuck me!"

He alternated thrusts with smacks, her moans echoing. Then he pulled out, flipping her to all fours. "Ass up—time for doggy."

Natalie arched, presenting her slick holes. "Ram it in—fuck me like an animal!"

Max plunged back in, gripping her hips, pounding relentlessly. "This view—your ass bouncing on my cock. So fucking hot."

"Reach around—rub my clit!" she demanded.

He did, fingers circling her nub while he hammered. "Cum again—squirt on my dick!"

She shattered, walls pulsing, juices spraying. "Yes—cumming hard!"

Max kept going, oil everywhere, bodies sliding. "Now, your ass—want to try?"

Natalie hesitated a second, then nodded. "Yes—oil it up. Fuck my tight ass slow."

He poured more oil, fingering her hole to prep. "Relax, baby—breathe."

The head of his cock pressed against her pucker, easing in inch by inch. "Oh fuck— so tight! Stretching me wide," Natalie gasped.

"Take it—good girl," Max groaned, bottoming out. He thrust gently, building speed.

"Faster—fuck my ass harder!" she begged, one hand rubbing her pussy.

Max pounded, the oil making it slick and deep. "This ass is mine—gonna cum in it?"

"No—pull out, cum on my tits again!"

He obliged, flipping her at the last second, stroking his cock over her chest. "Here it comes—fuck!"

Ropes of hot cum splattered her tits, neck, even her face. "Yes—cover me!"

Natalie scooped some, sucking her fingers. "Mmm—your seed tastes perfect."

They collapsed, oiled and spent, laughing breathlessly. "That was the best massage ever," Max said, pulling her close.

Natalie kissed him. "Glad I could help with your 'stress.' Whatever happens with the relocation, I'm here."

Max smiled inwardly—she'd comforted without flinching. Passed the endurance test. But her earlier mood swing on the beach nagged at him. The flaw was there, waiting.

For now, though, in the afterglow, he held her, their slippery bodies entwined.


Chapter 8

The late afternoon sun filtered through the beach house blinds, casting long shadows across the living room floor like omens Max Hammerstone couldn't quite ignore. He'd been watching Natalie Lang more closely since the "relocation stress" test yesterday—how she'd comforted him without a hint of greed or panic, turning it into that slippery, oiled-up fuck session that left them both exhausted and satisfied Max was no fool; his salt-and-pepper hair and chiseled physique had gotten him far, but it was his sharp instincts that built his hidden empire. Natalie had aced every challenge so far. Public teases on the beach, dune quickies, hot tub poundings—she took it all with eager moans and begging for more. But something nagged at him: those subtle mood swings. One minute she'd be laughing, the next snapping over nothing, like clouds passing over the sun.

They were lounging on the couch, Natalie in tiny cutoff shorts and a crop top that barely contained her pert tits, scrolling through her phone while Max pretended to check "work emails" on his laptop. Actually, he was running a deeper background check on her—clean so far, no red flags beyond a few parking tickets and an old modeling gig that went south. But real flaws didn't show up on paper.

"Fuck this," Natalie suddenly muttered, tossing her phone onto the coffee table with a clatter. Her hazel eyes flashed with irritation, her full lips pursing into a pout.

Max glanced up, eyebrow arched. "What's up, baby? Bad news?"

She huffed, crossing her arms under her breasts, pushing them up enticingly. "Just some bullshit audition rejection. They said I was 'too edgy' or whatever. Like, what the hell does that even mean? I'm perfect for that role!"

He set the laptop aside, pulling her closer by the waist. "Hey, their loss. You're smoking hot—any director with eyes would cast you." He kissed her neck, testing the waters, his hand sliding up her thigh.

Natalie shrugged him off, standing abruptly. "Yeah, well, it pisses me off. I need a shower. Clear my head." She stormed toward the bathroom, her ass swaying in those shorts, but the swing lacked its usual playfulness.

Max watched her go, a shadow of doubt creeping in. Mood swing number three this week—snappy over breakfast, weepy after a yoga call yesterday, now this. Bipolar? Or just young and hormonal? He brushed it off for now; she hadn't cracked under his tests yet. But he'd keep watching. In the meantime, nothing cleared tension like a good fuck.

He gave her a minute, then followed, stripping off his shirt en route to reveal his ripped abs and broad chest. The bathroom door was ajar, steam already billowing out. Inside, Natalie stood under the rainfall showerhead, water cascading over her naked body—platinum hair plastered to her shoulders, droplets tracing her curves, her shaved pussy glistening under the spray.

"Room for one more?" Max asked, voice low and rumbling as he shucked his shorts, his nine-inch cock springing free, already thickening at the sight.

Natalie glanced over her shoulder, her irritation melting into a sultry smile. "Only if you make me forget that stupid email. Come scrub my back... or something dirtier."

Max stepped in behind her, the hot water hitting his skin like a wake-up call. He pressed against her, his hard cock nestling between her ass cheeks. "Dirtier it is." His hands roamed her soapy body, cupping her tits from behind, thumbs rolling her nipples into hard peaks.

"Mmm, that's better," she moaned, arching into his touch. "Pinch them harder—make it hurt a little."

He obliged, twisting her nipples sharply, eliciting a gasp. "Like that, baby? Rough to match your mood?"

Natalie ground back against his shaft. "Fuck yes. I was pissed, but now I just want you to wreck me. Slam me against this wall and fuck the frustration out."

Max's doubt flickered—mood swing brushed aside, just like that? But his cock throbbed, overriding caution. He spun her around, backing her against the tiled wall, the cool surface contrasting the hot water. "Spread your legs. Show me that wet pussy."

She hooked one leg around his waist, her hand guiding his to her slick folds. "Feel how ready I am? That email bullshit made me tense, but your cock's the cure."

His fingers plunged in, two at once, curling deep. "So fucking tight—clenching already. You need this dick bad, huh?"

"Oh god, yes—finger me faster!" Natalie cried, her head thunking back against the wall, water streaming down her face.

Max pumped harder, his thumb grinding her clit. "Beg for it, fertile girl. Tell me you want me to breed this cunt right here in the shower."

"Please, Max—fuck me raw! Fill me with your hot cum—make me drip it down the drain!"

He withdrew his fingers, replacing them with his cock, thrusting in to the hilt in one brutal stroke. The water made it slick, but her tightness gripped him like a vice. "Take it—all nine inches splitting you open."

Natalie's nails raked his back, legs wrapping tighter. "Yes—pound me harder! Fuck the anger out of me!"

Max gripped her ass, lifting her fully off the ground, her back sliding up the wall with each powerful thrust. The slap of wet skin echoed in the steam-filled room, water splashing everywhere. "This ass—perfect for spanking." His hand cracked against her cheek, the sound sharp.

"Again—spank me red!" she demanded, her tits bouncing with every slam.

He alternated smacks with thrusts, her moans turning to screams. "Good slut—taking my cock like a champ. Your pussy's milking me—begging for seed."

"Breed me, Max—knock me up! I want your baby swelling my belly!"

The words fueled him, his hips pistoning faster. He reached between them, rubbing her clit furiously. "Cum on my dick first—squirt all over me."

Natalie's body tensed, walls fluttering. "Oh fuck—I'm cumming! Yes, yes—harder!"

She exploded, juices mixing with the water, her pussy spasming around him. Max kept pounding through it, then pulled out suddenly. "Not inside yet. On your knees—suck me clean."

Natalie dropped to the shower floor, water pounding her back, mouth engulfing his cock. "Mmm—taste my cum on you? So filthy." She deepthroated, gagging, saliva mixing with the spray.

"Fuck your throat, baby—choke on it," Max grunted, hands in her wet hair, thrusting gently.

She took it all, eyes watering, then pulled off with a pop. "Bend me over—fuck me from behind now."

Max hauled her up, spinning her to face the wall, her hands bracing as he kicked her legs wider. "Ass out—present that dripping cunt."

She arched, water running down her crack. "Ram it in—destroy me!"

He thrust deep, balls slapping her clit. "Like this? Pounding your fertile hole?"

"Yes—deeper! Finger my ass too—stretch both!"

Max slicked a finger with shower gel, easing it into her tight pucker. "So greedy—ass clenching my finger while your pussy sucks my cock."

"Oh shit—yes, fuck both holes! I'm gonna cum again!"

He added a second finger, scissoring her ass while hammering her cunt. "Cum, baby—milk me dry!"

Natalie shattered once more, squirting backward onto his thighs. "Cumming—fuck, Max!"

He pulled out of both, stroking his cock. "Where do you want my load? Tits? Face? Inside?"

"Inside—breed me proper this time!"

Max slammed back into her pussy, three hard thrusts, then erupted. "Take it—hot ropes filling your womb!"

Rope after rope pulsed deep, overflowing as he ground against her. "Feel that? My seed claiming you."

They slumped against the wall, water rinsing them clean—or as clean as they could get. Natalie turned, kissing him lazily. "God, that was what I needed. Mood fixed."

Max held her, shadows looming in his mind. The swing from pissed to passionate was too quick. Unstable? He'd brush it off for now, but the doubt festered.

They dried off, Natalie humming happily as she dressed. "Dinner out? My treat—celebrate forgetting that rejection."

Max nodded, but his eyes narrowed. "Sure, baby." Inside, the test continued.

Evening fell, and they hit a seaside restaurant, Natalie chattering animatedly about yoga poses and future modeling dreams. Max listened, probing gently: "You seem up and down lately. Everything okay?"

She waved it off. "Just stress. Auditions suck. But with you? I'm golden."

He let it slide, but noted the edge in her voice. Back at the house, the mood shifted again—Natalie initiating another round, pushing him onto the bed. "Fuck me missionary—slow and deep. Whisper dirty shit."

Max obliged, sliding into her missionary-style, her legs over his shoulders. "This pussy's mine—gonna fill it again tonight?"

"Yes—whisper how you'll breed me forever."

He did, thrusting slow, building to a crescendo, cumming deep once more. But as she drifted off, her face twitched in sleep—restless.

Shadows loomed deeper. Max stared at the ceiling, doubt growing. She comforted under stress, took the rough sex like a pro. But those swings... bipolar unmanaged, per the outline. The flaw was emerging.


Chapter 9

The velvet night sky over Malibu was studded with stars, a perfect backdrop to the deepening desires swirling in the beach house. Max Hammerstone lounged on the king-sized bed, his muscular frame propped against the headboard, salt-and-pepper hair still damp from the shower where he'd just railed Natalie against the wall to chase away her mood swing. Shadows from the earlier doubt lingered in his mind—her snaps of irritation, the quick shifts from fury to fucking. Was it instability bubbling under that fertile, curvy surface? But damn, she took it like a champ, begging for his cum inside her while water cascaded down her platinum hair and over her pert tits. For now, he'd push deeper, test her cravings with talk of fantasies, see if she flinched or dove in.

Natalie emerged from the bathroom, wrapped in a silk robe that clung to her lithe yet voluptuous body—23 years old, hazel eyes gleaming with post-shower glow, her shaved pussy peeking as she sauntered over. "God, Max, that shower fuck was intense. My legs are still shaking." She dropped the robe, revealing her naked form: flared hips begging to be gripped, tits with nipples already hardening in the cool air.

Max's cock stirred in his boxers, tenting the fabric. "Come here, baby. Let's talk dirty—deepen those cravings." He patted the bed beside him, his deep voice rumbling like the ocean outside.

Natalie crawled onto the mattress, straddling his lap, her wet pussy pressing against his growing bulge. "Talk dirty? Mmm, yes. What fantasies you got swirling in that hot head of yours?" She ground slowly, her hands tracing his chiseled abs.

He gripped her ass, squeezing firmly. "You first. Ever think about groups? Threesomes—another woman joining us, or a guy? Watching you get fucked while I pound you?"

Natalie's hazel eyes darkened with lust, her grinding picking up pace. "Fuck, Max—that turns me on. I've fantasized about it. Two cocks stretching me, or a girl eating my pussy while you fuck her ass." She leaned in, whispering hot against his ear. "But with you? I'd try anything. Tell me yours—make it graphic."

Max's dick throbbed under her, leaking precum through the boxers. "Alright, picture this: you on your knees, sucking my cock while another chick rims your ass. Then I watch her strap on a dildo and fuck you doggy, your tits bouncing as you deepthroat me." He slid a hand between them, fingers teasing her clit. "Or a guy—his dick in your mouth while I breed your cunt from behind."

"Oh shit," Natalie moaned, her juices soaking his boxers. "Yes—two men using me like a slut. One in my pussy, one in my ass—double penetration, stretching me wide." She rocked harder, her breath hitching. "But tonight? Let's tease it. Just us—role-play a threesome. Use toys to make it feel real."

Max grinned predatorily, flipping her onto her back. "Dirty mind, baby. I like it. Wait here." He rummaged in the nightstand—always prepared with a hidden stash—and pulled out a double-ended dildo, thick and veined on both sides, about eight inches each. "This'll do. Pretend it's another cock joining the fun."

Natalie's eyes widened, licking her lips. "Fuck yes—double-ended? We can both fuck it. Come on, Max—let's play."

He shed his boxers, his nine-inch cock springing free, veined and ready. "On your back, legs spread. I'll start by eating that sweet pussy—get you dripping."

Natalie obeyed, parting her thighs wide, her shaved lips already swollen and wet. "Lick me slow—tease like it's her tongue while you watch."

Max dove in, tongue flat against her folds, lapping from hole to clit. "Mmm, taste so fertile—imagine her sucking your clit while I finger you." He plunged two fingers deep, curling them.

"Oh god—yes, her mouth on me, soft and wet!" Natalie cried, hands fisting the sheets. "Don't stop—make me cum first!"

He sucked her clit hard, fingers thrusting faster. "Cum on my tongue, baby—squirt like she's drinking it."

Natalie bucked, shattering with a scream. "Cumming—fuck, yes!" Juices flooded his mouth, and he lapped greedily.

Now slick and ready, Max grabbed the dildo, lubing both ends generously. "Time for the tease. You take one end in your pussy—I'll fuck the other like it's connected to me."

Natalie positioned herself on all fours, ass up. "Shove it in me first—stretch my cunt with that fake cock."

Max eased one end into her dripping hole, watching it disappear inch by inch. "Look at that—taking it deep. Now, pretend it's her strap-on pounding you while I jack off watching."

He stroked his own cock as he worked the dildo in and out, her moans filling the room. "Oh fuck—deeper! Fuck me with it like she's railing me!"

Max sped up, the dildo slamming home. "Yeah, baby—her hips slapping your ass. Beg for my cock too."

"Please, Max—join in! Fuck my mouth while she fucks my pussy!"

He moved to her head, guiding his cock between her lips. "Suck it—deepthroat me like it's a real threesome."

Natalie gagged eagerly, saliva dripping as she bobbed, the dildo still thrusting in her cunt from his other hand. "Mmph—yes, two cocks filling me!"

Max groaned, face-fucking her gently. "Good slut—choking on my dick while that toy stretches your hole."

She pulled off with a gasp. "Switch—let's use it double-ended. Both ends in us—fuck it together."

Max lay back, inserting one end into her pussy again, then guided the other toward his ass? No—the outline said double-ended toy for tease, just them. He adjusted: "Pussy to pussy? Nah, let's grind on it— you ride one end, I'll hold the other and thrust."

Natalie straddled the dildo, sinking down on one end while Max knelt facing her, the other end pressing against his cock base? Wait, improvise: he held the free end, rubbing it against her clit while she rode.

"Fuck this—let's make it feel like DP," Natalie panted. "Dildo in my pussy—you fuck my ass."

Max's eyes lit up. "Hell yes. Lube up."

He slathered more lube on his cock and her pucker, the dildo still buried in her cunt. "Relax, baby—take both."

Natalie pushed back as he eased in, her ass stretching around his thick head. "Oh fuck— so full! Two cocks inside me—stretching both holes!"

Max bottomed out, the dildo pressing against his balls through her thin wall. "Feel that? Double-stuffed like a whore in a threesome."

"Move—fuck my ass hard!" she begged, rocking between them.

He thrust, the sensation intense—her ass clenching while the dildo shifted inside her. "This tight hole milking me—imagine another guy in your pussy, our cocks rubbing together through you."

"Yes—two veined dicks pounding me! Cum together—fill both holes!"

Max reached around, rubbing her clit. "Cum first—squirt around that toy."

Natalie exploded, walls pulsing on both intrusions. "Cumming—oh god, yes! So full!"

Max kept pounding her ass, the lube making it slick and deep. "My turn—gonna flood your ass with cum."

"Do it—breed my backdoor!"

With a roar, he erupted, hot ropes painting her insides. "Take it—fuck!"

He pulled out, cum leaking from her ass as the dildo slipped free. Natalie collapsed, panting. "That was... deepened cravings alright. Felt like a real threesome tease."

Max held her, but shadows loomed—during the play, her moans had a frantic edge, like chasing a high to escape something. The instability flickered.

They cuddled, Natalie tracing his chest. "Max, that was hot. But... sometimes I get these wild urges. Like I need more to feel alive."

He noted it—bipolar hint. "Yeah? Tell me."

She shrugged. "Just moods. But with you? It's perfect."


Chapter 10

The storm clouds gathered over the Malibu horizon, dark and brooding, mirroring the shift in the air inside the beach house. Max Hammerstone stood on the deck, nursing a whiskey neat, his muscular frame silhouetted against the churning Pacific. He had seen enough tempests in his business life—deals gone sour, tenants turning rogue—but this was personal. Natalie Lang, his latest prospect with her platinum hair, hazel eyes, and that body built for breeding, had been a whirlwind of passion so far. Public beach teases, dune quickies, oiled-up massages turning to ass-fucking rewards—she'd taken every raunchy revel with moans and begs for more. But the cracks were showing: those erratic mood swings, snapping over auditions, weeping after calls, then flipping to frantic fucking like she was chasing a high to outrun something deeper.

Inside, Natalie paced the living room, her lithe curves jiggling under a skimpy tank top and boy shorts that hugged her ass like a second skin. Her phone buzzed again, and she snatched it up, face twisting in frustration. "Fucking hell!" she yelled, hurling it onto the couch where it bounced harmlessly. Tears welled in her hazel eyes, but they weren't soft—they burned with rage.

Max stepped in from the deck, setting his glass down with a clink. "Whoa, baby, what's brewing now? Another rejection?"

Natalie whirled on him, hands on her hips, tits heaving with each angry breath. "It's not just that! My agent says I'm 'unreliable'—showing up late to shoots because of 'moods.' Like, what the fuck does she know? I'm fine! Everything's fine!" Her voice cracked, swinging from fury to a sob in seconds. She collapsed onto the couch, burying her face in her hands. "God, Max, I'm sorry. I don't know why I'm like this. One minute I'm on top of the world, the next... crash."

Max sat beside her, his strong arm wrapping around her shoulders, pulling her close. Doubt gnawed at him—this erratic behavior screamed instability, the kind that could derail a legacy. But she leaned into him, her body softening, and that fertile allure pulled him in. "Hey, it's okay. We all have rough days. Talk to me—what's really going on?"

She sniffled, wiping her eyes, then looked up with a sudden spark. "You know what? Fuck talking. I need something else to fix this." Her hand slid to his thigh, inching up toward his crotch. "Tie me up, Max. Make me forget. Bondage—like you mentioned. Restrain me and tease till I beg."

Max's cock stirred at the shift—zero to horny in a heartbeat. Another swing, but damn if it didn't turn him on. "You sure? This storm in your head—bondage might brew it bigger."

Natalie straddled him abruptly, grinding her pussy against his hardening bulge. "That's what I want. Stormy and rough. Tie my wrists, blindfold me—make me your begging slut." Her lips crashed onto his, tongue invading hungrily, tasting of salt from her tears.

Max groaned into the kiss, his hands gripping her ass, squeezing hard. "Alright, baby. If that's your makeup, let's do it filthy." He lifted her effortlessly, carrying her to the bedroom where silk scarves and a blindfold waited in the drawer—props he'd stashed for just such tests.

He tossed her onto the bed, her tank top riding up to expose her flat stomach and the edge of her shaved mound under the shorts. "Strip, Natalie. Show me that breedable body."

She peeled off the tank, her pert tits bouncing free, nipples already stiff peaks. Then the shorts, revealing her glistening pussy—no panties, as usual. "Like this? All naked and ready for your ropes?"

Max's dick tented his pants as he grabbed the scarves. "Hands above your head—wrists together." He tied them securely to the headboard, the silk biting just enough into her skin. "Too tight?"

Natalie tested the bonds, arching her back. "Perfect—makes me feel helpless. Now blindfold me. I want to feel every touch without seeing."

He slipped the black silk over her eyes, plunging her into darkness. "There. Now you're mine to tease." He stripped slowly, his nine-inch cock springing free, veined and throbbing. He climbed onto the bed, straddling her chest, the head of his dick brushing her lips. "Open wide—taste the tip."

Natalie's mouth parted eagerly, tongue flicking out to lap at his precum. "Mmm—salty and thick. Give me more—fuck my face a little."

Max thrust shallowly, the head popping in and out. "Not yet. Beg for it, fertile slut."

"Please, Max—shove your cock down my throat! Choke me with it!"

He obliged, sliding deeper, her gag reflex kicking in as he hit the back. "Good girl—swallow around it. Feel those veins pulsing?"

Natalie hummed, vibrations shooting through his shaft, saliva dripping down her chin. He pulled out with a pop, trailing his wet cock down her neck, between her tits. "These perfect nipples—hard as bullets." He pinched one, twisting hard.

"Oh fuck—yes, hurt them! Bite my tits!" she cried, body writhing under him.

Max leaned down, sucking a nipple into his mouth, teeth grazing then biting down. Natalie arched, moaning loud. "Harder—mark me!"

He bit sharper, leaving a red imprint, then switched to the other. His hand slid lower, fingers teasing her inner thighs, avoiding her dripping pussy. "This cunt's soaking the sheets. But I'm not touching it yet."

Natalie bucked her hips. "Please—finger me! I need something inside!"

"Patience, baby. Tease first." He grabbed a feather from the drawer—another prop—trailing it over her skin, from nipples to navel, then circling her clit without touching.

"Oh god— that's torture! Touch my clit—rub it hard!"

Max chuckled darkly, setting the feather aside. "Alright— but with my tongue." He moved down, spreading her legs wide, breath hot on her folds. "Smell so fertile—ripe and wet." His tongue flicked her clit once, then pulled away.

"More—lick me proper! Eat my pussy like you're starving!"

He dove in, tongue plunging into her hole, lapping her juices. "Taste like honey—sweet and sticky." He sucked her clit, fingers spreading her lips wide.

Natalie thrashed against the bonds. "Yes—suck harder! Finger me too—curl them deep!"

Max thrust two fingers in, hooking to her G-spot, tongue lashing her nub. "Cum for me—squirt on my face."

She exploded, walls clamping his fingers, juices spraying. "Cumming—fuck, Max, yes!"

He lapped it up, then climbed up, his cock at her entrance. "Ready for the real tease? I'm gonna edge you—fuck you slow, stop before you cum again."

Natalie whimpered. "No—fuck me hard! Make me cum on your cock!"

He slid in inch by inch, her pussy stretching around his thickness. "Feel that? Every vein filling you." He thrust lazily, pulling out almost fully before gliding back.

"Faster—pound me! I need it rough!"

Max kept the pace torturous, his hands pinning her hips. "Beg nicer, slut. Tell me how bad you want my seed."

"Please, Max—breed me! Slam that big dick deep and fill my womb!"

He sped up slightly, balls slapping gently. "Like this? Or should I stop?"

"No—don't stop! Harder—make me scream!"

He ramped up, pounding relentlessly now, the bed creaking. "This fertile cunt milking me—gonna make me cum too soon."

Natalie's body tensed. "I'm close—rub my clit! Let me cum!"

Max reached down, circling her nub. "Cum, baby—squeeze my cock dry!"

She shattered again, walls pulsing. "Yes—cumming so hard!"

But Max pulled out mid-orgasm, denying her the full ride. "Not yet—more tease."

Natalie whined, tugging the bonds. "Untie me— I need to touch you! Please, release me!"

"Beg louder," he commanded, stroking his cock over her, precum dripping on her stomach.

"Please, Max—untie my wrists! I need to ride you, feel your cum inside!"

He untied her, flipping onto his back. "Ride me then—cowgirl, tits bouncing."

Natalie straddled him, sinking down on his cock with a moan. "Oh fuck— so deep!" She bounced hard, hands on his chest, nails digging in.

Max gripped her ass, thrusting up. "Ride faster—grind that clit on me."

"Yes—gonna cum again! Fill me—breed me now!"

Max bucked wildly. "Take my load—hot and deep!"

He erupted, ropes flooding her pussy. "Fuck yes!"

Natalie collapsed on him, panting. "That was... storm-brewing hot."

Max held her, but the erratic swing nagged. The flaw brewed stronger.

They lay entangled, Natalie's mood lifted, chattering about fantasies. But Max noted her fidgeting—restless energy. Shadows loomed; the storm was coming.


Chapter 11

The storm that had been brewing over Malibu finally broke that evening, rain lashing against the beach house windows like angry fists. Inside, the tension was thicker than the humid air—Max Hammerstone could feel it coiling in his gut like a bad investment. He'd spent the day watching Natalie Lang unravel bit by bit: manic energy during a morning yoga session where she'd pushed him against the wall for a quick blowjob, then a crash into tears over a spilled coffee, followed by frantic cleaning like the world depended on it. Max had seen the red flags before—Tiffany's birth control lie, Sophia's gambling, Stacy's cheating—but Natalie's swings hit different. Unmanaged bipolar, if his discreet background digs were right. She was fertile as hell with those curvy hips and pert tits that begged to be sucked, but instability like this? It could torch his legacy before it even started.

Natalie stormed into the living room from the kitchen, her platinum hair wild and unkempt, hazel eyes flashing like lightning. She wore a oversized tee that barely covered her ass, no bra or panties—her default around him now. "Max, where the fuck is my phone? I swear, if you moved it—"

He set his whiskey down on the coffee table, standing to face her. "Whoa, easy, baby. It's on the counter where you left it. What's got you spun up now?"

She snatched it up, scrolling furiously, then slammed it down again. "Another audition canceled! They said I'm 'inconsistent.' Inconsistent? I'm the most dedicated model out there! Fuck them!" Tears streamed down her cheeks, but she wiped them angrily, pacing like a caged animal. "Everything's falling apart—my career, my head... god, Max, I feel like I'm losing it."

Max's heart twisted—part pity, part calculation. This was the moment. If she was the one, she'd handle the truth. If not, better to rip the Band-Aid now. He stepped closer, pulling her into his arms despite her initial resistance. "Natalie, listen. You're not losing it. But maybe... we need to talk real. About me."

She pulled back, confusion mixing with her storm. "What? You're a property manager—stable, hot, the guy who's got his shit together. What's there to talk about?"

Max took a deep breath, his deep voice steady. "That's the thing. I'm not just a property manager. My name's not Max Stone—it's Max Hammerstone. I own the properties. Thousands of them. Billions in real estate. This beach house? Mine. The 'borrowed' cabin, the yacht I mentioned once? All mine."

Natalie's hazel eyes widened, her mouth falling open. "What the fuck? You're... you're lying. Why would you—"

"To find someone real," he cut in, cupping her face. "Not after my money. You passed every test—supported me through fake crises, fucked me like you meant it, not for the wallet. But now? Full truth. I love you for you—your fire, your curves, that fertile body that drives me wild. Forgive the lie?"

The storm in her eyes shifted—shock, hurt, then a flicker of understanding. Tears fell anew, but she didn't pull away. "You... billionaire? Holy shit, Max. I fell for the man, not the myth. But you lied? That hurts." Her voice broke, but then she pressed against him, her hands fisting his shirt. "Fuck it. Show me you're sorry. Fuck the pain away—intense, like we do."

Max's cock hardened instantly at her words—the reconciliation rush hitting like adrenaline. "Yeah? You want makeup sex? Rough and raw?"

Natalie nodded, yanking his shirt over his head to reveal his chiseled chest. "Tie me down, spank me, breed me—make me yours for real now."

He scooped her up, carrying her to the bedroom where rain pelted the windows like applause. Tossing her onto the bed, he stripped her tee off, her naked body sprawling—tits heaving, pussy already glistening. "Hands above your head—I'm tying you again."

Using the silk scarves from before, he bound her wrists to the headboard, her body arching in anticipation. "Blindfold too? Make it sensory."

"Fuck yes," Max growled, slipping the black silk over her eyes. "Now you're at my mercy." He shed his clothes, his nine-inch cock throbbing, veined and ready. Straddling her chest, he slapped his shaft against her tits. "Feel that? My hard dick marking your perfect tits."

Natalie moaned, licking her lips. "Slap harder—make them sting!"

He did, the wet smacks echoing, her nipples hardening under the assault. "Good girl—beg for a taste."

"Please, Max—let me suck your cock! Deepthroat me!"

He guided the head to her mouth, thrusting shallow. "Open wide—take it."

Natalie sucked greedily, gagging as he pushed deeper. "Choke on it, baby—swallow every inch."

"Mmph—yes, fuck my throat!" Saliva dripped down her chin, pooling on her neck.

Max pulled out, trailing his wet cock down her body, teasing her navel, then her clit. "This pussy's dripping—bet it's aching for me."

"Oh god—rub your cock on my clit! Tease me!"

He ground the head against her nub, her hips bucking wildly. "Like that? My veined shaft sliding over your swollen button?"

"Yes—now fuck me! Slam it in deep!"

Max positioned at her entrance, thrusting home in one brutal stroke. "Take it—all of me filling your tight cunt!"

Natalie screamed, pulling at the bonds. "Oh fuck—yes, pound me harder! Breed this fertile hole!"

He hammered relentlessly, balls slapping her ass, the bed shaking. "This is reconciliation—fucking the forgiveness into you."

"Untie one hand—let me rub my clit!" she begged.

Max freed one wrist, her fingers flying to her pussy, circling frantically. "Rub it—cum on my cock!"

She did, walls clenching. "Cumming—yes, squeeze your dick!"

Max kept pounding through it, then pulled out. "Not done. On your knees—ass up when I untie you."

He released her fully, flipping her to all fours, blindfold still on. "Present that ass—spread your cheeks."

Natalie reached back, parting herself. "Like this? My holes begging for you?"

Max spanked her hard, the crack loud over the rain. "Reddening this ass for the lie." Another smack, then he rimmed her pucker with his tongue.

"Oh shit—lick my ass! Tongue-fuck it!"

He plunged in, tasting her musk, fingers dipping into her pussy. "Dirty girl—ass clenching my tongue while I finger your cunt."

"Yes—now fuck my ass! Stretch it with your thick cock!"

Max lubed up from the drawer, easing the head in. "Relax—take me slow."

Natalie pushed back. "Deeper—fill my tight ass!"

He bottomed out, thrusting steadily. "Feel that? My balls slapping your pussy while I ream your backdoor."

"Fuck yes—harder! Spank me while you ass-fuck me!"

His hand cracked against her cheek, rhythm matching his thrusts. "Good slut—beg for cum in your ass."

"Please—fill my ass with your hot load!"

Max roared, pumping ropes deep. "Take it—overflowing!"

Cum leaked as he pulled out, but Natalie spun, ripping off the blindfold. "My turn—ride you now."

She pushed him down, straddling reverse cowgirl, sinking onto his still-hard cock. "Watch my ass bounce on your dick!"

Max gripped her hips, thrusting up. "Ride hard—tits flopping, pussy gripping."

She bounced wildly, fingers rubbing her clit. "Cum inside—breed me proper!"

Another orgasm hit her, milking him. Max flipped her missionary, pounding deep. "Look at me—forgive me with your eyes while I fill you."

Natalie locked gazes. "I forgive you—now cum! Seed me!"

He exploded, flooding her womb. "Fuck yes—take my heir!"

They collapsed, panting, rain softening outside. "That was...a rush of revelation," Natalie whispered, cuddling close.


Chapter 12

The private jet sliced through the clouds like a silver arrow, carrying Max Hammerstone and Natalie Lang toward his secluded island retreat in the Bahamas—a slice of paradise he'd kept hidden until now. The revelation of his true identity as the billionaire real estate mogul had hit like a tidal wave the night before, but Natalie had ridden it out, forgiving him amid that blindfolded, bondage-fueled fuckathon where he'd pounded her ass until cum leaked from every hole. Max was torn—her body was a fertile dream, with those platinum waves cascading over her shoulders, hazel eyes that smoldered with need, and curves that made his nine-inch cock ache just thinking about breeding her. But the instability? Those wild mood swings from manic highs to crashing lows screamed unmanaged bipolar, a risk he couldn't ignore for an heir. Tonight, on the island, he'd propose—test her final commitment—then dig deeper into her history. If the flaw was too deep, she'd be another discard.

Natalie lounged across from him in the plush leather seat, wearing a skimpy sundress that hugged her tits and flared over her hips, no bra or panties underneath as per his request. She sipped champagne, her hazel eyes locking onto his with a mix of awe and lust. "Max—Hammerstone, whatever— this jet? Insane. You really own an island? Like, with beaches and shit?"

Max chuckled, his deep voice rumbling as he leaned forward, hand sliding up her thigh. "Yeah, baby. Private sands, a villa with every toy you could want. No prying eyes—just us, fucking under the stars if we want."

She bit her lip, spreading her legs slightly, her shaved pussy peeking from under the dress. "Mmm, sounds perfect. After last night's revelation rush—tying me up, teasing my clit till I squirted, then breeding my ass... I need more. Touch me now? Finger me mid-flight?"

Max's cock hardened in his slacks, but he teased, tracing her inner thigh without dipping in. "Patience, fertile girl. Save it for the island. But tell me—after the truth bomb, you still want this? Me, the empire, the heir?"

Natalie's expression softened, though a flicker of something manic danced in her eyes. "Hell yes. I fell for the man swinging hammers, not the billionaire. But now? Knowing you can give me everything... it's hot. I want your ring, your cum, your baby swelling my belly." She ground against his hand subtly. "Propose tonight? Seal it with a fuck?"

Max's pulse raced—green flag on commitment, but he'd verify her history later. "Maybe. If you earn it."

The jet landed on the private airstrip, a golf cart whisking them to the villa: a sprawling estate with infinity pools, outdoor beds, and a yacht docked nearby. Palm trees swayed in the breeze, the sun dipping low, painting the sky in fiery hues. Natalie gasped, stripping her dress off as soon as they entered the villa, her naked body glowing in the golden light. "This place—fuck, Max. Let's christen it. Poolside? Bend me over the edge."

Max stripped too, his muscular frame rippling, cock already half-hard. "Yacht first. I want to propose on deck—amid orgy vibes, just us." He led her to the massive yacht, the crew dismissed for privacy. On the sun deck, cushions and toys awaited: vibrators, plugs, oils.

Natalie's eyes lit up, manic energy surging. "Orgy vibes? Yes—pretend it's a party, me as the center slut." She dropped to her knees on the deck, mouth engulfing his cock without warning. "Mmm—taste your precum. Suck you off while waves rock us."

Max groaned, hands fisting her platinum hair. "Fuck, Natalie—deepthroat me like that. Gag on my thick shaft."

She did, taking him balls-deep, throat convulsing, saliva dripping onto the teak wood. "Gllk—love choking on your billionaire dick. Cum down my throat?"

"Not yet," he pulled out, hauling her up. "Bend over the railing—ass out over the ocean."

Natalie braced against the rail, the yacht gently rocking, her ass presented, pussy dripping. "Spank me first—redden my cheeks for lying about who you are."

Max's hand cracked against her flesh, the sound echoing over the water. "Like that? Punishing this naughty ass." Another smack, then he dropped to his knees, spreading her cheeks. "This puckered hole—gonna rim it while I finger your cunt."

"Oh god—yes, lick my ass! Tongue deep!"

His tongue circled her rim, dipping in, tasting her musk, while two fingers plunged into her slick pussy, curling to her G-spot. "So tight back here—bet you want my cock in it later."

Natalie bucked. "Yes—ass-fuck me after the proposal! But first, make me squirt!"

Max sucked her rim harder, fingers thrusting frantically. "Cum, baby—spray over the deck!"

She shattered, juices squirting onto his hand and the wood below. "Cumming—fuck, yes!"

Max stood, his cock slick with her spit, thrusting into her pussy from behind. "Take it—balls-deep over the ocean."

Natalie gripped the rail, moaning loud. "Pound me—slap against my ass! Breed this fertile cunt!"

He hammered, the yacht's sway adding to the rhythm, balls slapping her clit. "This view—your ass bouncing while I claim you. Gonna fill you soon."

"Pull out—cum on my back! Then propose!"

Max thrust a few more times, then yanked out, stroking furiously. "Here it comes—hot ropes on your skin!"

Cum splattered across her back, dripping down her spine. "Yes—mark me!"

Panting, Max pulled her close, kissing her deeply as the sun set. He reached into a hidden compartment, pulling out a velvet box. Inside, a massive diamond ring sparkled. "Natalie Lang—marry me. Bear my heirs. Be my everything."

Tears—happy ones this time—filled her hazel eyes. "Yes! Fuck yes, Max!" She slipped the ring on, then pushed him onto a lounger. "Seal it—let me ride you reverse, tits to the stars."

Max lay back, his cock still hard. Natalie straddled him reverse cowgirl, sinking down with a moan. "Feel that? Your fiancée's pussy gripping you tight."

"Bounce, baby—ride hard for your ring."

She did, ass slamming down, tits bouncing wildly. "Oh fuck—deep! Rub my clit—make me cum on my future husband's cock!"

Max reached around, fingers circling her nub. "Cum—milk me for that heir seed!"

She exploded, walls pulsing. "Yes—cumming so hard!"

Max flipped her missionary on the lounger, pounding deep. "My turn—gonna breed you as my wife-to-be."

"Flood me—fill my womb!"

He roared, cum erupting deep inside. "Take it—all my seed!"

They lay entangled, the rain now a soft patter on the yacht's canopy. Natalie traced the ring, whispering, "This is forever, Max. No more lies."

But back at the villa, as she slept, Max slipped away to his office, firing up his laptop. Time for the final dig—her psychiatric history. Using discreet channels (hacked medical records, nothing traceable), the truth hit like lightning: bipolar disorder, diagnosed at 19, unmanaged since she ditched meds two years ago. Episodes of mania leading to reckless decisions, depressions that crippled her. "Can't risk an heir with this," he muttered, heart sinking. Health risks to her, to a child—genetic, unstable parenting. She wasn't the one.

Morning came, Natalie manic again, begging for breakfast sex—bending over the kitchen counter, his cock in her ass while she moaned for more. "Fuck my tight hole—cum inside!"

He did, pounding until he filled her, but his mind was made. "Natalie—we need to talk."

She turned, cum leaking, eyes wide. "What? After last night?"

"The ring—it's off. I dug into your past. Bipolar, unmanaged. I can't risk a family with that instability."

Tears flowed, her mood crashing. "You... hacked me? Fuck you, Max! I thought you loved me!"

"I do—but not enough for this flaw. You're not perfect for my heir."

She stormed out, leaving him alone with the storm's remnants. The search continued—heirless still.
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