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I
 was on my way home after another day of hard work. I chuckled to myself at the thought of “hard work”. The sex with the Russian tennis player was beyond me. Her accent made me purr and her soft touch took me to the gates of heaven. Her height and toned body made her look like a goddess, a goddess who was all mine to feast on.

I’d told my mom that I wanted a little break. I was going to a car dealer to buy my own car. It wasn’t fair for my mom who drove me wherever I asked, and now that I was loaded, I didn’t have an excuse. I kept thinking back to what I brooded over the day before yesterday. This bliss, this harem dream … I hated telling myself this but it felt way too good to be true. I certainly wasn’t dreaming. I’d felt and experienced every single sensation. Even the strong scent of fresh pussy still lingered on my tongue.

I shook my head and looked skyward. It was still blue and overwhelmingly hot. We entered August and the heatwave from July remained in the air. I felt a lot cooler at the job, having my head dipped between the legs of women, quenching the burning heat inside of me while drinking from their fruit.

I glanced over my shoulder and then noticed this suspicious white delivery van. I could have sworn I saw it when leaving the pregnancy clinic. Two men sat behind the wheel, both wearing shades, looking more like secret agents than two delivery men.

I took a detour into an alley and then saw the reflection of the van in a window ahead of me. I stiffened first and then picked up my pace. The engines got louder and I now realized they were after me.

I bolted, but the past month being in the claws of women had weakened me. I didn’t get far. The men jumped out of the van and pushed their hands over my mouth. They shoved a syringe into my shoulder, injecting something that made the world fade.





I slowly opened my eyes and was greeted by a throbbing headache. I felt lightheaded where I sat, and a rope tied my hands and legs. It strained against my skin. I could barely even move my fingers.

My vision cleared up. I looked out the window to the right, surrounded by other skyscrapers. I was in the city center, but I didn’t have a clue which building. “He is waking up now,” someone said.

I discovered I sat in front of a table with three vacant chairs on the opposite end. I saw a logo hanging on the wall. BlackRock group and there under Pfizer, “What the fuck,” I murmured. A bald man took a seat in the middle. He was a lot shorter than me, by at least four feet. But the look in his eyes told me he had more authority and power than a lot of men out there. He was now flanked by two other men, looking slightly better, but still cold and calculating. Shivers ran down my spine like bony fingers. I felt more than creeped out being trapped in this room.

“So, you are the little boy who has disrupted our billion-dollar business the last month,” the bald man in the middle said. He removed his glasses and looked me in the eyes. I averted his nasty colorless gaze. You didn’t want to look a gray cloud in the eyes.

“What do you want from me?” I asked in my normal voice, struggling not to sound fearful.

“Not much to tell the truth,” he said. “I want you gone from my street, if you understand what I’m hinting at.”

Gone from my street … It sounded like something out of a mafia or gangster movie. That a company like Pfizer behaved the same was beyond me. “Why?” I asked. “I have just the same right as anyone else to run a business.”

“You sure do,” he said, “but you will have to find something else.”

If it hadn’t been for this creepy situation, I would have loved to clear my throat and spit at his ugly face. “Why? I have found something profitable. I don’t want to find something else.”

“Do you know who you are speaking with?” he said and aimed his eyes at me again, calm and coldly. “We are the owners of the biggest pharmaceutical company in the world. I would be careful treading on us and I would even be more careful defying us.”

It sounded like empty threats. So far, he hadn’t even given me the slightest clue how he would stop me. “What you are doing now isn’t even legal,” I hurled back at him. “You have kidnapped me and are now trying to push me into canceling a successful business.”

All three of them chuckled. It was strange seeing those cold-blooded faces laugh all at once. “Isn’t legal?” he mocked me and exchanged glances with his neighbors.

The guy on the right presented himself. “My name is John Roberts, the chief justice of the United States. I make and bend the laws, little boy
 .”

I now recognized him and he wasn’t joking. “I have given joy and a new life to all these depressed and suicidal women because your solutions failed them. Why do you want to take this away from them?” I tried to see if they had any feelings.

“I have no idea how you’ve succeeded, but it sure must be something special. I will give you that,” the owner of Pfizer said. “But we don’t operate the way you do. We make people dependent upon our solutions, in order to milk
 them forever. That’s how you create a profitable business. We might have the means to make a small fraction of these infertile women fertile, to give hope to the rest who won’t become pregnant. I have no idea what type of secret ingredient you use, but it’s none of my business, since you will not continue what you are doing.”

I’d never heard of something so rotten in my life. “That’s just corrupt.”

“It sure is,” he said and dusted off his shoulders, revealing the fact he didn’t give a shit.

“We have thousands of positive reviews. Everyone from actresses to athletes entered our clinic and walked away from us pregnant. Good luck trying to get rid of us with that type of reputation,” I hurled that at the stinky old man in front of me, but it didn’t do any harm.

“I still don’t think you quite understand who you are dealing with,” he said, the tension rising in his voice. “Show him the paper.”

The guy to the right brought out a newspaper with a major headline. The owner of Vera Fertilita was charged with mass rape of over four hundred women. “What the fuck, I haven’t raped anyone.”

“Try explaining that to the court,” he said and gestured to John Roberts sitting by his side. “We sent in a bait as well … I don’t know if you remember the short woman with blonde hair a couple of days ago, but I’m sure you will recognize her if you continue to read the headline.”

My eyeballs scanned across the newspaper and I did recognize her. It was her I had enjoyed after the Russian tennis player. “But you are framing me,” I said and started feeling defenseless as their nasty fist enclosed me.

“We sure are, but my solution and offer to you are very simple. The investment fund that I own doesn’t only own the most powerful attorneys. We know the federal reserve, politicians surrounding our president and the guy to my left, is the CEO of another investment fund, owning the biggest newspapers in the world. Your voice won’t be heard under our feet. The solution for you,” he said and laid out his cards. “Confirm bankruptcy and close your lousy shop.”

“Or else?”

“Spend the rest of your life behind bars,” he said and pushed the newspaper in front of me. “And that includes the rest of the owners – even your mom.”

I swallowed hard at that one and now understood that they weren’t joking.

On my way out they blindfolded me and drove me away. They didn’t want me to see which building I had been to. They just dumped me not too far away from my home. They apparently knew more about me than I imagined.

I walked home with my head bent. The steam of one of my favorite mom’s stews wafted out the window. I entered the house and my mom’s joyful voice echoed across the hall. “Where’s your car?”

She understood something wasn’t right when I didn’t answer. I came into the kitchen, standing depressed and heavy on the threshold. “We have to declare bankruptcy,” I said, to the point I wanted to cry.

She took off her apron. “The couch, now
 .”

She led me to the living room and we sunk onto the cushions. She sat on the opposite side, searching every line on my face. “I got kidnapped by the owner of one of the biggest investment groups in the entire country. Blackrock Inc. They own the most shares of Pfizer and claimed we had stolen clients from them.”

She inhaled deeply, trying to cool down the rising fume. “What did they threaten you with?”

I took out the newspaper from the bag and handed it to her. She read it silently, her fists tightening as she was about to tear the paper to pieces. “Those greedy crony capitalists. We should call a lawyer immediately.”

I shook my head. “Don’t even bother, John Roberts was next to him along with the CEO of another investment fund owning shares in all the traditional newspapers. If we continue, I will spend the rest of my life in jail, including you.”

“How?” she asked and tossed the newspaper aside. “They can’t just conjure a story out of thin air.”

“It seems like they can,” I said. “One of our clients had worked for them. It’s what that article is about. They have several witnesses that I’m just raping a bunch of women.”

“You aren’t raping anyone,” my mom protested.

“I know, but that’s what they have conjured out of thin air.”

“This can’t be true,” she said, refusing to believe this before smoke would blow out of her ears.

“Mom, I don’t want either of us to get hurt. I wish it didn’t look like this. But talking to those cold heartless men, they wouldn’t hesitate to do this. They flat out admitted that the sole purpose of their treatments and their medicine was to make us dependent upon them, so we could come back. They don’t want sustainable treatments like we are offering since it will disrupt their profits.” My mom didn’t say anything, her anger faded to sadness. “Let’s just move on. We have to cancel all the clients and close the doors.”

“For now,” my mom said and rose and went back to the kitchen. I retreated up to my bedroom and slumped down onto the edge of the bed. I planted my face in my hands and wept as I realized what had just been lost from my life.
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F
 or now … I woke up from a shallow sleep. It had been difficult falling into a deep slumber when my son brought home the terrible news. I had tried getting angry at first, but it then brought shivers down my spine knowing that powerful men wanted to step on us as if we were some cockroaches.

I’d heard before about how the corporations in this country were corrupt to the core, but I’d never imagined it to be like this. Journalists and attorneys are in the same bed as the wealthy owners. What more was it out there that we didn’t get to know about?

I flipped my laptop open and started canceling all the clients. I told our web developer to put a maintenance mode on our webshop. It was painful. It was a family and friend business. We’ve had so much fun building this. I’d gotten to see Tom blossom and become a man. I refused to see this end.

“Tom?” I said and knocked on his bedroom. I pressed the door handle and peered into the room. He sat hunched over his computer chair with the blinds on his window. He looked like a wreck, ten times older with his blood-shot eyes and blue bags hanging down like two sacks. His posture, as straight as a sword, was now withering in front of my eyes. “Tom, this is not how this will end.”

“It’s better to accept it than fight it,” he muttered.

I pulled the computer chair away from the table and slipped my hands under his arms and lifted him to his feet. “Look at me,” I told him firmly. “It’s not better to surrender than fight
 .”

He looked at me and understood I was serious. “I wonder if you would have said the same thing if they would have talked with you.”

“I would have spat all three of them in their faces,” I swore. “You have been born with a great gift, a very powerful weapon that none out there have. If you will wield it right, you can amass the same power as them and roll them over for good.” I reached for the weapon I’d just mentioned. It was a bit limp but soared the moment my fingers touched it over his clothes. “With this sword, you can defeat them for good.”

“I …” he gasped, either from pleasure or surprise. “How?”

“You need belief first. Henry Ford once said whether you think you can or think you can’t, you are both right. I won’t let go of you, I never will Tom. I have stood by your side for so long. I will dedicate my whole life to you.”

“I will fight,” he whispered.

“Louder,” I prompted him.

“I will fight,” he said and stuck his chest out like a man.

I let go of his cock. “We got work to do, turn off your useless computer and meet me downstairs. I’ll explain it to you.”

I descended the stairs and went outside. The phone call I had to take to Chanel and Sofia had devastated them both, but I had reassured them that nothing was over. They also questioned what I was talking about, sounding more than frightened about getting threats from someone so high up in the hierarchy.

We sat outside on the bench in our garden. It was finally a cloudy day, a bit cooler than usual. It was something I needed so I didn’t boil over. The plan I’d been thinking of yesterday would be more than challenging. “What do you got?” he asked and still kept his posture straight.

“We must gather the same amount of power as them and fight fire with fire. Just as I told you before, and as you saw with the type of clients you were getting, there are incredibly powerful women out there that are infertile and want babies. You must seduce them and bring them into … Well, your harem I can say.” I could tell he enjoyed the sound of a harem. His eyes lit up a shade brighter as there was still hope for his precious lifestyle.

“This is going to be a bit different than before though,” he pointed out. “The past month they just fell into my arms.”

“You are right, now it’s your turn to seize
 them in your arms.”

“But I don’t know any powerful women.”

“I do, Marcia Clark, a forty-year-old lawyer. We’ll start with her but I think we’ll need more as we grow.”

“A powerful lawyer?” he questioned, already intimidated by the sound of it. “But if she is so powerful and wealthy and wanted children, why didn’t she book an appointment with me then?”

“She is what you call a dogmatic atheist,” I said. “She doesn’t believe in natural solutions or magic. She spent years with useless fertility treatments without success. She is forty years old now and has accepted her faith as childless, but I know as a woman, the embers are still there, and the hope of having a baby in her arms still lives on. It never dies, it’s rooted in our blood as mammals.”

“How do you know all this?” I asked. “I suspect a woman wants this to be private.”

“I happened to read gossip magazines now and then.” He gave me a questionable look. “Okay a bit more often than so. Her life gets written a lot about. In today’s society, they push this strong female agenda. And when they have found someone like her, oh boy, do they get a lot of attention.”

I saw that he was hesitating. I knew this would be a big step for him. Despite the earlier month, it hadn’t been many times in his life where he’d asked a girl out. And here he was going to the top and hottest, way out of his league. “This is going to be a challenge,” he admitted. He sat with his phone and googled her. “Christ, she is good-looking.”

“A woman like her struggled to find a man,” I revealed to him. “Most men find her too intimidating.”

“And here you are telling me I have a chance on her?” he asked in disbelief.

“You don’t have a chance on her, you will
 get her,” I said sternly. “You have something she will die for and trust me, she is used to older men. Older women usually prefer someone younger and when you will make a move on her she will be so flattered because you had the balls to do so.”

He tugged a little at his collar. Despite the coldest day of this summer, he was getting hot and sweaty in his clothes. The quest in front of him wasn’t a child’s game. “Where do I start, should I just go up to her now and do what exactly?”

“I will be by your side and guide you through it, but first, you need a makeover. We will take our profits and take you out on a shopping trip. Just you being young and good-looking won’t do it. You must dress as if you have authority and power.”
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T
 he tone in my mom’s voice, I have never heard her speak like that. I knew she was a determined but yet sweet woman. The way she took care of me and all her friends. She wanted the best for her family and friends before herself. But that strongwoman part of her was not something I’d seen before, having the ambition to defy those in power.

She’d talked me into it and I’d meant what I’d said. I wanted my job and business back. It brought an incredible amount of joy to me and our clients as we gave them something back. I couldn’t let it be torn out of my hands that easily.

I got dressed and Jenny drove me to the fanciest place in town. “Are you prepared for your new look?” She pushed up her shades and sounded more excited than ever. Her blonde hair hung loosely over her front shoulder. I gazed down at the front of her sports bra and drank in her bouncy cleavage.

“Kind of,” I said, getting a bit sweaty having my hot mom next to me. Truth be told, I preferred my baggy clothes and never understood what clothing had to do with authority. Although I wasn’t going to argue with her life experience.

We stopped by a Zara store. My mom had keen eyes as she went through the clothes and just threw them in a heap in my hands. The pile just kept growing till I tottered side to side. “Mom, I think that’s enough.”

“Sorry,” she said. “Women can get a bit carried away when it comes to clothes.”

I tried out a couple of the outfits she’d suggested, disliking all of them. Most of them were white, white buttoned shirts and shorts. To my surprise, she gave me a wink and spun me around. “You look so hot.”

I couldn’t disagree with her judgment. She popped open the last three buttons, leaving a V-neck and then brushed her hand on my chest. My eyes just strayed down and remained there. Her billowing and forbidden boobs made my cock stir to life. I’m sure she noticed since her grin just widened. I thought it was a good idea to stop calling her my mom since the store clerk started raising her eyebrow.

She took me to the nearest salon. “Time for you to cut your hair,” she said and ruffled my hair.

This was a part I obviously disliked. I sat down in the salon chair and the hairdresser wrapped the cape around my neck. I mourned for every lock that tumbled from my head. My mom sat in the background leafing through a magazine. I didn’t watch her as I worriedly looked into the mirror, wondering how long it would take till it would grow back.

The hairdresser stepped aside after having blown my scalp for an eternity. “So, you look astonishing with those clothes.”

“I guess,” I told the hairdresser. I tried forcing a smile not to make her disappointed.

But the comment sure must have stroked my mom’s ego. “So, let’s go home and get something to eat,” Jenny said after having paid.

We drove to our home on the outskirts of the city. At the foyer, she laid her hands on my shoulder, digging slightly into my skin. I stiffened by the gesture and turned warily around. “I forgot something,” she said with a grin. She rummaged in her purse and brought out a brand-new golden Rolex. She attached it to my arm and then made me face the mirror. “Look at yourself.”

I barely recognized myself with short hair and beard stubbles. The ironed white shirt, with the top three buttons lose, matched my white shorts. The golden Rolex gleamed and the light spilled onto me. I now understood it was a good reason my mom didn’t want me to dress like a bum. I even felt the confidence glowing through my spine and up to my eyes. They looked irresistible, which explains my mom’s excitement. “Are you ready to fetch the most powerful lawyer in the country?”

“I’m,” I said, my bulge already throbbing against my expensive shorts. I hadn’t spilled a load in three days. Porn would never do it to me after what I’d lived through.

“Promise me not to waste any seeds till you have bedded her,” my mom said and settled her hands on my shoulder, giving them an intimate massage to loosen me up. “You will need to surprise her as much as possible.”

“I promise.”

She mashed her soft breasts onto my back, her nipples stiff like daggers. She whispered into my ear. “I’m counting on you.”





The next day I was off to one of Marcia’s favorite cafes. Jenny knew her routines better than I’d imagined. She’d even warned me that she was a stubborn and straightforward woman, not someone that was afraid to split your heart in two. She spoke what was on her mind and would lash back at anyone trying to tread on her. Her good looks were like a Venus flytrap flower, luring you into her claws and then devouring you.

On the opposite street from the cafe was a library. I sat with a book in front of me but had my eyes on the cafe. I’d brought a ridiculous amount of attention wearing these clothes. Drop-dead gorgeous college girls threw me a look and even accidentally tried to come in touch with me. I hadn’t even returned them a smile. I had to contain and remind myself of the mission I had in front of me.

There she strode along. Her long dark hair hung loosely but glittered in the sunlight. The high heels clacked against the street. Despite the flowery skirt not being too tight, I could still see her impressive curves. The matching blouse hid her tits well, but even those looked delicious from my view.

I shut the book with a snap and hurried outside. It wasn’t any type of cafe. If you didn’t have the money nor the looks that you carried a fat wallet, they would refuse to let you in there. The bouncer just stepped aside and welcomed me in. “Good day sir,” he greeted me with a smile.

I just returned the smile and had no idea what to tell him. The waitress was there at the entrance already waiting for me. They all stood in line but the one to the front approached me first. The rest of her colleagues looked at her enviously. They all knew she would be scoring big with the tip. “Do you want me to find a seat for you?”

I could stare at those two melons straining against her tight clothes for the rest of my life. She had a generous amount of makeup on her face, making her look like a polished diamond. Then it was her perfume, something sweet and not too strong with a hint of ripe pears. I looked around me and spotted Marcia by the window reading a local newspaper. “I prefer a seat with a view,” I told her.

“Come with me,” she said.

She was kind enough to guide me to the table next to Marcia. This would be a golden opportunity I couldn’t let go to waste. “Thank you,” I told her. I then rejected her table and to her surprise sat next to Marcia. “A little company, if you don’t mind.”

She lowered the newspaper and looked at me, puzzled. “A journalist?” she asked with obvious disgust in her voice. “No, you are too young for that.”

“No,” I told her. “An admirer.”

The newspaper fell from her hands and she laughed, her boobs jiggling beneath her blouse. The waitress stood there a bit unsure of my action. She then asked Marcia, “Do you know each other, or do you want him to sit with you?”

I understood where she was coming from. To have unwanted journalists bugging their guests. “I don’t know him, but he isn’t a journalist so I don’t mind.”

“A cup of tea and a cookie for both of us,” I told the waitress.

“Too young for coffee?” Marcia asked.

“I’ve never liked it,” I told her. “Only because everyone else does something, doesn’t mean I will take the same path.”

“Mature words for someone that should be in school,” she said and I now started to see a creeping interest in her smile.

She was bolder than I thought with her choice of words. “I’m over eighteen, you won’t end up in jail.”

Now she leaned back and chuckled again, giving me another potent view of her jiggling titties, at least a C-cup. The sight added another inch to my erection and posture, knowing I hit the right spot. “What do you want from me, kid?” she asked after I’d gotten served my tea and cookie.

I guess she was a tough clam to crack. “A lovely date,” I said.

“You’ve already got one,” she said. She took another sip and folded her arms and put them on the table. She leaned over to search my face further.

“Then we’ll have another,” I said and dipped the cookie in the tea, enjoying every moment of this.

“I don’t date any longer,” she said, but I could tell it didn’t come from her heart.

“You do now.”

She rolled her eyes. “Well, now that you are already here and have proven to be so stubborn, I will accept this as a date. Why don’t you tell me a little bit more about yourself?”

“Tom, twenty years old, you can watch my id if you don’t believe me.”

She just smiled. “That is the age limit for someone with that type of charm. I believe you, go on.”

“I’ve run multiple businesses so far.”

She narrowed her eyes. “At the age of twenty? You sure it isn’t your mom’s wallet that bought you those clothes?”

“I started early at the age of fifteen,” I said proudly. “Just faced failures the first year and then didn’t have any success till last year with my newest venture.”

“Must have been a busy life juggling school and business at the same time.”

“No, I’m a high school dropout,” I told her firmly without an ounce of shame on my face.

“I’m also,” she said and opened up about herself for the first time, “but I always find it hard to admit. Most of us in high positions are dropouts.”

“You don’t get to the top by following the herd.”

“So far you are the most interesting man I’ve ever met,” she said, her eyes beaming stronger than ever. “But it doesn’t say so much. Most of the men I’ve been with have all been dry, to put it mildly.”

It was the first time she called me a man. “You need something younger. I got everything you need.”

“Twenty … I’m old enough to be your mom,” she said and gave me a look.

“The fact of that will just make us even closer.”

She chuckled again and had to dab a dribbling tear from her right eye. “I wouldn’t keep your dreams too high with me. I haven’t been with a man in years, gave up because I kept having my dreams crushed. And I’m such a woman that I refuse to change myself, so I don’t know if you will find my attitude attractive.”

“I will hold up that dream for you and never give up,” I said determined, my confidence taking both of us by surprise. “And if you move your leg up between my legs, you will have proof of how gorgeous you are.”

“Oh yeah?” she said with a husky voice. The gorgeous comment got to her. “Millions of dollars spent in fertility treatments, do you think you got a shot on that?”

“My shot will blow their entire corporation into ruins.”

She spilled out her chuckles and had to wipe her eyes again. “I can be a bit honest, too honest. I don’t believe you for a second. But you are more than attractive, so why don’t we spend the night together?”

I handed her my phone and she dialed her number. “I still live with my mom, so it will be your place.”

“I would love to meet the woman who raised such a charming man like you though,” she said. “I have an apartment in the inner city. Come to me at around eighteen o’clock. We can have a nice dinner together, and maybe something more if I will be in the mood.”

“My mom won’t like competition though,” I slipped in the last joke and got up from my seat. “I will see you there.”
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“
 A
 ny tips?” I asked my mom as she drove me to the address. I found it more than funny. Here I was on my way to the most powerful lawyer being driven there by my mom.

“She’s been without a man for long,” Jenny reckoned. “She will be starved for your meat, try to keep it brief and get to her as soon as possible. Remember, the quicker we can reopen the clinic, the better. Chanel and Sofia are counting on you. They tell her to give her the fuck of her lifetime.”

It was also more than funny that such a word next to my mom a month ago would have brought a blush to my cheek. Our relationship had come a long and hard way. She was right. I was more than glad about this. “I will,” I promised with my head held up high. “For her, my magical seeds are all a joke, but she won’t laugh when waking up tomorrow with swollen nipples.”

“She will wake up in tears of joy,” my mom said. “And she will be on our side after this, so we can finally bring those pigs back to the pigsty.”

“Exactly where they belong,” I said. She parked next to the building. A piece of art soaring up to the sky. I swallowed hard. It made me dizzy gazing up at that thing. I could only imagine how many men and women of power lived up there.

She put her hand on my thigh. “A kiss … for good luck.”

She added in the good luck at the end, but I had to get warmed up and my stepmom’s lips always did the trick. She kissed me right on the cheek, her lips warm and swollen to the touch. She held it a bit longer than usual, making more warmth radiate across my body. “Thank you,” I said, my voice low.

“Go get her.”

I opened the door and flung it close. I blended right into the men bustling along the street. They either glanced at their watches or hurried somewhere as the tense stress was in the air. I disliked these environments and hoped Marcia had something calmer to offer. I first had to go through security and then type in a code when reaching the elevator. The security baffled me but as I stood in the elevator, I tried taking a couple of deep breaths. I reached her floor and made my way to her apartment. She almost lived on the top floor which didn’t surprise me. I knocked on her door and she quickly opened it. She stood there with the steam of the recent hot shower in the background. She’d made her face prettier with a layer of makeup. I was weak for lipstick. The deep red color pulled me into her arms like gravity. I kissed her gently, making sure I hadn’t stepped a bit too far. “Wow,” I commented, taking a step back and giving her a spin with my hand. Her red see-through dress whirled along with her fluttering hair. “You look stunning.”

“It’s for you,” she said. “You came at the right time, dinner is ready, but let me show you around first.”

Her living room was sparkling clean, illuminated by a silvery chandelier hanging on the ceiling. The leathered furniture looked expensive and on every four corners was a statue of some great female. I only recognized Catherine the great. She also had a painting of Ghaddafi’s female bodyguards. “I kind of expected this.”

She dragged me into her bedroom. Her windows were covered with thick golden curtains. The bed was big enough for three with lots of pillows. “A queen size bed,” she said and I caught that little twinkle in her eyes.

“It will be a king size for tonight.”

She chuckled and laid her hand right on my chest, drawing an intimate circle and was on her way to pushing herself against my crotch. “Don’t get too ahead of yourself now. We have dinner first before I decide what comes next.”

I’d prepared myself for some alcoholic beverages. Although I disliked it more than anything, I believed that’s what wealthy people were into. “When you told me you didn’t drink coffee,” she said and moved the pot onto the table. “I suspect you don’t drink alcohol as well.”

“You know me well already,” I told her. “I don’t drink. I prefer water. You got to stay sober with those kinds of ambitions I have.”

“You are strong,” she said, her nipples rising already through her skimpy bra. A size too tight for her. I imagined she hadn’t worn them in years as her dating life had come to a halt. “I drank some in my teens but gave it up quickly. It was a threat to my ambitions as well. Water is also on my menu for most of my days.”

She passed me the ladle and sat down. “Ladies first,” I told her and passed it back to her.

She pushed it back to me. “Guests first.”

Something in her voice and her surroundings with strong female figures told me not to push this one. I filled my bowl and was already amazed at all the rich flavors swirling up to my nose. “Cheap on the vegetables and greedy with the meat.” I grinned. “I love what I see.”

“It keeps you healthy and strong,” she said and filled her bowl as well. “I’ve never fallen for grains.”

“You’re too smart for that.” I got my first spoon into my mouth and then the second. Eventually, I had to remind myself that I was on a date and not at home. “Excuse me,” I said.

“You let your age slip there,” she said with a chuckle. “I don’t mind a few spills here and there. I take it as a compliment.”

“You don’t ever eat outside?” It was also a common misconception that someone living under such a roof would.

“Sometimes,” she said. “But I prefer making my own food.”

“No wonder with these kinds of skills you have.”

“Perhaps your parents have gotten a competitor,” she said with a wink.

“Well, it’s my stepmom I’m living with. But I call her my mom.”

“That’s unusual,” she said. “I guess something must have happened along the way.”

“My mom died when giving birth to my brother. I was only four, and my father had to take care of me which wasn’t possible since he was also an entrepreneur, so he found the sweetest woman out there to help out in the household and that’s my stepmom. To keep a long story short, stress from overworking killed my father.”

“Overworking,” she said, being reminded by something dark herself. “It’s been a concern of mine lately as well. I have so much money I don’t have to lift a finger for the rest of my life, but it’s hard to find any true meaning living an idle life.”

Having a baby was a bigger hole in her life than I’d imagined. I finished my second bowl when she had finished two-thirds of hers. “I’ll be more than glad to provide you with that meaning.”

She got another chunk of meat in her mouth and then put the spoon back into the bowl, wiping her lips with the handkerchief. “And how do you know what I’m seeking?”

“You want to become a mother,” I said bluntly.

“I did
 ,” she said and lowered her eyes. “But I have given up and moved on with my life.”

“Don’t you believe in magic?”

She shook her head with her beautiful smile. “Not at all. I’ve been an atheist all my life. Not even as a child was I scared of ghosts, nor did I believe in Santa Claus.”

“I guess believing in miracles is the only thing we don’t have in common then,” I said.

“Oh yeah,” she said and drank me in with her cold blue eyes, turning warmer the deeper into the evening we got. “What kinds of miracles do you believe in?”

“Magical seeds that will make you pregnant.”

“I found your earlier jokes funnier,” she said, but still chuckled a little and kept the right mood afloat.

“This wasn’t a joke,” I told her firmly and laced my fingers together. I held her eyes gaze harder, suppressing any tension or hints of jokes in this room.

“Magical seeds?” she questioned. “Is that what these fantasy video games are about these days?”

“I guess it’s only one way to convince you.”

“You’ve already earned a ticket to my bedroom with your charm alone. My needs have gone unnoticed for too long, so you don’t have to spice your words up. The doors to my bedroom are already open for you.”

“I guess you just have to wait for tomorrow morning to feel your nipples swell and hips grow even larger than what they are now.”

“In your dreams,” she said and rolled her eyes. “Let’s just have a bowl of ice cream and you will get what you want.”

“And so will you,” I said.

She took the dishes a bit quicker than usual. Another sign that her needs had gone unnoticed longer than both of us had imagined. She sank into the couch, inching her hips closer to mine. “Open,” she said and jabbed a spoon into my mouth.

It melted in my mouth and down my throat. It had a unique taste, not the one my mom usually bought. “Did you make this yourself also?” I questioned and licked my lips.

“No,” she said. “It’s freshly made. I buy it from a shop downtown.”

“Better give me the address.”

We continued sharing the bowl of ice cream. A sweet idea I didn’t mind. It pulled me closer and closer to her. In the end, the bowl was empty, licked by both of us. Our lips met and her tongue pushed into my mouth, her breath ragged and horny. “The bed, now.
 ”

We rose and scrambled to the bedroom. Neither one of us wanted to part from each other, our tongues laced on each other. We fell onto the bed. The first thing she did was to get rid of the red see-through dress. I then helped her unhook her bra, her two fruits popped right into view, shiny and ripe. She had the tiniest nipples I’d seen, so cute they pulled me right into them. I opened my mouth and flicked it around with my tongue. It sprung right back up. I could only imagine how wet she was. Before I’d even noticed. Her hands were under my pants. She stiffened as she touched my erection. “What the?” she said. She quickly pulled the belt out of the loops and wrenched down my clothes. She unraveled my underwear and had to see it with her own eyes to believe it. “What a cock,” she said, her mouth watered so it welled over her lips.

“Magic,” I said and waggled my eyebrows.

“I hope you wield this magic just as well,” she said and folded her leg over mine, grinding her sopping underwear on my thigh. Her right hand kept stroking my cock, pushing the foreskin up and down and rubbing the head a little. I then pushed my hand under her panties fingering her rose till her breathing deepened. “Sixty-nine,” she whispered. “I need a taste of this steak before continuing to the real deal.”

“I’m glad you like meat. I don’t mind nibbling on the bud of a flower.”

She turned around. Within a breath and her two thick thighs sunk onto my face. Her flower, the color of a pink rose landed right on my face. I inhaled and it was one of the freshest scents in a while. She hadn’t had someone near it in years and it was a bit of a luxurious treat as I nibbled on her petals.

I was about to catch a sticky drop stringing from her labia. I gasped. Her moist lips enveloped the head of my cock, twisting and sucking the salty head. Her experienced fingers were already pumping up and down the shaft, her mouth and tongue action also interrupted whenever I hit the right nerves. “Hmm, I want this thing inside me,” she said.

And I also wanted to penetrate the sweet hole I had in front of my eyes. I sunk my fingers into her bubbly butt and gave both her cheeks a spank. They were ready for penetration. She swung around and then fell to the side. She backed her ass right into me. I lifted her leg up and then slid right into her hole. “I can hold up my leg,” she said. “Hold onto my breasts. They will bounce and slap all over us.”

I struggled, drilling my cock into her. Despite her age, she sure was one of the tightest women I’d been into lately. The lack of men made her feel like a virgin but at the same time, the experience was in the back of her mind. I pumped in and out of her and with my right hand reached to her breasts and fondled them, squeezing and enjoying her flesh. My lips were right next to her neck. I kissed her and her entire body turned rigid, stiffening in our intimate bliss. My fingers teased her, reaching lower till I bumped into her clit, playing with it lightly. “Ah,” she moaned. “I’m almost there.”

That was quicker than I expected. I felt the buildup as well. The head of my cock glowed with pleasure as it drowned in her sweetness. “You are such a tight one,” I said in a rough voice. Her pussy was about to strangle my cock. It tightened even harder along my shaft but her walls kept leaking. I tasted her neck again and her skin prickled. The most powerful moan of this evening escaped her lips and then it was my turn to grunt as I spray painted her womb white. The power of my blast pushed my cock outside her slit and gushed out my hot seeds all over her like a fire hose on the loose.

“If that wasn’t magic, then I don’t know what is,” she chuckled and watched in awe my glistening cum coating her delicious body.

“I told you so.” I had forgotten how good it felt to empty the seeds. They’d been tormenting me for the past days and now finally I could get a breath of fresh air. “Do you have a towel somewhere?”

“Only tissue paper,” she yawned, tired from that round of fucking. “Don’t blame me, I didn’t know you shot buckets. I’ve been used to getting blanks all over me. Can you be kind and get a towel from the bathroom?”

“Of course,” I told her. I stepped into the bathroom and then sunk back to the same position on the side. I wiped her entire waist and breast. The pearly cum trickled all over her. I also had a sticky puddle by my navel as my cock still seeped.

“Just throw it on the floor,” she said with her eyes closed. “I will clean it tomorrow.”

I lay and spooned her for a while. My cock rested in the crack of her ass. I’d been numbed for a while. I didn’t have a clue how much the clock was, but I tried to shake her shoulders, wondering whether she wanted to engage in some pillow talk. To my surprise, I saw something sticky and white flowing out from her lips. It was her drool and not my seeds. Her chest rose and sank deeply. She was dead asleep. She must have craved cock for so long. I lay down and slept as well.





I woke up with something thick probing against my hand. It had rested right under her breasts for the entire night, riding the waves of her deep breath and bringing me closer to her deep slumber. Now though, something altered her body. I peered in the darkness. Her puddle of drool had just deepened and then it was her nipples, no longer tiny and stiff but pudgy and swelling like a thumb. I grinned. “Just wait till you will wake up.”

She opened her eyes. A wave of dizziness washed her face. “Tom?” she mumbled, wiping the drool from her lips.

“You need to go to the bathroom?” I could already guess. She nodded, her face turning pale for a moment. “Don’t worry. I’ll help you.” I swung my feet off the bed and then lifted her to her feet. I guided her into the toilet and opened the bowl. I went outside to fetch her a glass of water as she emptied her contents. This pregnancy was even quicker than any other. It usually took some time before they became dizzy. I flushed the toilet and handed it to her. She emptied the cup and tried to rise to her feet. “I’m so sorry,” she mumbled. “I’ve never felt anything like this in my life.”

I went behind her back and reached for her hand. I then guided it up to her breasts. “Feel any different?”

“What the?” Her eyes popped wide open. She scrambled to the bathroom mirror, the size of a door and framed with lightbulbs. She watched her breasts in disbelief, touching the nipples in case the mirror was lying. “Did you put something on her?”

“Nope,” I said. “Only in your womb.”

She rubbed her nipples and her heart started to race. “I don’t believe this.” She flung open a cabinet door and tossed a package of toothpaste and toothbrushes out till she reached a dusty pregnancy test, more than ten years old. She tore the package with her teeth like a savage and she hopped into the shower. She pushed out a golden stream of urine onto it. She closed her eyes and raised the pregnancy test with trembling hands up to her eyes. I then understood I was at the wrong place at the wrong time. She was about to detonate. She shrieked in joy to the point I swore seeing her mirror vibrate. I pushed my fingers into my ears and staggered outside before my eardrums would shatter. She threw open the door and jumped into my arms, still shrieking and now almost strangling me. “I have to breathe please,” I said.

She let go but only a little. Her tears of joy spilled all over me. “How is this even possible?” she sniffled. She looked me in the eyes. Her blue gems were distorted with tears. I dabbed them for her. Beneath the chill and cold were a warmth that had been frozen for so long. I didn’t think she was such a cold person as the journalists made her out to be. It was just the grief that had put her into such a dark place for so long and now it had finally thawed.

“Magical seeds … Do you believe me now?”

She chuckled. “I do, I do believe in magic now.”

She took me to the couch, inching her naked hips into mine. “I forgot to ask you, what kind of business were you running?” she asked.

“A pregnancy clinic.”

She was about to laugh but then noticed I wasn’t joking. “No wonder, so I guess it’s more than paperwork you are handling.”

“It’s my mom that took care of that. I was usually in the background just being milked in the morning and evening, and in the day pleasing the women.”

“Why not just sell the sperm?”

“The potency of direct deposits is way stronger. The amount of sperm gets determined by how much arousal. I can tell you that the load yesterday was my strongest yet.”

“You know how to flatter a woman more than anything,” she said and caressed my shoulder blade. She reached for her phone and googled it. “Wow, you only have five-star ratings.” She then clicked on our website and now I had to get to the bottom of this. “Why are you out of business?”

I sighed. “It’s a long story, but a couple of days ago I got kidnapped by the owners of the largest investment funds in the country, owning Pfizer and the chief justice of our country. My natural solution, and also the only solution these women had since they were just ripping them off, was a threat to their profits. They have framed me and already have an article and lifetime in jail prison sentence ready if I didn’t close the doors.”

She raised her hand over her mouth. She understood by now that I wasn’t joking. “Oh god, I’m so sorry. And this is an unfortunate and rotten part of our country. I know plenty of stories like this.”

“Well, I’m fortunate to have a caring stepmom with ambitions. She refused me to give up and talked me into fighting back.”

Now she started putting the puzzle pieces together. “So … why is your first stop with me?”

I reached for both of her hands and gave them a squeeze, rubbing my thumb along her smooth surface. “I need your help fighting them.”

“Now, if it hadn’t been for the fact I had a baby in my belly, I would have thrown you right out of here,” she admitted. “I thought you were genuinely interested in me, but you have given me something I would have died for, so I’m indebted to you – I will do anything for you.”

I was about to pass out. “Fuck me, I thought I’d blown it all.”

She smiled but only briefly. “No, you haven’t. First of all, I’m attracted to strong men, stronger than me, and that’s hard to find. You’re going against the most powerful people in the country, I’m already turned on. Then I hate them just as much as you do. They have robbed years of my life. The grief threatened to derail me. I should have understood that such a young and handsome man like you were after something. I got carried away by your charisma, but I will help you. I’m on your side in this.”

I let out a breath of relief. “Should we get some clothes on and return to my stepmom? I need to show her this victory.”

She grinned as I rubbed my fingers along her thick nipples. “I would more than love to meet her.”





Jenny
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I
 refreshed my phone for the thousandth time, or that’s what it felt like. That he didn’t answer could only mean two things, his battery had died or he’d failed. I refused to consider the latter. But this wait pained me.

It had been a day since I dropped him off. I had expected some message yesterday, but maybe he’d been too busy seducing her. She wasn’t an easy woman. Perhaps it would have been a better idea to send him to someone less intimidating first.

A car pulled over. I didn’t recognize the engines, so I got up to my feet. I was wearing a blue summer dress and wore my hair in a ponytail. I went to the foyer and opened the door. My son stood right in front of me, his back straight as a sword and head held up high. He glowed in glory and as he stepped aside to show off his price, I understood why. Marcia, the most powerful lawyer in our country, stood behind him and closer than a married couple. Most of the photos of her were either depressive or stern, but her gaze had softened. He’d given her what she truly wanted. “She is a mom now,” he told me proudly. I embraced him, holding onto him longer than necessary. I didn’t mind if she noticed the hidden intimacy between us. If he could capture such a powerful woman then I knew it was nothing that could stop him. I kissed him on the cheek, the scent of fresh pussy so strong it even turned me on. My imagination went wild as I thought of the acts he’d performed on her. “You make me proud,” I told him.

I let go of him and extended my hand to her. She grinned and could probably guess what type of relationship we were in. “Jenny,” I presented myself

“Marcia.”

Her touch was soft and strong at the same time. It was exactly what I was looking for. “I already know your name,” I said. I didn’t mind stroking her ego since we needed her on our side. “You are more than welcome to come inside and perhaps dine with us if you wish.”

“I’m looking forward to your culinary skills.”

We settled out on the veranda. The parasol shaded the bristling sun. Tom took off his shirt, even in the shade he had beads of sweat prickling his chest. “Hard work?” I asked him, my eyes going astray on his shirtless body.

“Pleasurable work,” he reminded me.

Marcia waggled her eyebrows. “So, I guess you two are pretty open about sex?”

“Now yes,” I told her. “But we haven’t always been like this.”

“I must first of all say, I’m more than baffled by your stepson’s cock and his seeds. I mean, I had tried treatments worth millions and after only one night with him and I’m already pregnant. So, I’m still a bit speechless.”

It stung a bit when she said stepson. I couldn’t blame her too much since she didn’t know how close we were. “It’s not the first time we heard that,” I told her. “But there are many more women out there with similar needs like you, who are currently being put on hold or fed false hopes.”

She nodded. “Tom told me. I know a lot about how these investment funds and big corporations operate. It’s an unfortunate part of our country.”

“But one I’m willing to fight,” I told her.

“So am I,” Marcia said. I could tell she liked the sound of that. To be a strong woman was an important part of her public figure.

“Tom, can you show her the newspaper?”

He rose and I caught the sight of his bulge. It surprised me. I chose this dress to cover up as much as possible. Marcia was modestly dressed as well, skirt and a lovely blouse, although her top buttons were free. She revealed the top of her cleavage but that’s about it. His libido must be through the roof. He got the newspaper and handed it to Marcia. Her fingers tightened as she read through. “Rotten men,” she said with a shake of her head. “But this is a child’s game for them. They do these kinds of stuff every day.”

“As a lawyer, do you have any tips on how to go against claims like that?”

“I do, but as a reminder, it won’t be enough. What the general public has to say can sway key issues, even in court. There is no such thing as objectivity or fairness in matters like this. My work alone won’t be enough.”

It was how I suspected and I’d prepared myself for this. “I know we need more.”

“We must have big newspapers on our side,” Marcia said.

Tom’s eyes just widened as we presented another mountain to mount. We didn’t have much time for a breath or two. My eyes flickered to Marcia. “Do you perhaps know anyone from the top ten newspapers, who Tom can seduce?”

Her grin widened. “As a lawyer I do. The daughter of the CEO of Huffington Post also has some issues. Although, I’m not so sure about her sexual orientation. There are rumors that she is bisexual, perhaps even lesbian.”

“I mounted a bisexual couple when we ran our clinic,” Tom said and dusted off his shoulders. I didn’t want him to get too ahead of himself although he sure needed that confidence.

“Well, some say she turned to women after every man failed to get her pregnant. Some even say she’s given up completely on men.”

“Do you know what she does in her free time?” I asked. Huffington post was a big newspaper and satisfying her daughter will sure bring the CEO into our claws.

“Sports, you can find her at one of the most exclusive gyms, membership there costs a fortune.”

“We made a lot, so money won’t be an issue. She sounds like an independent and tough woman to convince. I assume she shared the same troubles as you.”

“She did, although we never discussed fertility issues because of embarrassment.”

“How do you know her so well?” Tom asked.

“I don’t really know her. I was the lawyer for them in many cases. Although I have never spoken to her daughter, only her mother. The founder of the Huffington Post is from Greece. They tend to talk a lot. Her daughter looks like a Mediterranean gem.”

I saw Tom was already looking her up on the phone. His lips slid into a grin as he found his next honeycomb to score.

“Tom, tomorrow you must go to the gym. Follow your instincts and get to her. We are counting on you. Chanel and Sofia wish you good luck. They both want their jobs back.”

He nodded. With his level of confidence, I was sure very little could go wrong. “Marcia read through the newspapers and prepare yourself for the case against them and how we’ll proceed with this. We have a guest room if you need to work in private.”

“I’ll be on it.” She took the newspaper and shoved it in her purse. Before going to work, she wrapped her arms around Tom and made sure to touch his menacing rod with a tight squeeze. “Thank you again. You’ve brought meaning to my life.”

He gasped as her fingers slid up and down his bar of steel. “Let’s make sure to bring meaning to many more women out there.”

“We’ll succeed as a team,” she said.

I looked away and pretended like nothing, although I wished it was I who touched his length.

After Marcia went to work, Tom excused himself. “I just need to go out for a walk, get some fresh air.”

“Recharge your batteries?”

“Yeah,” he said and scratched his neck.

I could tell he’d tucked his bulge up against the waistband. It currently looked like he was hiding a coiled rope under his pants. “Don’t worry about it. I will prepare dinner in the meanwhile.”

While he walked outside, I watched him till he disappeared from my view. I was currently drawing circles on my nether lips. If it hadn’t been for those greedy crony capitalists, I might already have had my orgasm by now. I had no idea what Chanel and Sofia had planned, but on our last evening together they’d both been determined that Tom and I would end up in bed with each other. It was a forbidden dream of mine. A dream I’d thought I would never confess to anyone. Yet I had admitted it even though they held me like a hostage.

While he continued with his quest, he didn’t make it any easier for me. He just kept growing, turning more powerful and more attractive. I will claim having raised him to his level, but so far, I hadn’t gotten to reap some of that reward. Marcia and all my friends had, and a whole bunch of other women. The way she held his cock and slid it up and down. I could do it equally as well, even better. I knew I could pleasure him like no other woman could since I knew him best.

I kept drawing circles, getting to a point where I either continued and came right here or had to stop. My fingers were getting slipperier, but it just felt too depressive to do this all by myself. I let it go and got my fingers up from my panties. I wished I could serve him those sticky drops for dinner instead. I’m sure he would enjoy it more than anything.

I started with dinner. I chopped up the meat and the vegetables and slung it all in a cooking pot.

Marcia came out and fanned her face. She looked sunburned despite being indoors. “It’s so hot, can I have a glass of water?”

“I got you,” I said and brought out a cooled jug from the fridge and a glass to her.

“It smells amazing. I’m glad to see I’m not the only one enjoying cooking.”

“It tastes better when it is homemade.”

“What’s going on with you and your stepson?” she asked with a hidden grin.

I could obviously tell what she was fishing after. I didn’t like it even though I knew I had to remain respectful toward her. As a woman, none of us were immune to gossip. “Nothing,” I flat out lied and looked skyward again.

“I noticed the way you were looking at each other,” she said again and wanted to get to the bottom of this.

“It’s normal. It’s just a few glances here and there.”

“But is there another man in this household? I don’t get how someone with your hips and looks live all by yourself, having your boy walking around here, turning himself into a superstar with his enormous erection constantly on fire.”

“I have some friends who will help me out now and then,” I said. I just wanted her to leave the idea that I lusted after Tom.

“I’ve always thought of experimenting myself but never had the courage,” she hinted.

“A couple of my friends and I will take you down the road if you wish.”

“I have to think about it,” she said, more excited than ever, but the most important part, she left Tom out of the equation.

“You will meet them. They are a part of our team.”

“What do you call this team … Tom’s harem?”

And now she had to bite into his name again. “Not a bad name.”

“I’ve come quite far with the job. After dinner though I think I’ll be heading home to continue there.”

“Our doors will always be open for you.”





Eventually, he came back home. He was sweatier and slightly tanned. The glow of the sun flowed through his hair. “I’m soon ready,” I told him while stirring the stew. At this moment I regretted that I didn’t finish what I started earlier.

“I have to take a shower,” he said, his voice manlier than ever. He ascended the stairs and my attention turned back to my butterfly. I reached in with my fingers, and to my surprise, I was even wetter than before. This could be quick. I felt the thrill rising. I knew the keyhole would provide me with a potent view, and seeing him naked after such a hot day. I couldn’t contain myself. I went on my toes up the stairs. I heard his pants falling to his ankles and then how he stepped into the shower. I bent my waist and peeked inside. His cock soared up like a spear, thick and bright as a golden flagpole. He was so erect the foreskin rolled down automatically and the vein bulged against his skin. I was about to melt by the sight, melting for him and leaving room for his cock. It had felt so naughty to masturbate to him when we were working, but I had never thought of doing it in our home. I quickly reached in, drawing rushed circles on my lips, and splashing the waves. I always waited with the clit till my heart was racing and the pleasure was rising. With a brief touch and the powerful sensation rippled through me. I was almost there. I kept my eyes on him. My forbidden treat. I wanted him so badly. “Tom,” I whispered and kept fingering myself till it exploded. I staggered back, blind for a moment as my eyes disappeared to the back of my skull. My panties were covered in a sticky mess. But I had to leave it for now. Mhm, that felt good. I turned to the stair and then saw Marcia standing there with her right fist against her hip. “Uhm,” she said, her grin wider than ever. “Where should I put this glass?”

I blushed from head to toe. “Just on the counter.”

“Alright,” she said and tried to brush away the awkward air.

I descended the stairs and swallowed hard. “I didn’t mean to walk in on you,” she said. “I’ve had my fantasies as well, and I don’t judge you, especially living under the same roof as him.”

“Not so loud, please,” I told her. “Just forget about it. It’s complicated.”

“Alright, don’t worry about it.”





We sat outside. Tom ate greedily and so did Marcia. She kept an extra eye on him. I was certain I wouldn’t be the only one who will masturbate today. His hair dried in the sun and the reflection was almost too bright to look at. If she hadn’t been here, I would love to have ruffled it. “Are you alright?” Tom asked me, catching something.

“Yes,” I said and tried hiding my naughty hands from the table as we ate.

After dinner, Marcia wiped her lips and thanked wholeheartedly for the guest hospitality. “Talk to me when you have captured Isabella,” she said with a wink. “And thank you again.”

She gave Tom another hug and of course didn’t forget his cock, reaching in there for final touch before parting

Finally, I could have some spare time with him. We settled on the veranda. “Nice lady.”

“Gorgeous,” Tom added. “She is no competitor to you though.”

I gave him a look. That one even surprised me. “Yeah … in what way?”

He must have left that one slip since I now noticed how awkward he became. “By looks, yeah.”

I ruffled his hair. “Save your charms for Isabella. The thirty-two-year-old needs you more than anything.”

“The difficult part will be to convince her that she needs me,” he said. “Marcia wasn’t that difficult. I have never been to a gym before and know very little about sports. And then it is the part where she told me she might be lesbian, that sure will be a tough clam to crack.”

“You must find the sweet spot and she will open up for you. Then the pearl will be all yours.”

“Well at gyms there are many other guys who are bigger and more muscular than me. I don’t see what I can offer –“

I put my finger over his lips, reminding him of the most fundamental lesson. “Son, confidence is all you need, period.”


It dawned on him again. “Sorry, I do remember and I do have it in me. Any tips on how to approach her in a gym?”

“If she is on the squat rack, ask if you can swap turns. After she’s done with her set and then you step in. There will be plenty of opportunities to exchange a conversation there.”

“I didn’t think of that one.”

“Don’t think, let it flow naturally.”

“I will.” And then it was another question he was chewing on. “How am I supposed to wear loose training shorts when my bulge is already visible in these?”

“Oh,” I covered my mouth and tittered slightly. Even though he wore cargo shorts, it was still visible. “A luxurious problem not many men have, let me think, wear double underwear, or perhaps triple?”

“That should probably hide it a bit, but it will still be visible.”

“Who cares if it will be a little bit visible. The men will be jealous of you but it sure will be a bonus trying to catch Isabella, something that will be needed if she claims to be a lesbian.”

“Alright, I think I’m prepared now.”

I watched skyward toward the sinking sun. I laid my hand on his muscular thigh, the same hand I’d touched myself with earlier. “Let’s get some sleep. I know you got this.”

He briefly smiled and I could tell he enjoyed my hand on his skin. “Thanks.”













Tom
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“
 A
 re you ready?” my mom asked. I slept more than well. The shower yesterday had been painful, my throbbing cock was just there, washed by all the hot water. I couldn’t touch it. I had to retain my seeds for both my confidence and to be sure I will make my next woman on the list pregnant.

“I’m,” I told her. I waited for it, hoping she would accidentally touch me again. Yet she didn’t. It was a bit disappointing, and I wasn’t certain, but I thought she caught it. Instead, she raked her fingers through my hair. I caught a forbidden scent on her soft fingers. I had dreamed of her silky hand sliding up and down my shaft for a long time. “Go get her, the rest of us are counting on you like usual.”

I hoisted the bag onto my shoulder. Her touch pumped energy into me as I got out of the car. I drew in a deep breath and gazed up at the skyscraper. It lay on the outskirts of the city center, having probably the best view since there weren’t any buildings shrouding its view. The gym was on the top floor. It will be quite a mission to mount that thing as I imagined the smoking hot daughter of a Greek goddess.

I entered inside, not catching many suspicious looks because of my fancy clothes. I pushed the elevator button and a smiling young lady came next to me. I glanced at her briefly and didn’t give her any second thoughts. We got inside and I thought to warm up with a conversation. “Which floor?”

“The top floor,” she said with a subtle accent.

“The same here,” I said.

“The first time at the gym?”

“Yeah,” I now fully turned to her. She wore a crop top and sports bra underneath. Her bouncy breasts looked even bigger because of her flat tummy which then led to her hips. They were so wide they almost bumped into me. I looked a few seconds more than necessary. I lifted my gaze back up to her eyes. She was as tall as I, and she wasn’t even wearing high heels. “Like a goddess,” slipped out of my mouth.

She waved her hand dismissively. “I’m a lesbian,” she said with a smile but I touched something with the compliment.

It was then it struck me. It was Isabella. The woman I needed to seduce. I swallowed hard and was so caught off guard. This took a toll on my confidence. What the hell was the odds for that? I fumbled after something to reply with but I had nothing. “Bisexual, perhaps?” I chanced.

“In your dreams,” she said and continued to scroll on her phone.

I could tell she found me attractive at first, but my nerves must have ruined it for me now. I probably could slip in another comment before we reached the top. Come on now, find something clever. “I once had a one-night stand with a lesbian. It’s sufficient to say, she never turned back to her prior orientation.”

She chuckled and then crossed her legs for me. “Get lost.”

The elevator opened and I gritted my teeth. That one stung. She strode off, tall and elegantly. She was on her way to pump more volume to those delicious hips. Hips that currently remained in my dreams. I sighed and felt a bit lost. It felt like a punch to the face and it weighed me down.

I paid for my membership, not so eager to be here in the first place when it already felt like a lost battle. I texted my mom on the way to the locker room. I’m in trouble, call me when you see this.


She called almost a second after I hit send. She must have been surveilling her phone. “Are you alright?” She asked so suddenly, fearing the worst.

“Yes, sort of,” I said and slumped down on the bench. “I ran into Isabella in the elevator.”

“How did it go?” she asked, barely even letting me finish.

“I didn’t even realize it was her at first, when I did, I tried my best.”

“What did she tell you?” I imagined her heart pumping in the middle of her throat.

“I first got, in your dreams and then, get lost, and now I sit in the locker room not sure where to go.”

“You have to hang in there,” she said. “How exactly did she reply with the second pickup line?”

“She said it with a chuckle.”

She sighed in relief. “That’s good. She is definitely into you, but she is suppressing something. You have to give her a break. What more information did you get?”

“Well, she is a lesbian, or that’s what she told me.”

She thought for a second. “Do you know if she is training with her girlfriend?”

“I don’t know, how come?”

“If you spot her, make sure to hit on her instead. This will make her jealous and draw her into you immediately. Keep in mind, no matter how hot her girl is, you are after Isabella, think with your brain and not your cock now.”

“Yeah mom, I know.”

“Hang in there. I know you got this.”

“Thank you, wish me good luck.”

“Good luck,” she said and made a smoshie sound.

I hung up and got dressed. Time for round two.

I’d never been to a gym before, but I could tell this was a fancy one. The AC made a constant wave of fresh air, barely leaving a hint of sweat in here. The windows were wide and spacious and with a beautiful view of the forest and river. I scanned my eyes around and spotted Isabella running on the treadmill. She wore pink yoga pants so skin tight I could spot her camel toe, and also a matching sports top that kept her fresh, bouncy tits firmly in place. The dark ponytail swayed side to side. I was mesmerized by her movements. Right next to her was another woman, an inch shorter but still tall enough to be considered a fellow goddess. She had her blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail. Her prominent thighs and bubbly butt were hints they had started working out at the same time. Although by the look of her delicate face with high cheekbones and round lips, touched with cherry sweet lipstick, told me she was younger. I went to some dumbbells and kept an eye on them while doing some curls. I felt something rise between my pants. Well, I didn’t wear three underwear but four and I still felt it strain against the fabric. It was a mission impossible to quench the erection when it was already rising.

They then stepped off the treadmill. Isabella took a swig from the water bottle and then handed it to her neighboring blonde. It confirmed what I suspected. She must be her girlfriend. “Are you ready for some squats?”

“Yeah,” Isabella said. “I forgot the belt in the locker room, hang on, I’ll be quick.”

Bingo.

I rose and casually approached her, not minding if I showed off what I kept hidden between my legs. “Your sister is beautiful,” I told her.

She turned to me, her perky tits jiggling by the movement. The skin at the top was adorned with beads of sweat, disappearing right into the deep cleavage. She was just as stunning as Isabella, and her blue eyes were more welcoming. “We are a couple,” she corrected me.

“Room for one more?” I asked.

“I wouldn’t mind,” she said with a chuckle.

I couldn’t lie. It sure was a bit intimidating speaking to such a tall girl. Her body was surprisingly filled for her height, confirming the goddess label. “I’m new to the gym, so I hope you two will have a couple of things to teach me.”

“Who needs to go to the gym with your good looks,” she said. It was a relief she was an easier fish to catch. I just hoped both of them would understand that the size of my cock will be big enough for both of them. I extended my hand to her. “Tom.”

“Mia,” she said and flashed her teeth while she smiled, snow-white and sparkling.

Isabella came back with the belt hanging in her hand. She stiffened a little as she noticed both of us, surrounded by sparks. “You again?” she said, having a sour taste in her mouth.

“I like a challenge,” I told her. “And I dislike giving up on gorgeous women.”

Isabella rolled her eyes. “Come on,” Mia encouraged her lover. “He wants to squat with us. He needs someone to teach him.”

“Alright then,” Isabella said. “But don’t get the wrong idea, kid, you can’t be older than twenty-two.”

“I’m old and big enough for both of you.”

Mia nudged her friend with a grin. Her eyes swam down to my pants, noticing something big and menacing lurking in there. “Wasn’t Alexander the great seventeen when he became king?” Mia reminded her. “He conquered the world.”

Isabella rolled her eyes again. “Have you squatted before?”

I shook my head and regarded her firm hips. “You better spot me from the back.”

“Mia will take care of you.”

Ouch, another diss. But Mia was there to soften the blow. She came from behind, so close I got a whiff of her minty scent in my nose. She smelled like heaven. She wrapped the belt around my waist, her bouncy breasts rubbing along my back. Those few touches were enough to light my cock on flames. I should have perhaps worn five pairs of underwear instead. “Okay, are you ready?”

I went under the bar and lifted it with my traps. I stepped back, her delicious and soft body spooning me from the back. I squatted a few times, struggling to do more than six reps. I got the bar back on the rack and had to wipe my brow and massage my thighs. “That was way more difficult than I imagined.”

“I thought it was pretty good,” Mia said. “You can spot me from the back if you’d like. I will show you how to reach even deeper.”

That was something sure I would love to be shown. Isabella still had her arms folded and didn’t like what was going on. I got behind Mia’s delicious thick ass crack. I got her swaying ponytail right against my face, the aroma of red pears. As she lowered herself down, she pushed her entire ass straight to my cock. It disappeared into her abyss for a moment. On her way down, I made sure to help her and push it even deeper. I’m sure she noticed since she made sure to back her full moon toward me as well. “Ten reps?” Her strength baffled me.

“You got work to do,” she said with a wink and didn’t wipe a drop from her brow.

Isabella lined up next and she held her hand out to me. “No, Mia will spot me.”

She sure was a tough nut to crack. I couldn’t complain about seeing those two goddesses spooning each other like that. Mia’s tits mashed against her back, and her butt pushed right into her crotch. They were so clean. I imagined two bald pussies, crisp and clean and smelling like a garden of roses. It was something I wanted to bathe in.

The session continued like this. Mia eagerly flirted and showed me around while Isabella stood on the side, muttering some curses and keeping her arms crossed. It was a bit frustrating, but so long I had Mia on the hook I knew she would fall for me eventually.

“Do you want to hit the sauna together?” Mia asked after we’d finished the seated leg press.

“I sure will, make sure to choose a smaller one so we can share the body heat a bit better.”

Isabella still didn’t seem to be in the mood. Right now, my cock was hard enough to crack a walnut, but the shell around that woman seemed to be ten times harder at the moment.

I met Mia up by the sauna. She stood there with a towel wrapped tightly around her tits. Her wet blonde hair hung behind her back. I saw her face without makeup. She had the perfect cheekbones, red like ripe apples. O-shaped lips that I could easily imagine my cock sliding into, although they would probably widen her up quite a bit. It was then I realized, she hadn’t worn any makeup at all. She was a rare breed. For some reason, she looked kind of disappointed. “Such a sad look doesn’t clothe a woman like you,” I said and greedily got my hands on her hips, not being afraid to get rude with her.

“Well, Isabella didn’t want to come,” she said.

I looked over her shoulder. “Your beauty blinded me. I almost forgot about her.”

“She can be like that sometimes.” She opened the door for me and we sat down on the bench.

“How come?” I asked. I was careful to prob too much. I’d recently met her, but it felt as if I’d known her for ages.

“It’s a long story,” she said and leaned back in the warmth. “She used to have a lot more fun, but she pretends to be a full-time lesbian at the moment. She isn’t, I know her that well.”

“What made her switch so suddenly?” I asked, knowing I would have been screwed if it hadn’t been for the sweet strawberry-blondie next to me.

“At a young age, she wanted a child badly. She went through at least five guys in less than a year since no one could do the job. It devastated her for a couple of years and then she opened up her wallet to fertility treatments that just broke her further. She promised she never wanted to see a man ever again.”

It comforted me that I had at least had the remedy she was looking for. The hard part would be to convince her after such a painful fall. “She needs something younger,” I said and nudged her with my elbow.

“I think so too,” she said and shared my grin.

“It must be a dream for you to have a monopoly on her urges.”

“I love licking her more than anything, but sometimes you know something is missing.” I noticed her fingers started sneakily pulling down her towel, inch for inch.

“How well does she listen to you?” I asked, my eyes stuck on her chest while she moved the towel further along her chest. She was an inch away from her nipples.

“Quite well, but it can take some time to persuade her.”

“Do you think you can persuade her to a threesome?”

“Depends on how well equipped you are.” There the towel fell free, revealing the fresh, newly showered perky boobs. She made a little fake shy face and covered her mouth with her hand. “Whops.”

She poured fuel right on my libido, which I had managed to suppress so far. Now though I couldn’t contain the flames as my raging cock was on the loose. She giggled as the towel magically rose before her eyes. She turned to me and got her hands on her hips as if confronting me. “Now, I want to know why you wore four underwear under your gym shorts.”

“I thought I covered it up pretty well.”

“We women notice a man’s weapon just as much as you drool over our boobs and hips, now are you going to let me sit here naked while you are covered up, that won’t be nice, would it?”

I grinned. I loved women like that, not afraid to be dirty and experiment. I yanked my towel and my cock sprang free, swaying side to side like the tail of a happy pup. Now she covered her mouth with both of her hands. “Big enough for both of you, god damn you weren’t kidding.”

“The loads are potent enough to fulfill both of your wishes, but that will be a part I have to show you for you to believe.”

She looked at me puzzled and didn’t understand what I was hinting at. She kept her full gaze on the cock, her mouth watered as she spilled some fresh saliva right onto the top of her boobs. I knew I had the power to take her right there, fucking her hard in the sauna, but I needed Isabella as well.

She reached for my cock, spilling some giggles as she worked it up and down her hands. I knew I couldn’t do this alone with her. If she continued further, it would be difficult to move away. “Ah, your hands are soft and tight at the same time.”

“Do you know what’s tight, soft and wet
 at the same time?” She yanked free her towel and a musky and sweet scent winnowed to my face. I wanted her so badly but reminded myself I was on a mission. “Just fuck me right here,” she whispered into my ear, her round lips an inch away from mine.

“No, I want a threesome with you and Isabella,” I told her firmly, but also, painfully.

“You want to ignore this fire?” she questioned as if she couldn’t believe it herself.

“The fire will still be there. I’m not the average inexperienced twenty-year-old. I will take both of you to the depths of your dreams. I’m willing to delay gratification because of that.”

Despite us two being the same height, she looked up to me now. “Twenty on paper but you are way more mature.”

“Go get Isabella for us and let’s have a night none of us will ever forget.”





I waited for my mom to come to pick me up. I gritted my teeth. My testicles felt as if they were boiling. I’d never expected her to be that horny. She just revealed her private parts in front of my face and snatched my cock. It was a powerful move to delay such action. I knew if this had been a couple of months ago, I would have been dead meat.

We’d swapped phone numbers and I could tell she would be quick. When she’d seen the size of my cock, she’d sworn not to give up. It was a smart move to show off her tits to add that extra fuel to my libido.

My mom pulled over and I jumped into the front seat. She looked slightly worried. But her bright clothes sure made up for it. This time I wasn’t disappointed she was wearing a summer dress. Any more sexual hints would threaten to derail me. I hadn’t given her an update since the dire phone call in the locker room. “How did it go?” she asked, fearing the worst.

“Don’t worry,” I told her. “It will just take a little bit more time than I imagined.”

“Tell me about it,” she said.

“Isabella is a tough nut to crack. Luckily, she has an open-minded girlfriend named Mia. She is the same height and is blessed with the looks of a goddess.”

“Open-minded?” she asked and wanted to dig a bit deeper. “How did you get to know her so well with just the help of one date?”

“Hard to explain, she was like a breath of fresh air. She introduced me to the gym and didn’t mind teaching me some exercises. All the while Isabella sulked behind, just giving me a few shallow comments now and then. In the end, she wanted all three of us in the sauna.”

My mom’s grin widened. I then spotted her red lipstick, an erotic touch that she couldn’t abandon. I knew there was more to her, but I also suspected she wanted to be gentle on the visual treats for my part. “Well,” I continued. “Only Mia showed up, so it wasn’t a quick victory today. Although she’d sworn to me, she wasn’t going to give up on the three-way.”

“How did you talk her into not giving up on the threesome?” she asked.

“She is a clever woman. She’d noticed I wore four underwear in the gym and she put the puzzle pieces together.” I told her. “She teased me by slowly pulling off the towel from her chest, making my libido go crazy. And then the erection just rose, confirming what she suspected from the beginning.”

“So, did you enter her?” she asked. I could tell she was getting excited. She must be wearing loose clothes since a heavenly and familiar scent rose between her legs.

“No, I told her if she wanted it then Isabella has to join us.”

We’d stopped at a red light. She looked at me proudly, drinking me in. “What a mature but difficult move. Not even many women can just stave off an upcoming sexual moment like that.”

“It wasn’t easy, and still isn’t.” It felt like we’d gotten so close lately that I didn’t mind hiding my libido. I had to change pants when I got home though since I was certain my cock was about to burst right through the fabric. I had already felt several drops of precum leaking from the tip. My testicles rattled as the raging load waited to be released.

“Take a cold shower when you get home,” she advised me after casting a glance at the bulge.

I wondered if she was planning to accidentally reach for it again, something I wouldn’t mind if I hadn’t been raging horny and needed to cool down. “Yeah, that sure will be needed.”

“I was worried when you called me. The Huffington Post is one of the biggest newspapers, and I’m sure they have connections to other newspapers as well. If you will make Isabella pregnant then she will be on our side forever.”

I clenched my fist. She was right. We couldn’t find a better catch than her.

I got home and we ate dinner in the sun. My mom showed me a photo of Sofia and Chanel. Their bellies swelled for every day that passed. She told me again they were happy, but still wanted their jobs back as usual. I missed both of them and their morning and evening work. Reminding myself what I had before, fueled me with motivation to keep on going.





Right when I was about to go to bed, I got an incoming phone call. Mia. I couldn’t complain about hearing her sweet voice again. “What’s up?”

“I got good news,” she said and I could picture her twirling her sweet hair in her fingers. “I talked Isabella into a three-way date tomorrow.”

I patted the head of my raging cock, the fire still glowing hot. Hang in there. “I knew I could count on you,” I said.

“Well, that bar of meat is not something I will ignore.”

“How did you manage?” I asked curiously. “She sounded so stubborn.”

“I flat out told her about your cock. I got her interest straight away even though she tried hard to suppress it. She wants it. She wants it badly
 . Be prepared she might play a bit dumb tomorrow, and before agreeing on this, she made sure there would be no sex among us.”

“Yeah right,” I said. She was a bit of a talker. I knew well enough I would bed them both at once, dipping into one honeycomb after another and spraying them with my sticky cum in return.

“We’ll be at her ranch. The only way I could make her agree to this would be for you to help her with some lifting, but don’t be gentle with the flirting. She will get into the mood.”

“I gotcha,” I told her.

“Sweet dreams,” she said and kissed the phone.

I did the same but knew the dreams tomorrow would even end up even sweeter.





“Are you ready for the daughter of a powerful woman?” Jenny asked me as she clasped the golden Rolex on my wrist.

“No,” I told her firmly. “I’m ready for two.”

She leaned forward, her billowing breasts rubbing against my chest. She kissed me right on the forehead. Her lips lingered there longer than usual, the most passionate kiss she’d offered me so far. I couldn’t help but think our relationship was sliding in a direction. A direction I wasn’t complaining about at all over. She was wearing tight mini jeans and a tight top. I assumed she wanted to pour more gasoline onto the fire between my legs, and it sure helped as she stroked my back and drew deep breaths as her hand inched lower. “Go get both of them.”

“I will,” I whispered, her touches bringing me one step closer to heaven.

Isabella waited outside. She drove a silver Rolls-Royce, such a fancy car it made my jaw drop an inch. Mia sat also on the front seat with the window rolled down and her elbow on the side. “Are you ready to work for us?”

“No one plows a field as well as I.”

Mia chuckled and Isabella scarcely smiled, but at least her lips moved a little. “It’s serious labor,” Isabella reminded me.

“You don’t think I know how to plant some seeds?”

“Teenagers,” she said and rolled her eyes. It was a bumpy road to her ranch. I didn’t mind leaving the city for a little. I’d missed the peaceful nature. To spend my time there with two hotties was like two birds with one stone.

The field of grass extended to the hills. Grazing animals moved about. The farmhouse didn’t look old-fashioned, but furnished and luxurious. No wonder she had a vacation home like this with all the wealth and power the Huffington family possessed. I stepped out of the car and I saw what they were wearing in their full glory. Both of them wore tight, sexy miniskirts. The soft swell of both of their breasts appeared beneath the matching V-neck blouse and a billowing cleavage I was dying to dive right into. The sight of them did the complete opposite of cooling me down. “Feel honored,” Isabella said as she welcomed me inside. “I only bring family and my dearest friends over. If Mia hadn’t talked me into this you would still be with your mom by now.”

I accepted the insult for what it was. I stayed mindful and reminded myself it was a reason she was a bit bitter. Mia briefly touched my legs as I entered the spacious home. “Don’t even worry about it,” she whispered. “When she sees what I saw yesterday, she will get down to business.”

I hoped so too since it was getting sweaty in here. She showed me briefly the guest suite and the kitchen. She got to the flyswatter and I noticed some sparks between them and then they had a strap-on just lying on the couch. “You like what you are seeing,” Isabella said. I could tell she was in the mood for a good pounding or two.

Mia pulled her in for a sudden sloppy kiss. The move caught me off guard. “There’s someone else in this room who likes what he sees,” Mia said and licked the saliva from Isabella’s lips. Lesbian action always got to me, seeing those two smoking hot tongues intertwine and pushing their mouth juices back and forth, made my jaw drop.

“He can jerk off after he’s finished his work for us.” Her comment just made me lust after her even more. “Come, let’s go outside and get our slave to work.”

She showed me the stacks of hay lying against the barn. “So, they need to be moved into the stall. We will wash the horses for now.”

“Not an issue,” I said and dusted off my shoulders.

“We’ll see about that,” she sniggered. “Especially after your work at the gym yesterday.”

“I was just warming up,” I told her. I didn’t let her insults get at me. It felt as if she were testing me somehow. It felt good to have my mind on something else despite those two. I didn’t mind the fresh scent of hay and manure. I did the job quicker than expected. Mia suddenly aimed the hose at me and splashed a wave of water. I wiped my face and spat out the water. “Better take your shirt off,” she said, waggling her eyebrows

I pulled it over my head and tossed it aside. “You better watch out,” I told her.

She accidentally dropped it and moved to a more vulnerable position. I quickly snatched it and aimed it right at her, firing right at her face. If it only was my raging load that had been haunting me for two days straight. She jumped as the water hit her. “That was a lot colder than I expected. I guess I also have to take my clothes off now.” She gladly popped the buttons free from her blouse and tossed it aside. She now stood there in a skimpy bikini, only covering her private parts.

Isabella then came into the stall. “What are you two doing?”

“Come on, sweetheart, loosen up a bit,” Mia encouraged her. It was easy to tell she was desperate after my cock. She did everything she could to get Isabella to bed with me.

“You know very well that I like to have fun, but not with guys,” she reminded her with a shake of her head. She then stared, baffled, at the stacks of hay. “Have you already finished?”

“Work ethics come before fun in my world,” I told her, hoping to impress her.

“Impressive,” she muttered silently as if she didn’t want me to hear that part. “Come, I got the buns ready, let’s eat and relax for a moment.”

We enjoyed the sunshine and the fresh breeze rustling the leaves of the trees. There weren’t any nasty noises about, only the fresh sounds of nature. “What a lovely place. A breath of fresh air compared to downtown.”

“Yeah, that’s why I bought this place,” Isabella said, a bit more open for a conversation now it seemed. “I’m kind of interested, are you studying or working?”

“Neither at the moment. I dropped out of high school at the age of fifteen. I had dreams of becoming an entrepreneur and worked my ass off. Two months ago, I founded my latest business venture with my mom, and it brought in millions.”

“Interesting story, not unusual to hear about dropouts with good work ethics.” Her eyes trailed down to my chest. She still had her blouse on, something I didn’t understand since it was still warm, despite the declining sun. “Do you mind opening up what type of business you were running?”

“A successful fertility clinic.”

Isabella rolled her eyes. “You got pussy on your mind.”

“Who doesn’t,” Mia said and nudged her friend with her elbow.

“I’m not joking,” I continued. “The reviews are still online.”

“It doesn’t matter what type of miracle you were performing. My legs are still crossed for you.”

“For now,” I added.

Mia ground her teeth, but I caught her interest when I opened up about what I had done in the past. “What was the name of the clinic?” she asked.

“Vera Fertilita.”

She looked it up quickly and her eyes widened. “Wow, only five stars and these impressive reviews. Well, what happened, why did you get shut down?”

“It’s a long story.”

“Take your time to spice it up,” Isabella said, still not convinced.

“I got kidnapped by an owner of BlackRock Inc. They weren’t so pleased that I threatened their profits and forced me to shut down. Otherwise, they had a fabricated case that would end my life in prison.”

Mia looked at me long and hard. She could tell I wasn’t joking. Isabella lurched to her feet. I didn’t notice, but tears were streaming down her face. She ran inside, the emotions spilled all over her. She left a trail of bitter tears and I pointed at myself. “Did I do something wrong?”

“I don’t know,” Mia said and looked genuinely surprised. “I’ve never seen her act in that way before.” She patted my thigh, inching her sweet fingers to my cock that was still throbbing hard. “Hang in there. I’ll go talk with her.”

“I don’t blame her after being screwed over so many times. But I have the means to make her pregnant. I wasn’t joking earlier with my business venture.”

“No, I believe you. I saw the reviews and your cock yesterday. Give me a second.”

She stormed inside and hurried upstairs. I heard her crying from down here. Her bedroom must be right above the veranda. I listened intently. Mia tried her best to comfort her. She was a true friend, that’s what I could tell about her. “What’s the matter, sweetheart?”

“What he said about the fertility treatments is true,” she sniffled. “They don’t work and they never have.” She burst out in tears and wept. I could imagine Mia’s arms getting soaked thoroughly.

“But I think Tom wants to help you.”

“He is probably one of them. He just wants sex that’s all. You know how my life was before meeting you. Men promised me all kinds of stuff. After a quick in and out they just left, getting their satisfaction while destroying mine.”

“I can tell that man down there is different. I saw his cock yesterday and it was abnormal. You have to give him a chance, just here, please, read these reviews. This is heartbreaking.”

“They are probably faked.”

“They must have put a whole lot of effort to fake these. Isabella, I love you. Something is different with him. Please, can you trust me with this one?”

She sniveled and blew her nose. “What did his cock look like?”

“It was big and not only that but his testicles were larger and had this unique color. It is what I told you yesterday. You have to see it for yourself. This isn’t an average man.”

“I will call him a boy till I have seen him in action.”

That comment stirred life in me. Finally, this sounded like an end to this lust of torture. “So, I take that as a yes?”

“Yeah, I have been suppressing it for a long time. I also find him attractive, and I did spot the bulge.”

“Let’s get down to him.”

Finally, finally, I will be able to breathe properly. They descended the stairs. Isabella’s face was distorted by hot tears, although I didn’t see any ink trails on her pretty face. She got her eyes on me and her eyes lit up dimly. “I guess your wishes will be granted this evening,” she said and reached for my hand.

I kissed it first and let her bring me up to my feet. “So will yours, one blast in your lovely womb is all it will take.”

I thought we were going up to the bedroom, but the two goddesses pulled me to the grass. Mia even pushed me down with the tips of her fingers. “We are still your gym teachers,” she said with a laugh.

I spat out a tuft of grass. I didn’t mind. It was warm and soft. I was about to unbuckle my belt, but Mia laid her hand on my thigh. “Let us make a little tease for you.”

Gravity pulled them together. They snaked their hands around their backs. They opened up their mouths and their tongues sank into their mouths. The first drop of sweat dribbled from my temple. It was hot. I gritted my teeth and felt a stab of pain in both of my testicles. I wasn’t so sure they were pink any longer but the color must be blue as if someone had given them both a good beating.

Mia then popped her buttons free from her blouse, taking a brief break from the kiss and pulling the clothing over her head. She attacked her bra, unhooking it within the blink of her eyes. Isabella was equally as quick. Right before me, four titties bounced, their stiff nipples pointing north. I narrowed my eyes, trying to breathe deeply. Another sharp stab hit both of my testicles. “I think we are torturing him,” Isabella said with a string of saliva clinging to Mia’s lips.

I was surprised she was the one who said that. They turned toward me, crawling toward me with their upper bodies free to be enjoyed. Their fingers went straight for my belt, unbuckling it and pulling it out from the loops. They then pulled my pants down. My cock then burst right through my underwear, startling all three of us. They then giggled like mad. “Jesus,” I said with my mouth wide open.

“Has that happened before?” Mia asked.

“No,” I said and watched how my throbbing erection throbbed over both of them. After Isabella wiped away her laughter, she finally got her eyes on my cock. Now it was her turn to gasp, her eyes trailing from the bottom to the tip. My entire shaft glistened. I’d no idea how many drops of precum had coated that thing since I got my eyes on both of them. It was currently a white pearl at the top, glistening.

“This is monstrous,” she said. She fumbled with my testicles. She quickly got her hands up as if she’d burned her fingers on a stove. “They are gloving hot.”

“You weren’t far off with that torture comment,” I said.

“Why are your testicles like that?” Isabella asked and spotted the odd color, or if they were blue now? I didn’t know.

“You will find out tomorrow,” I said with a wink.

Mia exchanged glances with her lover. Both of them grinned. “Should we share the drop?”

“Yeah, I haven’t tasted cum in ages.” They lowered their pink tongues right to the head of my cock. There was plenty of space on the head for both of them. They pressed their tongues together and punctured the pearl. They licked up the remainder and made sure to lap around on the head afterward. A string stretched from both of their lips and my cock, but not much longer as they dived down again, taking turns to suck my head. They then got the hang of it. Isabella was on the top while Mia’s lips stroked my entire shaft. I groaned for a moment. The pleasure almost blinded me. I rubbed my eyes and they were still drooling over my cock, spilling chunks of saliva, letting it trickle down my shaft and leaving a sweet mess on my waist. I also had the most potent view of their titties, swaying back and forth while they kept moving their bodies.

“Let me lick both of you,” I said and had to put on the brakes before I would blast both their faces to the moon.

“Any ideas?” Isabella asked, pushing her long dark hair behind her ears.

“You can start with the skirt,” I said and waggled my eyebrows. I had gotten a brief peek at Mia’s slit, but wanted both of them at once.

They pulled their skirts off, revealing their curves, as perfect as rainbows. They then fell on their backs. They giggled as they lay there naked and vulnerable and all mine to enjoy. I started with Isabella. Her lips were pudgy and she had some wiry hair on top. Her clit was buried deep into her folds, scarcely even visible. I plunged in with my tongue. To my surprise, she was sticky like honey and warm like the summer sun. I licked and kissed and worshiped her like a goddess, interrupting their tongue kisses as moan after moan escaped her lips. I then kept my fingers inside her walls, tightening around my fingers. I turned to Mia. Her crisp slit glowed pink like a fresh strawberry and she tasted different but equally as amazing.

It didn’t take long till I had their sticky fluids all over my face. I crawled up to Isabella, breathing in her thick black hair as I spooned her from the side. My erection rose to her slit. The head already rubbed itself on her lips. I didn’t even have to guide it. It knew itself what it wanted. I got hold of her leg, sinking my fingers into her soft athletic skin. The second I pushed inside she gasped. It was almost like fear seized her as I evaded her private space. Mia held onto her boobs, squeezing them in her lovely grip. “Don’t suppress it now, sweety, I know you want his length inside you.”

She just nodded and I pushed the remainder of my cock further into her. On my second thrust, I pushed some hair away so I exposed her neck. I settled my lips on her natural tanned skin. We both moaned at the same time. I got a little peek as her boobs kept rolling and slapping against Mia’s breasts. Isabella’s fingers were buried deep into Mia’s pussy. She knew her so well; she could work blindfolded.

I kept fucking this Greek pearl. Her entire body was so long and great it warmed every inch of my skin. Her pussy clamping onto my cock, as I slid in and out quicker and quicker, was the real source of pleasure in this act. Especially now that I wasn’t holding anything in. It had felt like torture a moment earlier as I watched their sloppy kissing. I seized her breasts, claiming them to be mine. Isabella started to squirm. She was so deep into the moment her hands slipped out from her best friend’s sopping pussy and started clawing her thighs bloody. We reached higher and higher, all the way up to the crimson sky. I cried out like an eagle as I sprayed my boiling cum into her womb. My cock slipped out from her and sprayed Mia till she bathed in my cum. I let out a groan as I sank back to the warm grass, still enjoying having this rare beauty backing into my crotch and swaying cock. It landed right between the crack of her ass. It oozed, like icing on the cake. “I needed that,” Isabella admitted, drawing Mia close to her. “I owe you a big one for convincing me.”

“I already got a big shot all over me,” she laughed. None of them minded as they pulled their cum-stricken body close together, smearing their sticky mess all over themselves.

“I think all three of us need a shower more than anything,” I only said that because I wanted to enjoy Mia as well. It wasn’t fair that she’d just laid there with a couple of fingers inside her.

We watched the sunset for a little. The scenery was stunning as the pink colors spread all over the fluffy clouds. I spotted one that looked identical to a female vulva. After a closer look, it looked identical to Mia’s slit. “Turn around,” I told her.

She did and watched skyward. “It looks like a vagina.”

“It looks like yours,” Isabella laughed. It seemed like all the tension was gone from her. I gave her a fucking of her life and a reminder that nothing could compete against the flesh of a man.

“It’s a sign that I got one more lady to please.”

Mia turned to me and snuck her hands under the legs of her friend. She fished up my cock. “Oh yeah, can you get this beast up again?”

With her slow teasing movement, she pushed blood to it. My balls must have been so boiling hot, I got erect in a matter of seconds. “How about we hop in the shower?”

None of them objected. I let them ascend the stairs before me. A rivulet of cum trickled down the thigh of Isabella, and the sticky mess crusted their bodies. The bathroom was something I’d never seen before, mirrors framed with lightbulbs, marbled floor and walls. The shower was big enough for an orgy and the hot tub faced the window with a view of the ranch. Mia still kept her hands enveloping my cock, pulling it like a handle. “What a load,” she said, watching the sticky mess on her and then on her neighbor.

“No wonder he worked at a fertility clinic.”

Isabella looked optimistic for the first time since I saw her. I had to remember tomorrow to get the hell out of here before they will shatter my eardrums. She turned on the shower. The steam quickly rose. My hands settled on Mia’s hips. “Bend that hot ass of yours.”

She was already on it, bending her waist and serving her plump cheeks right at the head of my cock. What a treat, her pink slit poking out thereunder. I injected my throbbing cock into the second slit for this day. I was still equally as hot and hard as my cock went missing inside her only to reappear wetter and sweeter than before. Mia even managed to soap in Isabella in front of her. She made her body glisten as I had this sweet woman bent over for me while banging her hard. “Be gentle with the soap,” I warned them. “You need to wash a second time after this one.”

“Magical balls,” they both joked. The sound of me slapping my thighs into her got louder, mingling with the pattering water and their occasional giggle. I also heard her tits rolling and up and down, clapping together. I only moved my hands and hips. But I let my right hand free and fetched a fistful of her blonde hair. I yanked it upward, making her arch her back. “I’m going to cum,” I warned her.

Her moans rose steadily. “Me too,” she said. “It pleases every nerve of my pussy. Ah, I’ve never had something so big inside me before, Ah.”

While the hot water splattered all over us. I grunted and shot fat cables right into her. I then let my cock loose, spraying her back and even managed to hit Isabella who stood two feet away from us. She wiped her finger on the cum. “Christ, your balls are powerful.”

I let go of the candy and almost staggered back to the wall. My cock grew limp. Mia twisted to me and just smiled sweetly. “I want that thing inside me every day,” she said and let out a deep breath, more than satisfied.

“If I would have a penny for every time I’ve heard that one.”

We soaped each other, like a standing three-way. We had an occasional taste on the private parts, juggling their ass cheeks and then their breasts. We all shared the same mood now and I couldn’t wait to get in the bed with these three, being sandwiched between these gorgeous hotties.





Isabella was behind me, curling her leg around mine. Mia’s ass backed straight into my crotch. She would have a potent taste of my morning wood. But I knew I had to wake up first, to the sounds of their joyful cries and screams. “Do you mind passing my phone? I need to text my mom.”

“Bragging about your night?” Isabella said and gave me my phone.

“Trust me,” I told her, “this was nothing compared to when we were working at the clinic.”

“Were you serious with that?” she questioned.

“Tomorrow you’ll have your answer.”

I texted my mom. I’ll be home before noon. Isabella and her best friend with me … and with two fresh embryos.
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I
 stood here by the kitchen, wearing my terry-cloth robe. It billowed open and revealed the gentle swell of my breasts and the lacy edge of my slip. I didn’t have time to dress. The text message he sent me yesterday made me sleep like a log. Now though, it was back to work.

The Rolls-Royce pulled up the driveway. Tom stepped out first, his long hair fluttering in the wind. He looked like a rock star. The analogy got confirmed as the two goddesses stepped out. I recognized the dark-haired one straight away, but the blonde was equally as stunning. He’d scored big-time, his shoulders and arms all pumped up. I wouldn’t be surprised if he’d taken them both this morning as breakfast.

I opened up for him. The two women were right behind him. If it hadn’t been for them, I would have fallen into his arms and slipped my fingers into his loaded weapon. I swore he just got more and more attractive for each day that passed. From one to ten, he was about to burst through the scale. I hugged him warily, trying to hide the intimacy as well as possible. “I’m proud of you,” I told him and patted his back. His obvious bulge pressed into my loose robe, kneading into my thigh. If it only could slip a bit deeper.

“I wouldn’t stand here if it hadn’t been for you,” he reminded me and pulled me a bit closer, aching to feel my boobs against his chest.

He stepped aside and presented both of them to me. We shook hands and exchanged smiles. Mia’s smile was a bit suspicious though, raising her eyebrow and daring a grin. “You are his stepmom, right?”

It stung whenever I heard that. I was his mom more than anything. “Yes, let’s go to the veranda, another lady is waiting for us.”

I brewed some tea for us and got out the freshly baked cookies. I loved making those for my clients. It was a reminder we had to get our business back. I settled down with them. Isabella was surprised to see Marcia here. “Long time no see,” Marcia greeted her.

“Yeah, thanks a lot for covering up my mom again,” Isabella greeted her, more than glad to see her. It was a lovely sight that we would all get along well with each other.

“Have Tom explained to you what we are up to?” I asked her.

“He mentioned it briefly, but it doesn’t matter what type of favor he wants from me,” Isabella said and then her emotions just spilled out from her. “I will do anything for you.”

Mia was there to comfort her. She patted her tummy, equally as joyful. “I’m also pregnant,” she mouthed as Isabella wept in joy on her shoulder.

I shot a grin at Tom. He just leaned back like a king. “I never thought I would see this day,” Isabella sniffled. “I thought my life was over.”

She then reached for Tom, wrapping her arms around him. I noticed he was a bit redder around the neck than usual. She must have strangled him earlier. “I owe my life to you,” she said and spilled tears all over his back, which was already soaked from earlier.

“It’s alright,” he said and patted her back. He tried to squirm himself free from her grip. He needed to breathe and rest from all that hard work.

“I don’t know how much Tom has told you about what we are working on,” I said to Isabella who dabbed her eyes.

“He told me about Vera Fertilita and how the BlackRock group had framed Tom. I can reassure you that Huffington Post will be on your side along with some other newspapers as well.”

That was all I needed to know. I sipped some of my tea. It was a bit cooler today, but it didn’t say much since it was still August and hot. When I saw I was surrounded by skirts and blouses, revealing bare shoulders and chunks of thighs, I wanted to change into something more appropriate. “I’m glad to hear and we will need that more than anything. Garcia and I are preparing to sue them and we need all the media support as possible for this one. It will be a major case.”

“They aren’t going down without a fight unless you got something on them,” Isabella said. She looked a bit intimidated by what we were going up against. Mia’s gaze just strayed toward my son.

“They were dumb enough to leave the fabricated story to Tom,” Marcia said. “It’s more than enough proof, but again such cases can be buried under the noise of the media. So it’s vital that as soon as we start you have to be on our side.”

“I will talk to my mom immediately.” She left us for a couple of minutes.

I glanced at Tom. “Chanel and Sofia have gathered all the witnesses whom you impregnated. We got a major case against BlackRock.”

“It all makes my head spin.”

While he had seduced the women we needed, I had taken care of most of the work backstage. Chanel and Sofia had easily gathered the upcoming moms. They were more than happy to stand by our side, loyal to the truth. It was something I knew as well. You couldn’t fight with lies.

Isabella gave us the green light. Her mom even rushed over, congratulating her daughter on her pregnancy. She found it hard to believe, and of course, greeted my son in awe. We explained to her what we were up against. As a woman, she listened intently, weak for gossip. She spat at the name and was more than glad they weren’t affiliated.

After seeing the glow in her daughter, she swore loyalty to us. She owned four other newspapers. She was an impressive and strong woman, nearing her seventies but still kept going. I had read a couple of her books and it was more than an honor to work with her.

When the case was filed, there was no turning back. We’d caused an avalanche as numerous cases of fraud in Pfizer and rotten mismanagement started appearing on the surface. The newspaper they owned went on an article warfare, doing everything they could to protect themselves. They siad Vera Fertility was run by rapists and sex-damaged individuals. But they couldn’t trample on the hundreds of women Tom had impregnated and our cum containers, impregnating up to more than ten thousand women. Our remedy worked and almost all of them were willing to be our witnesses, against the one blonde agent that stood on their side. This was game over, and we had announced we will be back to business on our website next week.

Tom and I were now free. Free from their corrupt threats and could go back to provide meaning to many women’s lives. “What a week,” Tom said, fanning his face with his cap. We’d just appeared at the court. Marcia was more than talented and I knew she had that fat pig by the balls. “What made you so determined we would win this?”

“You,” I said truly.

“But you were the one who talked me into this,” he said. “I would have given up if it hadn’t been for you.”

“I wouldn’t have been so confident without you.”

He smiled briefly. It seemed he wanted to say something but kept it inside his chest instead. “It feels such a breath of relief to start work again on Monday. But I’m glad this happened, I probably wouldn’t have learned to make a move on a woman.”

“Knock it off,” I said. “The charm, you have it in you. You are a natural.”

“I was nervous before that.”

“I don’t believe you.” I looked at him for a while, hoping he would turn his wolf-gray eyes to me. It was the same color as his father’s. I had fallen for them the moment I saw them. I felt more than relieved Tom was still by my side. “Chanel and Sofia are overjoyed to see you again.”

That brought his gaze back to me. “I can’t wait to have them taking care of me each morning and evening.”

I had looked forward to this as well. The venture of our dreams, especially his.

“I hope you don’t mind, but I wanted to go find a car today. I know for certain it is going to be a busy first week, so now that I have some spare time I figured why not.”

“I do mind,” I said, a bit disappointed we couldn’t spend some more time together.

“I’ll be quick,” he said. “I already know what I want to buy.”

“The same car as Isabella’s?” I guessed.

“A newer model.” He grinned.
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I
 t was hard for me to believe that on Monday we’ll open up again. I had been on the verge of giving up completely. Their threats were not something I took lightly. I was more than thankful for my mom. She meant the world to me and had saved me from major depression. For some reason, I glanced behind my back more than usual. It just felt a bit surreal, how those powerful men would give up. As if they wouldn’t take revenge after we were about to stomp them into the ground.

My suspicions turned out to be true. A man holding a syringe approached me from behind. He injected me with something within the blink of an eye. The world turned blurry and then the lights went off.





I opened my eyes and recognized the room. It was here I was captured a couple of weeks ago. The office or headquarters of the BlackRock Inc. “He is waking up now,” I recognized that voice, probably one of the servants warning the pig that would soon emerge to my sight.

The short, bald man huffed and puffed. He plodded to his seat and sat down on the opposite side of the table with a loud thump. He must have lost at least a pound from that strenuous walk. This time he was scowling and to my surprise had added a wrinkle to his already furrowed forehead. “So, we meet again,” he said and I could hear the anger in his voice. I didn’t know what that fat bastard wanted from me now. It was game over with his attempt to frame me. We had him by his tiny balls.

“You won’t get away with this,” I said, more confident than last.

“I won’t get away with what?”

I sneered. “By kidnapping me you fat fuck.”

He chuckled. “Only because you’ve gotten powerful the last few weeks doesn’t mean we still aren’t, little boy
 .”

“You know what we got on you,” I said, not afraid to meet his gaze. “You are doomed no matter what.”

Right next to him stepped a smoking hot nurse. She was like straight out of a porno with red lipstick, her long brown hair spilled over her white clothes, and her billowing tits straining against her outfit. “This is Lisa, she had an eye on your business earlier and even examined some of your seeds. We now know you’re magically endowed, something which isn’t fair to the market.”

“As if your solutions are fair. You belong to the pigsty.”

“If we are going down, we are taking you with us.”

“Good luck.” It didn’t make me uncomfortable that the psychopath in front of me knew about my secret. It just made me more vulnerable as I sat here and waited. He’d least been kind to give me a treat to look at.

The smoking hot nurse brought up some electric equipment with two clams. When I saw what she was holding, I was too horrified to put the puzzle pieces together. “What the fuck do you want?”

“Explain the deal to him,” he said.

The nurse smiled. Her heavy upper lips radiated hypersexuality with the cherry color. I didn’t know if it was a ruse that he’d chosen her for whatever job they had planned for me. “By giving your testicles electric shock, it will greatly damage your seeds to the point they will lose their potency.” Of course, the tough super-hot macho woman had to have a Russian accent, what else.

After I averted my eyes from the hottie in front of me, did I finally realize what they were up to. My balls and testicles were the sources of my glory and wealth. They were everything I had in my life. Everything that had given me meaning and happiness, and meaning and happiness to a thousand women out there. I wasn’t so confident any longer that it was we who had them by the balls. It was the opposite. The evil’s man grin just turned more wicked. “Not so cocky any longer? Why don’t you pull down his pants and give him a sample of your lovely therapy?”

She pulled the chair away from the table. She was stronger than I’d imagined. She unbuckled my belt and pulled my pants to my ankles. I got a potent view of her honey-toned boobs. They were a size too perfect to be titty fucked. Too bad she had other plans for me. She struggled with the underwear since my hard cock still clung to the waistband. She tugged it free and my weapon sprang free, threatening to slap her. I couldn’t help but notice my size caught her interest.

He sneered at the sight. He seemed to hate me more as he saw my cock in its full glory. “I will give you an easy choice, lay down the charges against us and we will lay down ours. If so, we won’t sap the energy from your balls, and you will live the rest of your life as a random commoner.”

I couldn’t hide my feelings now. The prospect terrified me. What was it my mom always told me, be strong.
 She believed in me. I couldn’t betray her, no matter if it meant having my magical seeds depleted. “So,” he said and drummed his fingers on the table. “We don’t have all day do we?”

“I have made up my mind,” I said. I shut my eyes tightly for the moment and then opened them, laser-focused on the fat turd on the opposite end. “You can suck my sweaty nuts, but that nurse of yours will take my cock.”

The vein in his forehead was about to pop. “Give that big-mouthed brat a little sample. Maybe he will change his mind before it is too late.”

She attached the electric clamps to my testicles. My hair shriveled up because of the cold. But I knew the worst awaited me as she moved her fingers to the electric machine. I drew in a deep breath and braced for impact. I almost jolted out of the chair and grunted at the same time. It felt as if something drilled inside my balls and then the pain ebbed all over me. I glanced down, seeing whiffs of smoke coming from the burnt hair. It was worse than I expected, but I tried desperately to hide the pain. I knew this physical pain would be nothing compared to the mental one. It was like being superman one day and then going back to being an average joe.

“How was it?” the man asked, his wicked grin tightening.

“It’s good you are warming up my nuts for you,” I said. “More sweat to be licked.”

She increased the power and hit the button. I gasped as the pain shot through me. She kept the button pushed in longer than last time, making me shudder and the chair rattle. When she let go, I could finally breathe again. Jesus fucking Christ. Now I didn’t even have to peek down. The smoke whirled past my eyes.

“We got ten levels with that thing,” he said. “Past four is probably all it takes to deplete you for good, but because of your big mouth, I figure you will sit there for a bit longer.”

She increased it to three and then mercilessly pushed down the button. This time I screamed at the top of my lungs. She kept the button pinned down for ten seconds. I must have shattered both of their eardrums, but she finally let go. The pig was laughing, slapping his thigh. “I won’t ask you again,” he said and dried the tears from his eyes. “You’ve made up your mind, say goodbye to your seeds.”

I felt weak and fatigued. The size of my nuts shrank in front of my eyes as the electric clamps just tightened. This is it. At the end of this adventure, back to an average Joe. One more electric shock to my balls and that would be the end. She increased the power and then pressed the button. I screamed louder than before, but only for a couple of seconds. The door burst wide open, sending a cloud of dust winnowing toward us. The police stormed in. The laughter of the fat pig suddenly died. The hot nurse dropped the electric equipment. My mom rushed to me with tears in her eyes. “Oh Tom, oh God what have they done to you?”

My eyes fluttered and the pain still ebbed all over me. “Please, take me to Sofia … my testicles. I’m about to pass out.”

I couldn’t take it anymore. I closed my eyes and fainted. The pain was too great to bear.
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I
 ruffled his hair. The wait for him to wake up was torture. I can’t believe he stood up for all of us, refusing to turn down the case. He might have sacrificed the greatest gift a man could have. It made him more attractive. I thought that wasn’t even possible after he’d climbed so high in life.

“What a man,” Chanel said. She sat on the chair to the side of me, wearing a skimpy bikini with spaghetti straps. “I just hope he will wake up soon. I’ve missed him after all these weeks.”

We were at my home. Tom lay on the couch and me and Chanel sat on a chair and watched over him. If I had been here by myself. I would have pulled down his underwear. His morning wood even strained against the blanket. I didn’t want him to wake up with his head all painful, especially after what he endured earlier. “He’ll wake up. He’s still strong.”

Sofia was in the kitchen, examining his seeds. She had managed to get a drop of precum out of him. She was handling the question which all three of us were dying to know. Whether we could restore his potent seeds.

I’d seen them on the chair, reduced to a regular pair of testicles and his cock must have lost an inch from its glory, although still impressive. “I got some good news,” Sofia said. The sperm scientist was dressed in a red tear-drop bikini, matching her flaming red hair.

Chanel turned to her, her ponytail swinging with her and so did her milk-filled tits. Both of their bellies had blossomed so it was visible now. “Bring it,” she said.

Tom’s hand moved, his fingers interlocking in mine. “He is waking up!”

His eyes slowly opened, his face slightly pale and groggy. I stroked his forehead, reminding him that I was here for him. “Mom?” he mumbled.

“Yes, hon, I’m here for you.” I fetched his hand and sandwiched it in both of mine.

“What happened?”

I drew in a deep breath. “You got kidnapped again, but you are safe now. The owner of the investment fund is rotting in jail along with his colleagues. We are free. You fought and beat them.”

He looked me in the eyes. His gray color reminded me of a strong lone wolf. “We did,” he reminded me.

He reached down and then fumbled around. He sighed, remembering what happened. “They feel different.”

“It’s because they are,” I told him. I shared his grief. I also had a dream in the back of my head that he would make me pregnant. He would stuff that thick rod into my butterfly, going to places where no one had been in years. But it is what it is.

His eyes then flickered from Chanel and Sofia. “I’ve missed both of you.”

“And so have we,” Chanel said. I could see she struggled to keep her hands in place. She still had the muscle memory of milking him morning and evening. “If there is a time to bring the good news then now it is.”

I almost forgot what she had said when Tom woke up. “Good morning,” she first said to Tom, her bright red hair blinding him for a moment. “As you know and just felt, the electric shock did do quite some damage to your manhood, to the point your seeds aren’t that potent any longer.” He closed his eyes and seemed to accept his faith. “But, the good news is that there is a way to restore them.”

He gasped. “What is that?”

Right before she was revealing it, I swore I heard something drip in Sofia’s panties. “You must have the most arousing, forbidden, taboo sexual experience you can think of, and it must come from your heart. Only such sparks of arousal can restore the glow in them.”

Both of us lowered our gazes simultaneously. I didn’t even have to look up at my two best friends to picture their grins. “Okay,” Tom said and avoided me now. “I have to think of that one.”

It was just something he said to get out of this awkward situation. It was nothing he had to think about at all. All four of us knew the answer to that one. He picked his back up and did a swift cock-tuck up against his waistband on his way up. He scratched his neck slowly and still hadn’t regarded me since that revelation. “I have to get some fresh air.”

“I understand. I know you’ve been through a lot lately.”

He got on his shoes and gently closed the door after him. I turned to Sofia with an arched eyebrow. “Did you make that one up?”

“No,” she said and still kept her grin on her face. “This is it, this is the moment both of you have been waiting so long for.”

“How do you know that having sex with me is what turns him on the most?” It was a ridiculous thing to say. I remember clearly, even how hard I’d tried to suppress it when I walked in on him masturbating. The title, stepmom teaches stepson and then the actress’s face looked identical to mine. And then I revealed myself multiple times when working at Vera Fertilita.

Chanel just rolled her eyes. “Not this again.”

“This needs to come out of his heart, not mine,” I reminded both of them.

“You’ve already admitted that you want him to fuck you,” Sofia pointed out.

“While both of you kept me on a leash,” I defended myself.

“Are you trying to claim you don’t want him, after being caught masturbating to him live numerous times?”

“I’m just saying this is about him,” I defended myself.

“Your nipples stiffened when I told both of you what needed to be done.”

I don’t think either of them understood what I was saying. Their naughty minds didn’t interpret my speech that well. “It might be some elementary school sweetheart, it might be an orgy –“

“It might be you,” Chanel slipped in and interrupted me.

“I was about to say that, but this is about him, not me. After all that he went through just to cover our asses.”

The sun was setting. Chanel and Sofia packed their stuff. “Let me know when your pregnancy starts so we can reopen the clinic,” Sofia said with a chuckle.

I just rolled my eyes. “You horny woman. Thank you for being here for him. I truly appreciate it.”

“Anything for you two,” Chanel said. Both of them were sweet enough to leave with a kiss each, and none of them left their grins behind.

I started with dinner, which would be a late one. I was certain he must be hungry. He probably hadn’t eaten in a while. He then came back home. He didn’t even say hi but just quietly retreated up to his room.

I put the steaming pot on the table outside. “Tom?”

I waited for a little before he answered weakly. “Yeah?”

“Dinner.”

He took a step for step, slowly descending. It was something deep that weighed him down. If he would just come clean then it would all be gone. I hung the apron on the chair and sat down. I was dressed in one of my skin-tight V-neck pencil dresses, perfect as it was still warm in the evening but not boiling hot. He still kept his cap on. He hadn’t worn that one in ages. I had a feeling this would become quite an awkward dinner. He just filled his bowl and ate quietly. I did the same and struggled to find something to talk about. “Did you walk far?”

“Just into the forest.”

“Okay,” I said and got another spoon into my mouth. He lifted his face a little. I felt his eyes on my cleavage. I regretted I didn’t wear something more revealing, perhaps it would be easier for him to admit what he truly wanted. “Did it taste good?”

“Yeah, I’m hungry as well.”

“I’m glad.”

This stale awkwardness lingered between us. I didn’t know if I should step in and help him, especially now that he’d finished his food. “The sun is setting, no need to wear a cap.”

“I forgot it from the walk,” he said and took it off. He still avoided my eyes, still not quite himself.

“Is this about what Sofia said?” I asked him and had to try something.

“Kind of,” he admitted.

“Tom, just take your time. We aren’t in a rush to open up the clinic, remember that.”

He nodded. “You are the sweetest.”

“You are the strongest,” I reminded him and kicked his leg under the table. It brought a smile to his lips.

“I think I might need to go for another walk,” he said.

“Now?” I questioned. He hadn’t eaten as much as I’d hoped he would. This sure must bother him.

“I just … I can’t explain.”

I reached for his hand, our first intimate touch since Sofia’s revelation. “It’s okay.”

I watched him from the kitchen window as he went outside, his bulge already throbbing. I didn’t have to use my imagination as I’d seen it live many times before. I wanted it so badly. I wanted him to penetrate me as deeply as possible. I desired his strong hands on my ass, enjoying me like no other woman he’d enjoyed before. I lusted after feeling his throbbing cock reach deep into my pussy, making his shaft disappear as he bottomed out. I hungered after his cum, being pumped into my womb and then sprayed over my body. “I’m aching for you, Tom. Please come clean with your urges,” I whispered my prayer.

He stopped in the middle of the road, his chest rising and sinking heavily. His hands curled into fists and he turned and marched straight to the door. He walked right in with his shoes on and reached me. He reached for both of my hands and squeezed them. He picked up his gaze and looked me straight in the eyes. “It’s you, I’ve dreamed about having sex with you since I hit puberty.”

My heart thumped rapidly at first but then the pace slowed down to a comfortable steady rhythm. “I … I feel the same and I have felt so for a long time.”

“Really?” he questioned, not letting go of my hands.

I nodded and melted by his strong touch. “I masturbated to you several times while working at the clinic.”

“Why didn’t you say so before?”

“A bit too taboo.”

He understood. “I felt the same … how about tonight?”

I felt the greatest joy inside me, a swarm of butterflies teeming in my tummy as this will happen. “Yes, let me take the dishes and prepare myself.”

“You don’t have to do much,” he said. “You are beautiful as you are.” He pressed his lips onto my mouth. Our first kiss on the lips, and was the best kiss of my life.

“I’ll wait for you upstairs,” he said, a string of saliva stretching from both our lips.

I twirled my hair on my finger. I hadn’t felt this since I was a horny teenager. “I’ll be quick. I promise.
 ”





Tom
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I
 lay in her bed. It was funny to think the last time I lay here was when I probably had a nightmare. Now I was stroking my cock, waiting for my stepmom to finish herself in the bathroom. I hoped she wouldn’t overdo it. She was golden as she was naturally, getting hotter for every year that passed and sweeter as well.

I wasn’t that surprised by her revelation. I guess those times when she accidentally reached for my bulge weren’t an accident at all. I’m sure she’d noticed several times before how I’ve had my eyes on her longer than necessary.

I couldn’t believe this was finally happening. I’d completely forgotten this was about restoring my potent seeds, but for some reason, I didn’t care so much about it. I wanted my stepmom. The woman who’d raised me, and I wanted her badly.

She finally opened the bathroom door and stepped into her purple bathroom robe. She lit a couple of candles, her golden hair shining. She was like a candle herself. She turned to me. Her blue eyes shone like a sapphire in this dimly lit room. She hopped onto the bed and crawled up to me. “Tie up my robe,” she whispered, even her voice turned more erotic.

I undid the tie, keeping her robe together. I then pulled them apart like curtains, being greeted by two suns covered by black lingerie. “I didn’t know you had lingerie.”

“By all my revealing clothes?” she chuckled. “Your dad used to love them. I always wore them for him. I assumed you shared a similar taste.”

“I sure do,” I said as I cupped her massive D-cup breasts. I shivered in pleasure at her soft skin. “That’s an amazing pair of breasts.” My eyes strayed down her tummy and then to her massive hips, rising like a great mount. My hand went on an adventure across her great curves, exploring and taking the time. There were so many pitfalls on this amazing woman, my fingers sinking into her soft skin. It wouldn’t be long till my cock would sink into her. The sweetest hole in the world I imagined.

My hands were already behind her back. I knew the art of unhooking bras well enough. Within a second her breasts bounced free and then jiggled a little. I went straight in and got her tiny nipple between my teeth. I licked from boob to boob, making them glisten in this dimly lit room. Her breath flowed steadily toward me. I started making my way down her book, kissing down to her belly button and then reaching the waistband of the lingerie. She turned so she lay on her back, spreading her massive legs for me. I got the waistband between my teeth and pulled them down. This was it. The third sun on this gorgeous woman that had been in the back of my dreams since I can remember. I pulled down the curtain and was greeted by her swollen mound. She was freshly shaved and her lips a symmetrical art, topped with some pre-honey all mine to enjoy.

My tongue went wild, making sure to give both her wings and clit an equal amount of attention. I spread her perfect lips with both of my fingers, revealing the pink sweetness and making more room for my tongue. I sank in, deep inside her and pleasured her as well as I could. “Oh Tom, I love that. If you only knew how many times I have dreamed of having your tongue in there.”

I took a break but made sure to finger her. “If you only knew how long I’ve dreamed of tasting you.”

I could feel it boiling in both of my testicles. I was getting harder than ever, feeling the potency and a powerful orgasm brewing. “God,” she said. “You have to stop, I’m almost there, please I want both of us to cum at the same time, Ah, let me suck you. Let me have a taste of that beautiful cock of yours.”

I reluctantly got up to the surface after having bathed in her sweetness. I lay next to her. We tongue kissed for a brief moment, sharing some fluids before she descended on me. I licked my lips and tasted the strawberries. She’d smeared strawberry lipstick over her lips and she now wrapped them around the head of my cock. She sucked till her cheeks hollowed out. She made sure to let out chunks of spit, trailing down my great shaft. She then quickly scooped it up with her sopping tongue and brought it trailing back down my cock again. It looked like a constantly erupting volcano. I moaned and even started curling my toes as the pleasure intensified. Of all the blowjobs, this was the most passionate and best one. She enjoyed every inch of my cock, sinking to the middle and taking me to the depths of her throat. Her muscles tightened, squeezing my head. She then moved up, the sopping fluids trailing after her. “Ah, goddam, you suck so passionately.”

“I haven’t sucked a cock in years,” she said, grateful to have a bone in her mouth. “And even better – I haven’t had one inside me in years as well.”

We both grinned simultaneously. We didn’t say anything further. She crawled up to me, her slit still leaked as she was right on top, guiding my shaft into her glory hole. As I had her over me, I was mesmerized by her erotic beauty. The breasts hung and swayed like two bells. Then her thick golden hair flowed down her back with a few locks spilling in front of her. “You are gorgeous,” escaped from my lips.

She guided my cock inside her. The warmest feeling intensified. This was the moment of my dreams. This was the definition of love when both of us will be pleasured by this act. She took my dick all the way, bottoming out till her pussy hit my waist. She rocked back and forth. Her tits swayed in a perfect rhythm. She planted her hands on my chest and now it started to boil in my balls for real. “Ah,” I moaned as she increased the pace. I got my hands on her hips and aided her rocking motion. The pleasure started getting intense. We ascended just higher and higher together, in a moment of bliss. At the same time, I felt my balls tighten and swell.

I couldn’t finish like this. I seized her hips and turned her around. Her teeth sunk into her lips. I could tell the movement turned her on. She had taught me before that men taking action was the greatest turn-on for a woman. My stepmom, my teacher and now my lover. I mounted her missionary. I got a hold of her hips as I sent my cock right in her. One deep and powerful thrust and then I got the train going, pumping in and out of her. She wrapped her legs around my back. Her swollen thighs kept me pinned there. She pushed her boobs together, enjoying every moment of this. “Ah Tom, I’m almost there. You are hitting the right spot.”

She wasn’t kidding when her tight walls contracted, leaving me barely any room to breathe. She wanted that cum so badly, including in her neglected womb. “I will give it to you,” I said, my fingers sinking deeper into her soft flesh. I grunted as the first spurt of precum splashed against her walls. The taboo orgasm that my testicles had ached for, boiled over. I was about to bite through my lips while I sank inside her, every inch of my cock covered by her sweet walls. I then exploded, blast after blast firing right at her womb. I moaned like an howling wolf. I slipped my cock out and still fired ropes of cum all over her body. On top of that, a pink liquid squirted from her slit, washing both of us in the moment of bliss, cooling us down. I tumbled right next to her, both of our eyes had disappeared somewhere in the back of our skulls.

We slowly woke up from our moment of ecstasy. We looked at each other without an ounce of shame on our faces. We were elated, happier than ever as we’d blasted the taboo barrier to bits. This will be a new chapter in our lives, something we both deeply wanted.

“Do you believe me if I tell you that I also wanted to be pregnant?”

“I do, you were the one who taught me how much it meant for women.”

She blushed a little. “Are you looking forward to being a father?”

“So long I will keep the same job and so long you will be closest to me.”

“Of course, I will,” she said and leaned in to kiss me on the lips, smelling of sexy fluids. “I still don’t want my role as a stepmom and teacher to be gone.”

“It never will, but now you are my lover as well.”

She lay her hand over my chest. “I love you, Tom.”

“I love you too Jenny.” And after a deep passionate kiss, we both fell asleep.













Epilogue
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I
 indulged in Sofia’s fiery slit. Her petite bottom blocked the light of the ceiling. Chanel was in the front, her thick tasty lips were wrapped around my cock. Vera Fertilita was back in business and this was the first day at work. My mom had drowned in requests and the bid to have my potent seeds planted in milf wombs had blown past all expectations. According to her, we will all end up as billionaires by the end of the year.

“Right there,” I said. The head of my cock hit Chanel’s throat. She was a master at teasing, swapping her slit for mouth every minute, making my testicles boil by the action. Their hips had grown because of the pregnancy. Chanel was a bit insecure, hoping she wouldn’t turn out less attractive. But as she saw my erection again, she brushed those worries aside. I could reassure her it was nothing wrong. She could work with me so long she could walk.

Sofia grinded me harder. She let her red hair grow on her pussy, looking sexier than ever. I pressed her bottom closer to my face and inhaled her heavenly fragrance. I moved up to her clit and she gyrated her pussy so hard on my face, that she eventually fell over. I gasped for air and my eyes fell right onto Chanel. Chanel stroked my raging erection a couple of more times with her mouth and then I clenched my toes tightly. The head of my cock was on fire. I released it all right in front of the sexy blonde. It splashed onto her face, but she quickly took cover behind the bucket. Within a few seconds, the fresh pearly cum sloshed around. A record load. “That taboo experience with Jenny sure did the trick,” she said and made sure to dip her finger in for a taste.

They all congratulated their best friend. I could tell she didn’t like the attention so much, but it was also a major relief for both of us. We had blown the forbidden barrier and we had restored the potency of my testicles. Two birds in a stone.

“I wish I could have watched it live,” Sofia said, sighing after another heavenly orgasm.

“Well, now Tom can join our girly nights together,” Chanel said. “All four of us huddled in the same bed.”

I grinned at her imagination. My mom was right, she was the naughtiest one of us all. I rose from the bed and just got a pair of sports shorts on. I made my way into my mom’s office. Mia was next to her. She was introduced to work in customer support. Marcia was also working for us now. We needed a lawyer to protect us this time since we never knew what types of dangers would lurk in the future. I bumped into her in the hallway, her tits swelling with the upcoming milk. “How’s your first day?” I asked her.

“It’s a dream. I love this, especially to work for someone that gives something the women want these days.” Her dark hair and cute face were something I would love to enjoy in the upcoming days. I knew just by the call of my voice that it would be fulfilled.

“It’s more than a dream,” I told her. A harem fantasy was what it was. We had offered Isabella a job, but she wanted to retire. Although, she had hinted she wanted to see me again when her pregnancy was over. She wanted more than one child, and I knew I would see her after that as well.

My mom was on the phone. I waited for her to hang up. She was dressed in a V-neck bare-shouldered pencil dress, hugging her skin to perfection. I just hoped she didn’t overwork now. I didn’t want anything to distort her beauty. She hung up the phone and smiled at me. I asked her, “Will there be any new clients today?” Since we’d just started, I didn’t know what to expect.

“Buckle up is all I will tell you.” My mom shot me a look. “I just spoke with an equestrian from Italy.”

“Photos?”

She turned the monitor to me. Her ass was like the flank of a racehorse. And I knew it would be a bumpy ride with her riding skills. I combed Jenny’s hair with my fingers, running them through her thick locks. “I just hope you aren’t overworking now.”

She reached for my hand and held it like she always had, full of care and love. “I’m alright. I enjoy this work more than anything.”

“Chanel mentioned something about your girly nights. She wanted me to join you.”

Her lips slid up to a grin. “Now that’s something I’ll be looking forward to.”

I was glad to see her in such a good mood. Her morning sickness hadn’t lasted for long this morning, but I helped her out. She’d been covered in joyful tears. I still saw hints of joy on her face. She was pregnant and will become a mother. It meant a lot to her like any other woman, but she was the first I genuinely cared about. It warmed my heart when she burst out in tears. “I want to show you something,” she said.

She took me up to the rooftop. I was clueless at first, but as we neared the edge, I saw a line of sexy milfs. The line extended all the way to the horizon. I leaned back and laughed, knowing I had a lot of work to take care of.




Also by Jack Pinkhunter








Infertile milfs & my magical seeds: A taboo harem fantasy









Viktoria’s sexual therapy: A milf harem fantasy









Nadya’s dirty dreams: a taboo harem fantasy









Stepmom’s florist shop & my magical seeds: a taboo harem fantasy









My horny psychologist’s sexual therapy: How I lost my virginity to my cougar high school psychologist









My girlfriend’s hot mom: How I was seduced by my girlfriend’s horny mom







[image: photo of the author]


About the Author


Hello, I love literature and for the moment I focus on erotica. I write daily and have many more releases planned for the upcoming months. You can follow me on Instagram for updates

Instagram → @jackpinkhunter

https://www.instagram.com/jackpinkhunter/?hl=en




You can connect with me on:



 globe
Created with sketchtool.









 https://www.instagram.com/jackpinkhunter/?hl=en






cover.jpeg
MILFS & MY
MA%%\/I; DS











OEBPS/Image00011.jpg






OEBPS/Image00010.jpg








