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I stood by my window and looked over my schedule. Today I was going to have two customers come and buy flowers. It wasn’t till after lunch, so I would have room to plant some more. It was a lot of work, but I didn’t mind. It was this path I had chosen in life, and I had no footsteps to follow. I had to make my own.

I dropped out of high school during my second year. I never enjoyed school and had a hard time finding friends there. I always had a knack for business, but most of my business ventures had failed. The tide turned when I made a discovery two weeks ago that there was something fishy about my cock and testicles.

My first relationship with a girl didn’t last for more than a week. Johanna was the first girl who’d pointed out my cock was overly huge, to the point it was repulsive. My testicles also had a sweet pink color and were bigger and harder than normal. That evening I had finally hoped to lose my V-card, but she flat out rejected me, and I walked home in shame.

That same day I had binged like crazy, watching porn, making me feel more at home with my above-average size. I had managed to spill cum into one of the flower pots and the next day, it had grown fivefold. It was then it struck me, especially now at the entrance of summer, to start selling flowers.

A couple of weeks into this trade had been the first time in my life I’d ever made a profit, even though it wasn’t much, it gave me a sense of hope in life.

“Tom?” my mom called for me downstairs.

It caught me off guard. I had my left hand holding the mouse and my right snaked beneath my pants. I was just about to deposit another load as Jenny, my stepmom, called for me. “Yeah?” I said. I closed the laptop and jumped out of my chair. I descended the stairs and she stood there in a flowery summer dress, hiding her forbidden curves instead of hugging them. Her golden hair was spilled in loose curls over her voluptuous figure and busty breasts.

“Do you like my dress?” she asked and waggled her eyebrows as she caught me staring longer than usual.

“It fits you perfectly.” Although I would have preferred something tighter on her.

“I will invite Chanel over so you know. Do you have any new customers this day?”

“Two at lunchtime, but I can just meet them outside. I don’t have to invite them in to bother you two.”

“Don’t even worry about us,” she said with a wink. “How’s it all going?”

“More than well … compared to everything else I’ve tried in the past.”

“I’m proud of you,” she said and broke out in a smile. I could tell it came from the bottom of her heart. She’d always wanted me to succeed in life and had been more than supportive even though I was a dropout. “Remember long and slow wins the race, and don’t compare yourself with others.”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said as the blush started creeping up my face.

“Chanel is heartbroken over something, so I will go pick her up,” she said and swung the car key in her right finger.

“Drive safe,” I told her.

“Will do. Oh, I left some cookies for you on the table,” she said and got her sandals on. While she was bent at the waist, my cock knocked on my zipper. I swore even to this day, I’d never seen such a perfect shape of a heart on a woman’s rear than hers. The only thing that was missing was a thick arrow penetrating it. I then noticed that it was a see-through dress. The delicious beige skin was just there covered by a skimpy bikini She glanced over her shoulder and I quickly looked to the kitchen. “Thank you,” I said and scratched my neck. “I will eat them later.”

“Okay hon,” she said and didn’t give me a hint if she’d noticed.

She closed the door and I wiped the sweat from my brow. The summer months were always the most painful ones. I lived in an unusual household. My biological mom had died from alcohol poisoning. She struggled with severe depression that just got worse when my older brother died at the age of four. My father was a workaholic who needed another woman to help him take care of me. He met Jenny when I was barely even one year old. It was a bit confusing. She would get offended whenever someone pointed out that she was my stepmom. At the same time, my horny teenage dreams lingered in the back of my head. I couldn’t stop marveling at her body and how caring she was. She was only thirty-eight and I was currently twenty. When my father was twenty-nine, he already had a successful business running and had no issue finding a smoking hot eighteen-year-old. His work habits and loads of stress had aged him quicker than usual. He died five years ago. A death that still pained me to this day.

I had both my parents’ characteristics. I was a hard worker and at the same time prone to depression. The work though was an antidote and kept me alive.

I retreated up to my bedroom and snaked my hand into my pants. I was still half-hard after the fresh sight of her. I slumped down on my chair and went straight for stepmom teaches stepson. I made sure the flower pot was within my reach and then I played the clip.




Chanel sat on the sunchair with a box of tissue paper to her side. She already dabbed her eyes with a soaked one. she crumpled it up and tossed it into the bin. It already welled with tissue paper. When my mom told me she was heartbroken, she hadn’t been joking with that one. I seldom delved into their gossip, but I was more than curious since I’d never seen her so upset before.

Chanel was one of my mom’s best friends, and that meant – another smoking hot woman. She was slightly younger, thirty-five, but had a body to kill for. I found it hard to concentrate on their conversation as I stared down at her milf breasts, showing ample cleavage because of her skimpy pink bikini, a perfect tight cleft for titty fucking. She was slightly shorter but her voluptuous frame glowed with her honey-toned skin while her golden hair spilled all over her. Her face was a piece of art with deep dimples and thick natural lips. She only dabbed on a few touches of makeup on her face. She was a woman that loved long hikes instead of getting wasted in a bar. She’d preserved her beauty well from ten years ago, looking almost unaged.

But right now, her gorgeous face was distorted by hot tears, spilling the mascara over her dimples. She sat there and sniveled. My mom held onto her hand and rubbed her thumb right on top of it. “Are you sure about not considering surgery?”

“You know I can’t stand surgery, and besides it will burn a hole through my wallet and possibly a bigger one in my heart if it doesn’t end up well. And you know already how much money I have spent on fertility treatments.”

My mom was sweet enough to help dry her eyes and clean up the ink on her cheeks. “Is it all over with you two now?”

She nodded and spilled some more tears, trickling down and disappearing into her cleavage. “He cheated on me … He straight up admitted that he wanted children. I always believed it was him, but apparently, his new woman is pregnant.”

She burst out in tears and my mom embraced her closer, their tits mashing against each other. I felt the weirdest boner rising from my pants. The erection was already on its way to knocking on the table.

I currently sat on the couch and didn’t bother so much with the cookies as they talked outside. I was waiting for my customers. I knew Chanel had a thing for younger guys. Her boyfriend, who she’d just broken up with, was twenty-seven years old. I knew they’d talked about her fertility issues before. My mom’s usual suggestion, which I was sure she would repeat now, was to go for something even younger. “You have to move on. It can’t just be you. Men waste so many seeds on porn, find someone even younger and try again. Please, you can’t give up.”

“But how could he make a girl pregnant then?” she sniveled. “Then it must be me.”

“Chanel, I’m sure there is a young man out there that will make you pregnant.”

I heard a car pull over the driveway and got up to my feet. It was one of my customers. I went outside and greeted her. She was shocked as usual as I came out, balancing the flower pots in my hand. “I’ve never seen anything like that,” the woman said and pushed her glasses up to her forehead, studying the eye of the iris and then started touching the stem, giving it an intimate stroke with her fingers.

“It’s a rare breed,” I told her with a wink.

“Do you run this little shop of yours by yourself?” she asked with a hint of interest in her eyes. She’d caught my young age, a bit unusual since I should have been studying or partying.

“Yeah mostly, my mom helps now and then by writing ads on Facebook, but it’s mostly myself. She is busy with her own work.”

“With that type of motivation and talent, I’m sure it will be your mom working for you one day.”

I shrugged with a little blush on my cheeks. “Who knows.”

She handed me the hundred-dollar bill, a decent sum for just a flower, and then I handed her the pot. “Don’t drop it, it’s heavier than you think.”

“And I’m stronger than you think,” she said with a smile. She sat the flower in the front seat and then even blew me a kiss as she got seated. It was moments like this that fueled me with motivation.

I returned inside and Chanel was already in the kitchen helping my mom prepare lunch. “Hi Tom,” she said, looking a bit healthier than a moment ago. It was an art of my mom. She knew how to comfort and heal broken hearts.

“Hi,” I said and could sometimes feel a bit nervous in her presence. She was another youthful dream of mine, and my lust got stronger as she stood there scantily clad and looking at me as if I were her next treat. “Are you alright?”

“I’ve seen better days, but these days would have been worse without your mom around.” I then noticed a sucking mark on her neck, fresh and still moist. Could it be from my mom? “Do you want to eat lunch with us?”

“Yeah of course, what’s on the menu?”

“It’s just a Caesar salad,” she said and shook the sauce bottle so her boobs rolled up and down her ribcage. She then let out a sigh as she squirted the white sauce all over the greens.

“You will eat with us under one condition.” My mom then came and tugged at my shirt. “Wear something more appropriate for the season.”

I swallowed hard. It was common for her to preach about the importance of sunlight and vitamin D. I knew she was right because she rarely got sick and her face glowed with vigor. “Yeah, sure mom.”

She kissed my cheek and then gathered three plates from the cabinet. I went up to my room to get my shorts on while her kiss still burned on my cheek, burning with hot forbidden feelings.
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I woke up to another sunny Saturday. I would have been happier if it hadn’t been for Chanel’s misery, but hopefully her visit yesterday had gotten her into a better mood. I knew what she went through. I’d also wanted to raise another child in my life. As the years flew by and I struggled to find a man, I accepted my faith. It was also because I still had Tom under my roof and I was more than grateful for him.

He’d worried me five years ago when he came to me crying and told me he didn’t like school. I knew most parents in my situation would either flog their children or talk them into continuing, but I wasn’t such a person.

His past failures had taken a toll on him. I also knew he had his father’s characteristics when it came to work ethics, so I was sure he wouldn’t end up like a bum. I was more than glad he’d started making some money out of his flower business, something I of course was very curious over.

It started just a month ago after he’d been dumped by his first girlfriend. I was there for him as always, embracing him and whispering soft words to cushion the blow. I’d tried to make him tell me what went wrong, so I could perhaps help him with his next sweetheart. He’d just told me it was something so embarrassing that he wasn’t prepared for it.

Then shortly after one of the flowers I had given to him had grown rapidly. He already jumped onto his next business venture, asking me to help write an advertisement on Facebook and some marketing tips. I of course had gasped at the size of those flowers, and he’d promised to tell me one day, but he wasn’t prepared for it just yet.

I used my own work experience to help him out. I was self-employed as a masseuse and even had my own local downtown. I started out five years ago, after the death of his father. I’d done very well and still had regular clients coming in every week. But the back pain kept getting worse, so I didn’t know how long this could continue.

As a mother, I found it hard to hold my curiosity in check. I sat on my couch, waiting for the sun to rise so I could get tanned later on. He’d given me a pink French rose that stood three feet by the window. I’d stroked that thick stem longer than usual, watching that big thing in awe. I went to it now and unconsciously my fingers were already wrapped around it. I then looked at the eye and breathed in the heavenly aroma. As I studied it further, I then caught something suspicious on the soil. I’d worked at a florist shop earlier in my life and knew what soil looked like, but inside there was something white and crusty.

I got up some of the soil on my fingers and held it close under my nose. “It smells like cum,” I said to myself. I then looked up the staircase. “Could it be?”

I carefully stepped up the stairs and felt this sense of thrill. I shouldn’t be doing this but I just needed a closer look at the pots. As I stepped up the last step, I stiffened. He was breathing heavily. I was certain he usually was asleep at this time. I then pressed down the door handle and carefully opened the door. “Tom?” I asked to warn him, but it was too late. I saw his back arch and entire body jolt. In his right hand was his cock, erect like a sword and thick as a bar of steel. On his left was a flower pot where he deposited his entire load. I raised my hand over my mouth, stiffening in surprise by the sight. My eyes flickered to his computer. The title: Stepmom takes stepson’s virginity, and then I saw how chunks of cum dripped from the pornstar’s face that looked almost identical to mine. He opened his eyes and then spotted me at the door. He dropped the flower pot onto the floor, shattering to thousand shards. “What are you doing?” He frowned at me as he swiftly reached for his shorts and held them in front of his descending cock.

“I’m so sorry,” I said and closed the door. My face flushed as I hurried downstairs. It was the first time in my life I’d ever walked in on him.

Even how close we were, we’d never talked openly about sex. I had a feeling it was because of the way he looked at me now and then. And it was even confirmed as I saw what he was enjoying himself to. I found it difficult to process as I was bombarded with so many thoughts and feelings. The fact he’d masturbated to someone looking like me caught me off guard, but then he dumped the cum right into the pot, which confirmed my suspicions earlier.

It was also something off with his testicles, and then the size of that thing. I fanned my face and got dizzy. I couldn’t just sit here and let the awkward moment drag on.

I got the vacuum cleaner up and knocked on his door. I heard how he tried to clean up the shards of clay pot. “Hon, if you need to vacuum the floor, it is outside the door.”

He sighed. “Thanks.”

He waited for me to leave. I heard him open the door and then snatch it. An hour after he’d vacuumed his room, he still hadn’t come down. I understood of course this was more than embarrassing, but I also hoped this provided an opportunity to break the barrier between us. I walked up the stairs again and couldn’t stand this silence. “Tom, are you there?”

“Yeah,” he mumbled.

I carefully opened the door and saw him sit on the edge of the bed with his head bent. “Have you been sitting like that all the time?”

“Why did you walk in on me like that?” he asked and still didn’t lift his gaze from the floor.

“I’m sorry,” I apologized and kept my hand between my breasts. “From the bottom of my heart. I thought you were asleep. I had no intention to embarrass you.”

I carefully took a seat next to him as he didn’t say anything. “Are you willing to open up about your secret about your flower business?”

“You saw it for yourself,” he mumbled.

“But I’ve never heard of anything like that,” I said. I currently had my hands on my lap but I wanted to caress him, let him know that I was here for him without the sexual sparks that sometimes haunted us two. “And how did you even figure it out?”

“It was because of Johanna,” he sighed. “I made it to third base, and when she saw my private part, she got horrified by the size and told me it would be too painful. She then just dumped me.”

I got my hand draped over his shoulder and tried to pull him in closer. “I’m so sorry, but a big private part is rarely an issue for a woman or girl with experience.”

“Not according to her,” he said.

I rolled my eyes. “I’m older than her and have had more than two decades of experience. A smaller private is a bigger death sentence than a bigger one. You will have my word on that.”

“Well, after that I got so depressed. I started binging on dirty videos and then some got spilled into the pot you gave me. The next day I woke up and it had just grown fivefold. I don’t have an explanation for it.”

I was about to ask if I could see his cock, but bit my tongue. I would also sometimes forget my role as a mother and at the same time have that sneaky thought in the back of my head that I was his stepmom. “You should definitely have it checked up,” I told him. “Maybe it can be used for other things than just making flowers grow.”

“Mom,” he said with a look and met my eyes for the first time. His gray eyes were just as enchanting as his father’s, like a lone wolf that followed no other than himself. I knew despite his setbacks that he was strong and with just a few more nudges would come out even stronger.

“I’m being serious,” I said and caressed his back. I mainly thought of Chanel. If I suspected his semen was so potent it could make flowers grow … then what could it do to infertile women? I knew he was a horny teenager as well as ambitious. His eyes didn’t lie as I would catch him surveilling the garden in his bedroom whenever we were outside. I also knew Chanel was into younger guys. She’d never admitted she wanted my son, but she talked a good deal about him. And whenever the topic was about him, I’d caught her nipples stiffen more than once. “You should at least get to the bottom of it because I’ve never heard of something in my entire life. Just make sure it isn’t something unhealthy.”

“Maybe you are right, but who am I supposed to talk with? Just sitting here and telling you about this is difficult and I’ve known you for most of my life.”

“Sofia, you can talk to her,” I suggested. Sofia was one of my best friends. She was the smallest one of us and could easily pass as a high school teen even though she’d just turned thirty.

“The brunette?” he asked and I saw something rise under his pants. I now knew he was well above average and just a slight tease would make it look like he was hard as steel.

“Yeah,” I said and was glad he didn’t refuse the suggestion. “I can easily talk her into an appointment tomorrow. She works in a sperm bank and is specialized in the health and science of semen, so it will be nothing strange.”

He sat and mulled over it for a minute. “I guess.”

“Do you mind sharing your results when you are finished as well?”

“I …”

“Come on Tom, we should be able to talk about this subject now. You are a grown man now.” I ruffled his hair which has gotten brighter in recent days from his flower success. “You have no idea how happy you make me opening up for this conversation.”

“Well one thing at a time,” he said. “I also have three customers coming today and I’m one plant short.”

He trailed off at the last word, revealing that he had another load to spill. “Don’t worry I will leave you alone for it, but if what I suspect is true … there is way more money in other fields than selling flowers.”

“What do you suspect exactly?” he asked and looked at me warily.

“If you will go to Sofia tomorrow, I will tell you.”

“Okay make an appointment with her then.”
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Yesterday hadn’t been as embarrassing as I thought it would have been. I couldn’t tell if she’d faked her shy face or not, but her eyes remained on my cock longer than what was necessary. I just prayed she hadn’t seen the porn in the background and the fact it was one of the stars that resembled her looks the most.

If it hadn’t been for the money I was making, I probably would have spent the entire yesterday pillow screaming. Especially after that talk. I wouldn’t mind talking about sexual things, it’s just that my eyes will always drift to her body. Her busty pair of breasts and her tempting curves I’d dreamed of touching for so long.

She didn’t make it easier for me as all her friends were bombshells. She made me walk around with a stick. I constantly had to tuck my erection up against the waistband and dip my balls in cold water whenever she had her friends over. I also knew this would be a challenge. Sofia was another woman who was drop-dead gorgeous.

I entered the sperm bank she was working for. Sofia was there at the entrance of her office greeting me with a big suspicious smile. Her heart-shaped lips were colored with red delicious lipstick. I inhaled her strawberry fragrance that swirled around her. Her deep blue eyes brought me down to the depths of the sea and could intimidate me now and then. It didn’t help me at the moment knowing what my checkup will be about. “So good to see you again, Tom,” she said and pushed her long chestnut hair away from her face and off her shoulder, gleaming with the help of the streaming sunlight that streamed through the windows. She gave me her hand. I melted a little as it squeezed mine, her flesh softened with lotion.

“Hi,” I said, sounding a bit more nervous than usual. Her breath-taking beauty and the thought of what I was doing here made my feet wobblier.

“Follow me, so we can get some privacy.” She blinked after the word privacy. I could only guess why. I didn’t mind walking behind her though. Her high heels clacked against the floor as her hips swayed for each step. Despite her short stature, she had the perfect hourglass shape and this was despite not working out. I could only imagine how her hips would blossom after a couple of weeks of squatting.

She led me into her private room. It was sparkling clean and the floor reflected the light in the ceiling. It wasn’t much, only an office table and a sink. The glass cabinets were filled with containers and I believed I saw white crust on them. She patted the reclinable leather chair in the middle of the room. “So, feel yourself at home.”

“I’ll try,” I said awkwardly and could yet again guess what she meant by that.

“So,” she said and gathered her notes. “I got this urgent phone call from Jenny and I’ll just tell you what she told me, alright?”

I swallowed hard and tried my hardest not to flush. “Sure.”

She chuckled and put her hand right on my knee, but her fingers crawled toward my inner thigh. “You don’t have to be embarrassed here. I have worked in this profession for more than ten years.”

“It’s a bit difficult,” I admitted but honestly didn’t mind her smooth fingers inching closer. “I’ve just been busy selling flowers and then all of the sudden my mom compelled me into this. And I don’t really know what to expect.”

“It’s alright,” she said. “Men usually are a bit nervous here, but what we do here is something we all do. It’s nothing to act weird over.”

“Well in most cases they weren’t sent in here by their mom though.”

“You are correct,” she said. “But let’s move back to you again. I’ve seen photos of those plants and they intrigued me as well. And your mom’s theory caught me completely off guard, but hey, it’s worth checking into it, but I doubt what she is suspecting.”

“That it’s my …” my voice trailed off.

“Your cum?” she added with a giggle.

“Yes, that makes the plants grow. There is nothing to suspect. I have sold twenty of them already and it’s what makes them grow.”

She watched me long and hard with her pen against her chin. “You sure it isn’t something else. Do you put them in a different place after ejaculating or?”

I just shook my head. “I can say I’m ninety-nine percent certain it’s my cum.” I then scratched my neck. “I haven’t dated so much in my life, and a month ago I got my first girlfriend. She rejected me after seeing the color of my testicles. She commented that it was abnormal.” It was only half the story, but I figured I could leave the size out of the equation.

“Uhm okay,” she said. “Did your stepmom look into it?”

“What, my testicles?” I questioned, my face flushing.

“Sorry,” she apologized with a fake shy face. “I mean, do you mind if you can show me then?”

“Uhm,” I stuttered. My cock had also made a couple of moves since being greeted by her. Her erotic speech and touch along my inner thigh didn’t help either. “I guess.”

“Throw your shy face out the window,” she joked. “I’m a woman, it won’t be the first dick I get my hands on.”

The way she said it made me mellow out a bit. “Should I just pull down my pants?”

She nodded and couldn’t keep herself from biting her lower lip as if sinking her teeth into a ripe strawberry. “Unless you want me to do it for you.”

I rose from the chair and nervously fumbled around on the belt. I unbuckled it and pulled it out from the loops. My pants dropped to the floor and it was just my underwear covering the rising spear. This would have been a much smoother situation if I wasn’t rock hard. She’d already caught the sight of it, seeing the head straining against the fabric. “I don’t mind if it is erect. It’s your testicles that I want to see.”

I pulled in a deep breath and rolled down my underwear. She held for her mouth. “Oh gosh, what a size.”

Those words felt like knives being thrown at my heart. Especially after what I recently went through during my first relationship. But to my surprise, she didn’t run out of the room. It was almost as if gravity pulled her closer to my shaft. Right before I even knew it, she sat on her knees. My erection towered above her, and she gazed up as if gazing up at a skyscraper. “Wow, I’ve never seen anything like it.”

“Uhm, wasn’t it my testicles?” I reminded her. Although I didn’t mind her reaction, rather watching it in awe than calling me a freak.

“You are right,” she said with a titter, turning a bit more tingly. She got her hands on the shaft and gave it a gentle lift. I tried to stifle my gasp as just that gentle touch sent a wave of fire throughout my body. “Oh wow, yup, now I see them.” She lifted my testicles with her other hand and squeezed them lightly. She rose again and it already started feeling cold without her warm fingers so close to my private parts.

She scribbled down some notes and then came back to study them further. “Your ex-girlfriend was right: this does not look like the usual male reproductive system.” It weighed me down, but only for a moment. “It looks hotter and more potent than I’d ever seen.”

“You don’t think it’s too big?”

She had to move her entire face from my cock, so I could get some eye contact. “Too big?” she questioned and frowned. “I’ve never heard of such a thing. You sure that girl of yours wasn’t just a timid little virgin?”

“I don’t know,” I mumbled. Women sure were more confusing than I thought.

“Jokes aside,” she said and started buttoning up her nursing clothes, baring her cleavage. At the last button, her boobs spilled free and now it was my turn to lose my jaw. “I will need your semen sample.” She fetched the container and gave me a sly grin as she noticed my facial expression. “I thought I might give you a helping hand with that one since I suspect I already started your erection.”

My cock rattled like a snake when she revealed her plans. The last time I wanted to get down sexually with a person it went into the toilet and then a long week of depression. “Are you serious?”

“I won’t tell your mom,” she said with one of her girly winks.

“You might need to prepare yourself with a bigger container,” I warned her as I realized this was going to happen.

“An average ejaculation is a sixth of this cup,” she said and shook it in her right fist.

“Well, I don’t think my ejaculations are average.”

Her grin just turned sneakier. “Will this do?” she asked and got a mug from the cabinet.

“You will either need a pot or a bucket.”

Her eyes widened even further, exciting her more as she realized what type of work she had in front of her. She got out a bucket from the cabinet and then descended onto her knees. “So where was I?” She let the shadow fall right on her face as she studied the size of my meat in awe. “That’s right, your delicious cock.”

She wrapped both hands on the bottom and slowly warmed up while stroking it carefully. It wasn’t much to warm up. It was already throbbing hot to the touch. Not much effort will be needed to detonate my testicles. “Are perpetual erections also a part of the abnormalities with this beast?” she asked and got her tongue out on the tip and wiped it glistening clean

“Ah,” I moaned and as the sensation spread to my chest. “No, it’s just that I find you very attractive.”

“A ten-year age gap?” she questioned while her sweet, soft fingers inched closer to the sensitive head.

“You look like a young fairy to me, ah, and I have a little fetish for mature women,” I admitted.

“I didn’t know about that,” she said. She opened her mouth and got the head inside her. She then pushed it further into the depths of her mouth, going halfway down my fat shaft till it stretched her up fully. She gagged as she tried to get it even deeper. I then understood she must have been hungry for meat.

As she only bobbed her head, her hands snaked behind her back and unhooked the clasp. Her pair of fresh titties bounced free in front of my eyes. Her areola was like pink sweets leading up to her cute nipples. They were stacked surprisingly high up on her chest.

She pulled back, leaving a trail of pearly saliva dripping from the head of my cock. “Do you like that?”

“Uhm yeah,” I moaned and bent my toes a little. Her movements were slow and delicate, dragging out on this moment and leaving me there in a perpetual moment of pleasure. But I knew I couldn’t last forever. It would spill out of me if she would continue like this.

She spat in her hands and glazed my cock in her scorching hot spit. She then looked me in the eyes like an innocent little girl. It wasn’t just the fact that she was blowing me, but the way I had her under my thumb, pleasing me as if I was her master. I reached down and for the first time in my life got my hands on a pair of breasts, soft and delicate. I rubbed my fingers across her nipples, sharp like the point of a knife.

I then moved up to her head and raked my fingers through her hair. My cock sank into her mouth again and the intense pleasure almost made me tumble over. “Ah that’s it,” I said and couldn’t deal with her long slow motion. I got a hold of her neck and aided her bobbing movement. It made her smile as my shaft went missing down her tight throat. Now I curled my toes the hardest I could. I seized her head in my grip and held it still as I groaned. I blew my load right into her mouth. Within a second her cheeks got so bloated, my cock slipped from her mouth, and to her surprise, she got blasted again. She fumbled for the bucket and quickly covered my cock before she would get hit again. She reached for the shaft and milked in the last drops, filling a sixth of the bucket. “Gosh if I hadn’t swallowed the first shots, you would have blown my face off,” she said with a laugh. In the end, she was covered in a sticky, dripping mess. The chunks were already spilled all over her chest. It looked as if someone had thrown a dirty cake at her face, and she just got her tongue out and licked her lips.

All I could do was just mumble something. The entire act and the pleasure of it numbed me to silence. “That felt good.”

“You weren’t kidding with the bucket,” she said with a laugh. “And I told you there was nothing wrong with the size. It’s good you have a thing for older women. They know how to handle a size like this, and not only that – but they crave it as well.”

It just made me feel a bit taller, something I really needed. “Yeah, I don’t doubt that.”

“I mean to get back to where we were,” she said and got a towel and cleaned herself up. “There is definitely something fishy with your cock. And I have to look into your semen as soon as possible. You can go home for now and I’m certain we’ll stay in touch … for the sake of both of us.”

I caught her grin again and it warmed me more than anything as I understood she had more to offer.
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I have to speak with you immediately. I reread the text, catching me completely off guard as I spent another Sunday at Chanel, showing my support during her tough times. “What is it?” she asked. I had come with another box of tissue paper that had been torn to pieces by her constant stream of grief. I didn’t judge her. I knew she always wanted children and then being dumped and cheated on at the same time was a blow not many women could handle.

“It’s from Sofia,” I said. “Can I ask her to come over for a moment?”

“Of course, another pair of shoulders to cry on,” she sniffled.

I held onto her tight. I hoped she came with good news, because if what I suspected was true, then maybe it wasn’t the end of Chanel’s world. I found it a bit ludicrous to think of, but I’d seen him right in front of me, depositing his load into the pot. I’d seen his cum and he’d even admitted it himself. If it was so strong … or magical I might be bold enough to say, to make plants grow of great sizes … what if it will be planted directly into the womb of a woman? I didn’t want to excite Chanel too much and give her false expectations. But now that Sofia was coming over, and with that text, I better let Chanel know what has been going on. “My son met Sofia this morning,” I told her.

“Does he have libido issues?” Chanel questioned. She knew Sofia’s profession well enough and it was the closest guess for her.

I shook my head. “Not at all, it was for another reason I compelled him to visit her.”

“I’m waiting,” Chanel said. She was always thrilled to gossip about Tom. I knew now that she’d gotten dumped that he was next on her list. She had the claws of a cougar. Once she’d gotten over her ex, I knew she would reach for him regardless of what I suspected.

“You might find this a bit ludicrous, so did I, but I walked in on him jacking off the other day.”

Her grin widened, like the sun bursting through the emotional clouds within seconds. “I like where this is going.”

“If I only knew you would have smiled so brightly, it would have been the first thing I would have told you when I got here,” I said and even flicked her stiffening nipple with my finger. “He jerked off into a flower pot.”

Now her grin twisted and I saw only confusion on her face. “What?”

“He opened up why he’d gotten dumped. It was because of his abnormal size and his testicles.” Now the grin reappeared on her face. And I knew it would even be impossible to keep her hands off him in the coming weeks. “He’d then binged on porn, depressed, and managed to spill in one of the flowerpots I’d given him. He woke up with a plant the size of a grown man on the window sill.”

“Get out of here,” she said.

“It’s true,” I said with a hand over my heart. “He opened up for me after I walked in on him. He masturbated straight into the pot. He’d nothing to hide for me, and he was so embarrassed he locked himself in there for the entire morning. It was nothing he planned. It actually was his seeds all along making those flowers grow.”

It dawned on Chanel. She knew well enough that I didn’t have the heart to lie to someone. “And you sent him to Sofia to check his semen?”

I nodded slowly. My fingertips started to itch as the thrill got to me. I wondered what Sofia had discovered. “I hope it wasn’t just too embarrassing for Tom. He isn’t comfortable talking about sexual topics around me or none of my friends.”

“It’s just that we are always around you when he’s around. I’ve seen him numerous times checking out our bottoms – including yours.”

“Now it’s your turn to get out of here,” I said and made a little fake shy face. I knew it deep within my heart as well. The sparks between us didn’t lie and I didn’t know how long we could live like this before the slippery slope would make us roll over and on top of each other.

“What are you thinking of?” Now it was her turn to flick my stiff nipple with her fingers, catching me with my hand right in the honey jar. She reached for my hand as it had unconsciously sunken beneath my skirt.

“I just needed to scratch myself,” I said, taboo red in the face.

“Yeah right.” She rolled her eyes. “I still find this hard to believe.”

“Well, judging by the text it seems like Sofia has found out something interesting.”

I showed her my phone and she read the text herself. “She’s always excited over something though, you know her just as well as I do.”

“We’ll see, but if what I suspect is true, then I truly believe there is hope for you.”

Chanel searched my face and hadn’t put the puzzle pieces together. “What do you mean exactly?”

I waggled my eyebrows. “Come on, you aren’t that slow.”

“Are you implying that if his seeds can make plants grow, that he perhaps can help with infertility issues?”

Now it was my turn to grin. “That’s exactly what I’m suspecting.”

“How did you even come to that conclusion?” she asked, amazed at my discovery.

“It must have crossed my mind because I’ve been thinking so much about you lately and then he comes up there with plants growing so strong and healthy. I don’t know, but I truly believe —”

Sofia knocked on the door, so urgently she startled both of us. “Gosh,” Chanel said and rose to her feet, the sadness not weighing her down as much as earlier. “This sure sounds urgent.”

Chanel opened her door for her and Sofia stood there with her eyes wide open as if she’d snorted a line of coke. She wrapped her arms around Chanel, in a quick and tight hug and kissed her right on the lips. “Are you alright sweety?” she asked briskly.

“I’ve seen better days but you and Jenny are brightening them up again.”

“That’s good we must talk you have no idea what I’ve found Jenny are you there?” she ran on without pauses.

“In the living room,” I called for her. She scrambled to the couch and fell with a thump. She didn’t even greet me with her usual kiss but went straight inside her purse and brought up her notes. Chanel came trailing after and sunk onto the couch next to me.

“I got a sample of your son’s cum,” she said and struggled to keep it together as she spilled her giggles through her sealed lips.

I arched an eyebrow. “Semen, you mean.”

She rolled her eyes. “Okay, semen then … Well, I sampled it and tested it and holy moly, he got an abnormal, abnormal amount of sperm in his load. This is an unprecedented discovery.”

“How exactly did you get to his semen?” Chanel asked and hungered for more details.

If it hadn’t been for her grief, then I felt an urge to slap her hand. “Why do we have to go into details? He masturbates into a container as every other man does.”

Sofia shook her head with a filthy grin on her face. “I decided to give him a helping hand.” Now my frown deepened. “And even lips.”

I gasped. “I thought you took your job seriously.”

“Well, I do, but the size of that thing … Well you’ve seen it yourself. It was impossible to resist.”

Glancing over at Chanel, I saw how she was drooling, and her nipples looked like the tip of samurai swords. “Lucky you.”

“There is a lot to talk about his manhood. His testicles are quite big like two tangerines and hard like a nutshell and they also have this light pinkish beige color and the load he shoots – it’s a lot. I couldn’t even keep it in my mouth before I had to spit it out – “

I had to interrupt her. “We were supposed to talk about what you find about his semen, not describe his private part as if you were writing a novel.”

“Well, sorry, I got carried away,” she said and pushed her brown glittering hair away from her face. She still sat hunched over the table, jittery to the point I believed electricity would spark out of her fingertips. “Well, the bottom line is that his semen is very potent. And I will admit it, I laughed when you told me about the plant stuff he was into, and I thought it was a joke, well, I’m not laughing any longer. It seems to be true.”

She silenced both of us with this. Now I got it confirmed as well. It was just one question left, the question that brought hope back to Chanel. “Do you think … it has the potential to make someone pregnant?” Chanel asked seriously in this silence. She wasn’t grinning or joking any longer. It was a serious question that had tormented her for the past five years since she wanted to become a mother.

Sofia understood this well and didn’t want to feed her with false light. “I don’t know to be honest, but from the looks of it, I’m leaning toward yes. But it’s way too early for me to tell since I just got the test results back.”

Chanel nodded silently for herself. The yes sure made her eyes brighten, but she was careful to become overly joyful. “Thank you,” she said emotionally. “When will we get a more rigorous answer?”

“I think the quickest way would be to … try him out,” Sofi said with a wink. “Regardless of the outcome, it won’t be something neither of you will regret.”

Chanel smiled at that and looked over at me as if I had him on a leash. “He is twenty years old,” I reminded her. “He is not my boy any longer.”

“Well as good friends, I don’t want to do anything you are uncomfortable with.”

“I’m not,” I told her and laid my hand on her shoulder. “He so badly wanted to lose his virginity with Johanna and the blow just devastated him. I think it will be more than good for him to finally experience the feeling of real female flesh instead of porn and flower pots. He has also been through tough times, so I would be more than glad if you will spread your legs for him.” It came from the bottom of my heart even though there was a subtle poke of jealousy somewhere along with my words that I tried to suppress.

Chanel’s smile brightened again. “I love both of you,” she said and was now about to cry in happiness. “Can you talk with him and make him ready for it and ask him when he will be comfortable for our little night together?”

“I will try,” I said. “He struggled to tell me about his masturbation sessions, but I’m sure this will excite him, especially after your little spectacle on the side.” I nudged Sofia with my feet, and I thought I saw some jealousy in her as well.




When I got home, I found him lying on the grass, catching the last rays of the sun as it lowered on the horizon. His bulge was flat against his thigh. I saw the outline of his cock, even the throbbing vein beating against the swim shorts he was wearing. “Knock, knock,” I said as I approached him.

I startled him and he quickly darted his hand to his cock to make sure it wasn’t free out in the open. “Hi,” he said.

I sat next to him. I had always wanted our conversation to be free without shackles, and I was more than glad that I walked in on him the other day. I had now gotten my wits to open up for even more. “Taking a break from all that work?”

“Yeah,” he admitted. “It was also, uhm, I got a bit tired after seeing Sofia.”

I ruffled his hair. “Don’t even worry about it, you deserve every second of this sunny moment.”

“How’s Chanel?” he asked.

“She is still heartbroken, although when I left, she looked optimistic for the first in a long time. We also got a quick visit by Sofia.”

Now he swallowed hard. Tom was a bright man and I knew he could figure this one out himself. “Did she tell you about my checkup?”

I nodded slowly to let him sink into it. “She did, and that’s why I want to talk with you.”

His eyes flickered to his bedroom as he calculated a run for it. I then clasped his shoulder, already getting as broad as his father’s. “Please, let’s just sit here for a moment.”

“Mom, this is embarrassing.”

And now he avoided my gaze again. “It doesn’t have to be,” I reminded him. “We should be able to speak about anything. I know it might be a bit awkward at first but we will settle into it and get even closer than we’ve ever been.”

He gritted his teeth and I saw the embarrassing pain tighten across his face. “She told you what she did to me, right?”

“Well, yes she did, but that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about, it’s what she discovered with your semen.”

He still kept his eyes on the grass, his erection still there though, nice and hard. “I should have known from the beginning that you women can’t keep your mouths shut.”

I kept my fingers over my lips and giggled. “Sorry, I honestly didn’t ask her for that, I mean it was more Chanel.”

“Really?” he questioned and finally searched my face.

“So now you are looking at me.”

He looked away. “Well, what did she discover with my semen?”

“She told us you had an unprecedented amount of sperm. Hundred times the amount of a regular ejaculation.”

“Jesus Christ,” he said. It baffled even him. “But, my ejaculations … never looked much different from, yeah.”

“Porn?” I said with my arched eyebrow, but of course, he didn’t look at me. “Of course, when watching porn and seeing those monstrous and fake loads they shoot, you would think it to be normal. But it’s not, and Sofia knows her profession well.”

He nodded at that and didn’t dare disagree with that one. “So, should we keep this a secret? I wouldn’t feel so comfortable if more people would know about this.”

“I will try to keep my mouth shut.” It obviously didn’t convince him. “But there is another question still in the air and one that I’m particularly curious about since I’m certain it might be a key to heal Chanel’s broken heart and perhaps save her from this darkness she is going through.”

“I like her, so I would do anything to help her,” he said. “But I don’t know how.”

“Do you want me to say it right out?”

“Go for it, I don’t know if this conversation can get any more awkward.”

Now it was my turn to give him a joking nudge. “I’m glad you still have humor. I suspect your semen can help other women with fertility issues.”

Now it dawned on him. “You want Sofia to donate my semen to her?”

I chuckled. “No sweety, I want you to have sex with Chanel.”

Now I had to hold onto him. He was about to spring up to his feet and run away. “Tom, what are you doing?”

“You didn’t have to be so explicit.”

“You said it yourself, you like her.”

“Well, I do, as a friend, the way she is your friend.”

I gave him a look. “You aren’t making sense now.”

“Are you sure she is comfortable with this?”

I waved my hand dismissively. “If you only saw her face when Sofia told us what she did to you.”

He shook his head. “I will never trust a woman again.”

“Now I just want to make sure you are comfortable with this since I don’t want to push you into things you don’t want to do. Remember, I was the first who listened to you when you absolutely didn’t want to continue high school.”

He nodded. “I know, you mean the world to me.”

I smiled at those kind words. “And so do you, and Chanel also means a lot to me, so, you can’t lie to me, both of you want each other.”

I slowly saw a suppressed grin unfold on his face. And his hard erection couldn’t be restrained by his fabric any longer as it desperately poked against his shorts like a snake on the rise. “I take that as a yes.”
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It startled both of us as her car was already there. “It’s time for me to leave,” Jenny said. We had our intimate talk a few hours ago and it was already evening by now. It was too much to process at once. Although the fact that my semen was abnormal shouldn’t have come as a surprise after all the flowers I’d grown.

I was still hard as concrete. It was not a single sign of going limp ever since she wanted me to have sex with her best friend, or it was the other way around. I didn’t know, but it just felt way too good to be true. But here she was, I stood by the bathroom window and saw Chanel striding out from her car. She wore a pink see-through mesh dress with cold shoulders and a red skimpy bikini beneath. She wore her golden hair in a ponytail and looked sexier than ever. The fire in my cock just got hotter. I was certain now even my own hands would be able to quench it, only the fruit juice between her legs.

She greeted my mom by the foyer and they kissed each other. “Be gentle now,” she said, but it must have been a sarcastic joke judging by Chanel’s clothing.

Chanel said something in a husky voice. I couldn’t quite figure out what. But it didn’t matter, my mom was already calling for me. “Tom, you can come down.”

I carefully descended the stairs as my mom pressed the door firmly shut. I was certain this was going to be super awkward at the beginning. I didn’t have a clue how she would approach me. She stood there in the hall with a gentle smile. My eyes settled on her cleavage. The see-through dress teased my libido as I drank in her hot beauty. “Should we settle into it?” she asked with her right hand on her hip.

“Sure,” I said and already felt my breath deepening as the heat of her beauty radiated to me. We settled down on the couch, closer than ever before. Her wide hips bulged to mine. I was about to look out the window but her soft fingers were already on my chin, guiding my face to hers. All of the sudden, I saw her eyes close and opening her mouth. She pressed her lips right onto mine and her tongue knocked on my lips. I was so caught off guard I forgot to open them. I thought when she said, settle down, that she meant a conversation or how are you, not straight to a sloppy tongue kiss.

I did accept her tongue, the delicious wet stick I’d drooled over whenever we ate ice cream together in the garden. I was a bit timid, but her movements were gentle at first, melting our tongues into place, scraping each other while sending our fluids back and forth as if in a great melting pot.

My hands wrapped around her back. I adventurously searched her soft flesh, and before I even knew it, her hands were behind my back as well, pulling each other closer than ever before. “You are such a passionate kisser,” she said, taking a little break to lick my taste from her lips.

“I’ve never kissed like this before,” I admitted as a string of saliva stretched from both of our lips.

“Do you have any special fetishes I should know about before I undress?”

“So long you are over thirty, so no.”

She chuckled. “I have been having my eyes on you before, and I have noticed yours as well, trying to sneak in a glance here and there.”

“It’s a bit difficult to keep them in check when my mom is surrounded by beauties.”

She pulled her pink dress over her face and gave me full access to her glossy skin. “Unhook my bikini top.”

My hands were already on her back and they trailed up to her hooks. I struggled a bit at first, getting excited to see her sweet melons for the first time. I got the hooks off and they fell between us. I licked my lips and feasted on her incredible body. Her tits were bell-shaped, all-natural c-cups that were more than impressive for her age. I cupped them from below and moved upward till I reached her nipples, stiff as if they could poke an eye out. Her areola and nipples were a shade darker than her glossy skin. While she shimmied toward me, her breasts swayed and jiggled. Our lips met again as I kept groping them.

She then tugged at my shirt. I got the hint and pulled it over my head. Her claws were already reaching for my chest and drifting down the abdomens, her grin getting wider as she finally reached the belt. “You are already hard.”

“I’ve been so for hours, knowing this would happen, nothing would be able to restrain it.”

“Not fair that you have been tortured for so long.” She unbuckled it with ease, and all of a sudden, the belt was pulled out from the loops like a pro. She then unzipped the pants and I wiggled my hips as she pulled them off me. She got her hands on the waistband and rolled it down, a bit quicker than her other movements as she started getting excited as well. My cock sprang free and swayed back and forth as if ready to strike. “It was no myth,” she mouthed. “I can’t believe you got dumped because of this.”

“Now in the aftermath,” I said and started getting sweaty as her claws reached closer. “I’m actually glad I did.”

Her daring fingers reached closer and then when those warm fingers closed on my erection, everything became real in a way it hadn’t been for the past few moments. “Hmm,” I moaned as her fingers slid up and down the shaft. I knew it wouldn’t take much for me to spurt. Just a few gentle touches brought a sensation I wasn’t prepared for.

“I’m already hard,” I said and wiped my sweat-peppered brow. “It would be fairer to lick you.”

“You are about to cum, aren’t you?” she said with a grin.

I nodded meekly.

She struggled to let go of my cock, but eventually, she let me breathe for a moment and then reclined down, her head propped up on the arm of the couch. We removed the pillows, so she could spread her legs wide open for me. Now it was my turn to roll her bikini bottom off her. It was a wide blotch in the middle, darkening the red color. I was dying to see a female butterfly close-up. I reached for the waistband and rolled the panties down. Right before me was a soaked slit with the puffiest lips. A string of honey clung to the bikini and I got my fingers on the string and had to have a taste before continuing. Chanel loved what she saw and wiggled her hips, beckoning me closer. “There is more of that in my honeycomb.”

My eyes flickered to her leaking pussy. “Are you always this wet?”

“I’ve been this horny since your mom told me you will be waiting for me,” she chuckled.

“I’m glad I’m not alone,” I said and dived right in. I pressed my tongue on her puffy wings first, trying to soak up as much of her sticky juices as possible. The musky flavors with a tang of bitterness were the perfect match, and I went crazy in there as I lapped her till rivulets streamed. She arched her back more and more, pushing her slit up against my face and even gyrating it against my face. I then caught the sight of her pink pearl, hidden beneath the folds of her labia. It glistened as if hidden in a clam and I swiped up and tried to push the folds to the side so I could get a deeper taste of it. It was as if she got struck by lightning, her back like a bent bow ready to be fired. “You better push that cock inside me before I spill all over your face.”

“I honestly wouldn’t mind that,” I said with a grin, but I then got reminded that I was doing this to make her pregnant. I got carried away. I mounted her, pushing her legs further apart, my erection still alive and full of glory as the head rubbed her spongy wings, seeking and searching for the cave of sugar. It suddenly slipped in and the warmest sensation in my life seized me. I let go and plunged inside, deeper and deeper. When half my shaft went missing, and the thickest part of my girth stretched her, I paused and stifled a moan. She wrapped her arms around my back, her breathing deepening as my erection pleasured every inch of her sensitive nerves. “Go deeper, sweety, I’ve never been penetrated by such a size.”

“It’s hard,” I said, the pleasure overwhelming me. I wasn’t sure her soaked walls would be able to stretch more, but she then pulled me closer, forcing her walls wider. To my astonishment, I sank even deeper, bottoming out in the delicious milf pussy. I gasped and then retreated, bringing a trail of golden liquid with me. I found the steady pace and her boobs started rolling up and down her tummy. I cupped them, keeping her pinned there as I penetrated her harder. “Ah, right there, your cock is so big it will take me to heaven.”

I was already in heaven. All these pleasant sensations overwhelmed me. It felt as if I was unconscious, all I knew was that thrusting in and out of her made this sensation more powerful, so I didn’t stop. “Cum for me,” she begged and her nails dug deep into my skin as she squirmed under my grip.

“Ah,” I moaned and squeezed her breasts so they looked like they were about to pop. But it was my testicles that burst and the explosion that followed made me jolt. I spurted thick cables of cum deep inside her, filling her to the brim. As I pulled out, I was still firing load after load, coating her from the chin and down to her navel. I fell back on the other side of the couch, the arm caught me, preventing me from collapsing to the floor. I laid my hand on my chest, still throbbing warm.

Chanel smiled down at the load I’d just sprayed all over her. It already trickled out from her pussy in several streams. “I’ve never felt so much cum in my entire life,” she said with a joyful chuckle.

My cock swayed and landed right on my thigh. “There went my virginity,” was all I could say, waking up from the trip to heaven.

“Did it live up to your expectations?” she asked, not bothered at all by her cum-spilled body.

“No,” I said and wiped the sweat from my forehead, “It was way better.”

We eventually got up to our feet and made our way into the bathroom. We showered together, and I enjoyed having her hands and fingers covering me up in soap as much as the sex act. I sprayed the water over her chest and legs, rubbing my fingers over the glistening soap and marveling over her sparkling body and wet hair. She spent an extra amount of time, holding onto my cock and feeling the length and thickness. “You are well endowed,” she said and kissed me as the water sprayed all over us.

“So are you,” I said, my hands also went and explored her body.

We dried ourselves up and then fell into my bed. It was a bit tight in my queen-size bed. She lay sideways and backed her incredible ass right into my crotch. It already started to come back to life again, nestling in the crack of her buttocks. I wasn’t so shy any longer and snaked my hand under hers and squeezed her boobs again. It just made her smile, but I saw she was brooding over something. “What is it?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she said and inhaled deeply. “It’s just this wait … I mean, I’ve had so many hopes throughout the last five years but just faced with disappointments.”

That’s right, this wasn’t for my pleasure, but for Chanel, something that I kept forgetting. “How long does it take before you get an answer?”

“I have to wait at least ten days after intercourse,” she sighed and I understood now that the wait would be painful.

“Plenty of room to have some fun between.”

She twisted her head to me with a grin. She sought my lips and kissed them. “But I’m optimistic, that load of yours was legendary, so if you aren’t fit for the job then I don’t think anyone in this world is.”

It somehow made me prouder. “Sweet dreams,” I told her.

She kissed me again and we both fell into a deep slumber.




I woke up with a river of drool just flowing out from the corner of my lips. I had spilled it all over my pillow. It was the deepest slumber of my entire life. My cock was even nestled deeper into the crack of her ass, poking right at the rim, a cave for another time.

No wonder I’d slept so deeply when I still had my hand on her breast. As I tried to move them, I bumped into her nipple, thicker and pudgier than yesterday. I arched an eyebrow and explored the other nipple as well, which had also turned thicker. “What the?”

It woke her up. She also had drool trickling from the corner of her lips but not as much as I. “Good morning,” she mumbled and smiled when she saw that I was already playing with her boobs.

“Good morning,” I told her. “Your nipples feel a bit off.”

“What do you mean?” she yawned.

“They weren’t so pudgy yesterday.”

She felt them herself. “You are right.” Suddenly dizziness washed over her face. “Gosh, it feels like I’m about to throw up.”

“Come,” I said. “I can help you to the bathroom.”

I jumped out of the bed and hauled her up to her feet. She wasn’t kidding. She staggered with me and fumbled around on the walls. I then helped her down to her knees and she vomited. “I’m sorry,” I said while flushing the toilet. “I hope it wasn’t me who did anything.”

She woke up and shook her head, behind the dizziness I saw the brightest smile creep up on her face. “In my purse, I have a pregnancy stick … please, bring it to me.”

I did as she told me and handed it to her. She sat down and held it right between her legs. “I thought you said ten days, at least.”

She nodded. “Swollen nipples and sickness are all signs of pregnancy.”

“Oh,” I said and now understood where her bright smile came from. She let a few dribbles of urine out on the stick. And struggled to look at it herself. “Can you watch it for me? I can’t, this thrill is about to derail me.”

I reached for the wet stick and saw a happy baby. She’d been trying to get pregnant for over five years without success. She was supposed to be infertile for life. Yet here I stood with my back taller than ever and had impregnated her quicker with just one blast deep into her womb. I spilled out my laughter, and joy for her. “Congratulations,” I said and showed her the stick.

She jumped up in joy and almost screamed my ears off. The power of happiness blasted the sickness away as she wrapped her arms tight around me, almost strangling me to the point I couldn’t breathe. She ran up and down the stairs, butt naked. The joy spilled over her as she leaped out to our garden and belly-flopped on the grass. She ran into the house again and fetched my hand, happy tears spilled all over her cheeks. “Tell Jenny to come over immediately!
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I must have driven like a madwoman when I heard the news. I flung the car door open and we threw ourselves at each other. “You don’t even have to tell,” I said as she strangled me in her arms. “Congratulations!”

My son stood there awkwardly and scratched his arm. The bristling heat made him tug the collar of his shirt. It took minutes before she would loosen her grip on me. She started weeping uncontrollably. “So, so,” I said and patted her back.

“I’m sorry,” Chanel said and wiped her eyes.

“I just bought some cookies, should we sit under the shade?” I suggested, the heat getting to me as well.

Chanel just nodded and hopped inside like a rabbit. Now that I was alone with my son, I gave him a wink and pulled him into a swift but caring hug, not restraining my bulging breasts as they spilled all over his face. “You make me proud,” I said while I caressed his back.

“Thanks, I guess.”

“I will have to talk to you later about something. I always knew there was more to you.”

I prepared a jar of milk on the table outside. The parasol shaded the sun but it was still warm, the sweat prickling on my back. Chanel had already devoured three cookies and already nibbled on her fourth. The crumbs were cluttered all over her chest. I couldn’t restrain my imagination as I imagined licking them up, one for one. “You are the greatest,” she said and laid her hand on Tom’s thigh, inching closer to his private parts. I pretended not to notice. But I could tell it got difficult for him as we both sat here in revealing clothes, leaving little for his young imagination. Chanel was only clad in a skimpy bikini and I in a mini skirt and a crop top.

“He sure is,” I said and winked at him. “But that sure was a quick answer.”

“Super-duper seeds,” she said, making Tom shrink even more.

I kept enjoying the company of Chanel, and seeing her as bright as sunshine lifted my mood more than anything, but then of course it was that little private talk I wanted with Tom. His seeds had greater potential than just being dumped into a dusty pot.




We ate dinner and Chanel couldn’t stop talking. She’d already sent out texts to her family and she excused herself after dabbing the napkin across her lips. “I want to see my parents.”

“It’s alright,” I said and cleaned up the dishes.

She wrapped her arms around my son, strangling him some more and making the bulge even bigger. Chanel then slipped her hand into his pants and stroked it with a filthy grin. “Please, not here,” he begged and glanced over to me.

“It’s just a goodbye, and don’t worry, I owe you one, a big one for what you did to me. I will forever be yours whenever you want.”

She then turned to me with another sloppy kiss right on my lips. “Thanks for everything, you two are the greatest.”

She then left and forgot to close the door. She’d already started the engine and blasted feel-good music on the highest volume.

“Finally, some room to breathe,” Tom said, while I caught him tucking his erection up against his shorts.

“If you only knew what it means to a woman to get pregnant,” I told him, even if she’d made herself more than obvious. “It’s greater than winning the lottery.”

“I can see that,” he said and scratched his neck.

“Let’s settle on the couch,” I told him. “I wanted to discuss something.”

He hesitated a moment and then followed. He probably thought this was some kind of birds and bees discussion. “Okay,” he mumbled.

I couldn’t help but also notice he was way calmer today. And I couldn’t help myself but ask, “How was it?”

He gave me a look. “What exactly do you want to talk about?”

“Can’t I ask?” I said. “I thought we were there already.”

He lowered his eyes. “It felt good.”

“I’m glad,” I told him. “The first time can either be awkward or painful, but I can’t detect either on your face or Chanel’s, but this isn’t what I wanted to talk to you about. I think there is a far greater potential for you than your little flower business”

“Little?” he said, slightly offended.

“Compared to what I have in my mind, then yes, it is little.”

He looked at me with more interest. I knew he had a knack for business, so this conversation sure would pull him in. “Do you know how many treatments Chanel tried … Do you know how much money and time she put into this?”

He shook his head. “Not really, although I’ve known she’s been very depressed till now.”

“It’s more than six figures, and the six-figure fertility treatment didn’t help her at all. But only a night with you did.”

I let it sink into him. He stared out the window. The summer breeze rustled the leaves outside. It was dazzlingly bright. A future where the grass just became greener. “Are you trying to tell me to start a pregnancy clinic?” he asked carefully.

“You are smarter than I believed,” I said and ruffled his hair. I knew I just had a few years left till he would probably be embarrassed by my hair-ruffling. I saw him smile and it gladdened me he still enjoyed it. “Yes, that’s exactly what I’m telling you.”

“That’s going to be one hell of a challenge,” he said. “Compared to selling flowers over Facebook.”

“You are right, and a way greater reward as well.”

The greater reward got to him. To succeed in the business world was something he dreamed of. I’d passed by his laptop several times with him drooling over the Forbes billionaire list. He wanted his face on there as well. “But if I will be busy, uhm, making women pregnant, it will leave little time to take care of the rest of the stuff.”

“I will be there to help you,” I offered. “I can take care of the advertisement and all that. I can even get Sofia with me to make sure your seeds are healthy and strong.”

“We will need our own clinic and lots of equipment, and how are we supposed to find investors for this? If I tell them about my magical seeds, they will burst out laughing.”

“Let’s take out a loan and put this house as collateral,” I said.

He didn’t look so comfortable at that suggestion. “Are you sure about this?”

“I’m,” I told him again. I reached for his hand and gave it a squeeze, on the border of being a bit too intimate for us. “The start is always slow until we get our first client. I know that as a masseuse, but once you start getting more and more, they will pour in as our reputation grows. But I know you like a challenge, and I know now that you can handle one.”

“You will quit your private masseuse clinic?”

“I will. I’m more than confident with you on my side. I believe in you more than what you think. There is no one else with your courage and strength. You dropped out of high school to succeed. You didn’t follow in any other’s footsteps than your own. I’m willing to bet everything I own that you will succeed with this.”

I saw his cock hardening beneath his pants as he made up his mind. “Let’s do this.”




The next day my son helped me with some rearrangements at my clinic. I had canceled my bookings. Back-breaking massages weren’t worth it when I knew we had a goldmine in front of us. It wasn’t much to change, since he needed the bed for impregnating women. Although he suggested a king-size would be better. He also noted that if I were supposed to be here, he wanted some privacy. “The walls are soundproof, don’t worry,” I told him. “Enjoy them how loudly you want.”

He just returned a grin, getting warmer in his clothes whenever we mentioned something sexual. Although I knew any business wasn’t bulletproof, I’m glad we got closer to each other. It had been a dream to work by his side as well. My private massage clinic had gone well, but I’ve always wanted a man next to me. It just felt safer.

“Have you talked with Sofia?” he asked me.

“She will be on her way,” I told him as he sat down for a break.




Sofia stopped by quicker than expected. I brewed some coffee for us and it was difficult to hold her attention as she kept straying onto my son. He was also drooling after her. “So how much will this equipment cost?”

“You have to be prepared to put in more than a thousand bucks for it … are you actually doing this?” she sounded excited but also in disbelief. This sure was an ambitious venture, so I understood her reaction.

“We are,” I told her firmly. “I also want to know if you are interested in joining us.”

She stabbed herself with her own thumb. “You want me on the team?”

“We need someone that knows semen. To make sure his seeds are healthy and strong, it’s the building blocks of this business.”

Her lips slid up to a grin. “I’m more than down.”

Tom tried to stifle his chuckle. He of course understood what this meant for him.




When we got home, Tom was exhausted. He’d been drained in paperwork and then had to deal with more bureaucracy when opening up the bank account. I stood there in my night robe. The knot was tight against my waist, making my breasts strain harder than usual. “Knock, knock,” I said as he sat there hunched over his desk and signed paper after paper. “Tomorrow, take your day off, go out and enjoy the nice weather for once.”

“But I have to finish this,” he said and enjoyed the sight of me.

“I will finish it for you.”

“Are you sure?” he asked and tried to drag out this conversation as I stood there with only my robe on. “I thought you were busy with the advertisements.”

“I finished quicker than usual, please, for my sake, I want you to rest.”

“Okay, thanks for everything,” he said.

“No worries,” I said and played a little with the knot. “Sweet dreams.”
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I walked astray in the forest. It had been a bit of a week setting up this business, Vera Fertilita. My mom encouraged me to take a rest day so here I was. I had also noticed she’d been in a way happier mood. I knew she enjoyed giving services to others, but she’d complained about her back from all those massages.

I climbed up a mound with a great view across the forest. The hills rolled into the distant in an endless wave of green. Trees swayed in the breeze, looking like rippling waves. It was a magical sight, especially with the twittering birds adorning the surroundings.

I sat my foot on a rock and just gazed out. Shivers trickled down my spine as I felt the excitement of this new business. I sensed the same level of optimism as my mom. I didn’t have the insight as she did, but she’d told me it was more women than I’d imagined that struggled with pregnancy. When the first women will trickle into our clinic, the stream will then just get wider, and as the demand would soar, so would the price. It would be tough to keep up with all those spread legs, but I told myself to remain strong. I will handle this. I will succeed.




On my first day at work, Sofia suggested getting another sample, but her suggestion was a bit different. “I wonder if it will be a difference when you ejaculate inside a woman compared to when you are masturbating. Since I do know that the brain chemistry is different.”

It made sense. My mom sat next to me over the table. She spent the entire morning setting up ads online. She’d called around to women aged thirty and above, but without a single catch. She remained patient and prepared herself for an uphill battle at first Many of these women had gotten scammed in the first place from all these expensive treatments. Now that a young man at the age of twenty would magically make them pregnant with his potent seeds was just another big joke for them.

I wasn’t so awkward around here during these subjects any longer. It felt more natural and she’d been right. I was more than glad that the barrier wasn’t there between us. “Do you already have the first sample?” she asked Sofia.

She nodded. “I need something to compare it with though. I’m more than willing to be the test subject with this one. If you cum inside me and then we can compare the seeds, I mean, at least get some productive work done while we wait for our first client.”

My mom reached for her hand to stop her. “We can’t risk getting you pregnant. Getting high on our own supply is not a good start for our business.”

She looked a bit disappointed at that one. “I will just pop a pill or two to be safe.”

“Well,” I said. “If you do get pregnant while on the pill then that’s a double confirmation and something that should be checked out as well.”

My mom pressed her lips into a tight line. “Alright then.”

While my mom retreated into the office, the little brunet was already by my side with her hand beneath my pants. “So, let’s start working.”

On my first day at work and I was already pulled toward the bed. We didn’t see where we walked. All of a sudden, the bed was behind us and we tripped and fell into it with a laugh. She tore my clothes off with her hungry claws, her voice huskier than ever. “I want you so badly.”

I knew it was my cock she was speaking at since her fingers were already on there, pumping more blood into my erection. While she was busy toying around with my cock, I tore her clothes off. I unhooked her bra with ease and my grin was just as wide as the first time I saw them. I immediately attacked her nipple, flicking it around with my tongue. She kicked her panties off and pressed her wet slit against my thigh. She guided my erection right into her before I’d gotten time to toy around with her breasts.

Her lust surprised me. I couldn’t imagine her being this horny. I lay there on the mattress, the bed creaking and squeaking as she grinded on top of me. Her crisp pink slit, as fresh as a teen’s, spilled its syrup all over me, tightening around my cock, begging to squeeze out the cum. I didn’t last for long and neither did she. She moaned up to the ceiling as she lowered her back, her nails clawing my chest bloody as I pounded ropes of cum right into her. I gripped both her ass cheeks as her mouth was already on my neck. It felt as if she were about to bite my skin off.

As she came off, I pulled out a river of cum, leaving a gleaming puddle, trickling down from my stomach like rivers on a map. “Do you want to watch the creampie?” she asked with a filthy grin.

There was way more to that woman than I believed. “Why wouldn’t it?” I said and was more than glad that the fun wasn’t over. I pressed the bucket close to her pussy as it trickled out from her slit, like sweet drool during a deep slumber. “Spread my pussy lips,” she beckoned.

I got my fingers on her sensitive wings and spread them apart with my middle and index fingers. She was sweet pink inside, the white thick color blending well like strawberry ice cream. Despite her lust, she got set to work quickly, bringing the cum into the laboratory to make the essential checks.

I had barely even gotten time to get my clothes on when Jenny suddenly stumbled inside with a wide grin. “We’ve got our first clients.”

She infected me with her grin. “I want to see them.”




In the lunchroom, she showed me a photo of them. “A married bisexual couple and both of them have the same cause of infertility, Polycystic ovary syndrome, not so old, twenty-eight, but I guess they have been unlucky in life. I talked for over half an hour on the phone, one of them had even attempted suicide because they’d tried everything. This was out of sheer desperation.”

My mom was right. This sure was a goldmine. “When will they come?” I asked and wondered if I would get some time to recover from today.

“Tomorrow,” my mom said and took a bite from her sandwich.

“They sure must be desperate,” I said.

Sofia was more than content as she’d gotten her dose of pleasure, but she had something on her heart as well. “From what I’ve seen now, your cum when being shot in a pussy … has way more sperm than when being ejaculated manually. It makes me more than certain it has something to do with arousal. The more aroused you are the stronger the seeds. It’s the same I’ve read from infertile men who masturbate too much.”

“If this clinic really takes off,” I said. “There’s not a single chance I will be able to pregnant millions of women dealing with fertility issues.”

“Right, but I had an idea,” Sofia said, excited to be a part of this adventure. “We can sell your cum for those dealing with minor fertility issues, guaranteeing a ninety percent pregnancy. But for those with real issues, I’m talking about supermodels and athletes with a big wallet, they will have to come and make a private visit.”

Jenny lay her sandwich on the plate and patted her best friend on the shoulder. “You are brilliant, but we probably will need another employee.”

“How come?” I asked.

“We need another woman who can take care of your morning erections,” she said with a wink. “We can’t let you masturbate yourself if it risks making your seeds less potent.”

“Huh,” I said to myself. “I hadn’t thought of that. You two sure are way ahead of me in this one.” They sure were more experienced than me when it came to sexual subjects, so I had an excuse though. This sure was a profession I couldn’t fare by myself and it felt much safer having women around me.

“Who should that be?” Sofia asked, more than excited to get another employee at work.

“Chanel,” my mom said with confidence. “I hope her swollen tummy won’t be too much for you.”

“No,” I said and shook my head. “It turns me on a bit, sort of a bit more exotic.”

She smiled and was glad I admitted this to her.
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I was happy to know that Chanel was more than down to come work with us. A female team with my son as the pilot. I chuckled at the thought. It certainly was a promising start and a dream job to be surrounded by friends and family. I had been overly optimistic lately and could already taste the success beforehand. Although every morning I’d made sure Tom was okay, and he sure was. There was a new glow to his face, way more attractive than he’d ever been. His hair was thicker and his posture straightened. Now it wasn’t his eyes going astray but more mine as I checked him out when he wasn’t looking.

As a woman, I also had my needs. The past years it had mostly been Chanel and my friends taking care of my lonely butterfly. They had pushed me into dating, but I didn’t know. A woman’s tongue was just as good as a man’s, but ever since discovering the size of Tom’s, I’d been craving a man next to me, so much that when furnishing this clinic, I’d prepared something naughty. The keyhole was bigger than average, it was because I was dying for a peek. I wanted to watch him yesterday when he got fucked by Sofia, but the conversation with the two hot clients dragged out on the time, so much that I didn’t make it.

I must admit that clients were the most important and needed to come before my own needs. But this was getting difficult. I hoped that I will get to watch Chanel’s fingers on his cock this morning. I will save the orgasm for the married bisexuals. I just hoped Tom would be able to handle them both at once. They needed their fill equally as much to keep this business afloat.

I got my rosy skirt on and then my white top and a loose blouse. I had to dress appropriately for our first clients. It was important to remind them that this was a serious business and not some kind of male brothel. “Tom, are you ready?” I called for him.

“A minute,” he shouted from the bathroom. He’d slept like a log lately. I hoped the constant stimulation wouldn’t drain him too much as we had a business to take care of.

He came running down in a pair of shorts and sunglasses. “You look better with a mini skirt on,” he told me.

I flashed him a smile as I got my shoes on. “I have to dress decently for our first clients. The first impression is everything.”

We jumped into the car and I watched him. He was a bit more fidgety than usual. “What’s on your mind?”

“The challenge I have in front of me.”

“The threesome?”

He nodded and swallowed hard. A few weeks ago, just mentioning it around him would have made him blush from head to toe. “It’s one big leap. The last acts with Sofia and Chanel, it was more them taking care of me.”

“I remember my first client when I ran the massage clinic,” I told him. “I was nervous because it’s a dealbreaker, but I gave the client everything and put my heart and soul into it. He noticed it and appreciated it more than anything, sharing his experience with everyone. But I will tell you, that probably was one of the worst massages I’d ever done.”

“And he recommended you to everyone he knew?” he questioned.

I nodded. “They will notice whether your client is in the center of the attention or not, and when your heart is there for them, then it doesn’t matter whether you are sweating rings or stuttering, they will appreciate it more than anything.”

“Huh,” he said and nodded to himself. “I thought I’d learned a lot doing these side gigs for the past five years.”

“It’s a vast world out there,” I told him. “But you sure have a head start, these are the kinds of stuff you have to live and experience for yourself. It’s not something someone can teach you even how many times it’s repeated in a boring classroom.”

“Do you have any tips?”

I blinked at him. “For what?”

“Uhm, the threesome,” he said in a lower voice.

“I have plenty,” I said. “You have two pairs of strong hands with talented fingers, a wet tongue and a bar of steel between your legs. Use all of your tools. Remember, even if the primary form of therapy is to get your semen inside both of them, it doesn’t hurt to make the experience as pleasurable as possible.”

“You are right,” he said but still sighed nervously. “I’m glad Chanel will be there to rub one load off me. Otherwise, I’m sure I would have exploded too quickly.”

I ruffled his hair. “You got this. I know you do.”




Right when we got there, Chanel seized him and pulled him into the naughty room as we’d started calling it. She was quicker than expected and I cursed myself as I might not find time to watch him. Sofia was busy in the other room, experimenting with his cum and getting the container ready for shipment. I’d been busy yesterday getting the web shop ready, just so I could have some time for this moment.

I sneaked my way to the keyhole and peeked through it. His pants were already around his ankles. Chanel stood there, butt-naked, with her chest pressing aginst his back. She was pleasuring him from behind with both hands. She’d tilted a bucket against the shelf, a smart move so she didn’t have to worry about wasting his seeds. I had a potent view of his cock. Her hand slid up and down his length, making the mushroom tip appear and disappear. The deep purple color was a chunk of meat I was dying to taste, even better – get it inside me.

My son shivered as Chanel pushed her busty milf body closer against his back. She murmured close to his ear, making his hair rise. “Cum for mommy.” She then settled her lips onto his neck and released her tongue all over him. He jolted and blasted the bucket so hard it was about to tip over. He jolted several times as several ropes fired from his slit. He let out a deep moan and Chanel reluctantly let go of his cock, even after the chunks dripped from her fingers like fresh cream.

It happened too quickly. I didn’t reach the orgasm I’d hoped for. As I pulled out my fingers, to my surprise they were soaked like never before. I had to finish this after the two women came over.

They rang the bell and I saw them waiting by the door. They looked like smoking hot bombshells, tall and voluptuous, blonde hair with the perfect touch of makeup on their faces. They weren’t shy with their clothing. They both wore a tight pair of denim shorts, a loose white tank top and a matching spandex athletic top noticeable in the sizable gaps at their sides.

I opened the door and greeted them both with a handshake. I saw hope in both of their faces. The makeup covered their tear-streaked cheeks. “Ashley,” the strawberry blonde girl said.

“Felicia,” the angel blonde girl said.

“You look pretty as twins,” I said.

“That’s what they all say,” Ashley said with a smile.

“Let’s have a seat by the table here and I will go through in detail our procedure. Would you like anything to drink?” I’d already topped the table with a basket of my homemade cookies. I knew my son would like to lick those crumbs from their chests. He needed that extra stamina for this act.

“We both love tea,” Felicia said. Both of them had already gotten their eyes on the cookies. I served them their drinks. The cookie crumbs were already tumbling down from their lips.

“Don’t worry,” I told them. “There is plenty left.”

“These are delicious,” Ashley said with her hand over her filled mouth. “Where did you get these from?”

“They are home-baked,” I said, more than flattered by her compliment.

“I want to know more about the fertility recipe,” Felicia joked and had already devoured an entire cookie. The crumbs spilled all over her cleavage.

“Don’t worry about it,” I said with a wink. “It isn’t a secret or anything. So, what I know of both of you is that you have struggled with pregnancy, right?”

Both of them nodded and dark clouds passed over their faces. Not even the sweet cookies could light them up completely. “It’s been some rough years since we got married,” Ashley said with a sigh. “I inherited my mom’s house, worth more than two million. We decided to sell it since we didn’t deem it necessary to have such a big house. Well, all that money is gone, sucked into useless treatments.”

I reached for her hand and caressed it gently. “I’m so sorry for everything you have gone through. I know your pain since I also had a friend who went through the same. After years of fighting an uphill battle, spending more than she could have afforded on treatments, she accepted her faith, depressed like never before. Well, she was our first test subject and a baby is growing in her womb.”

Both of them exchanged glances of hope. “We’ve also spent a fortune,” Ashley said. “It feels like they have robbed us.”

“Yes, they are shady,” I said. “We are new and this was a recent discovery. You are our first clients, so that’s why we don’t charge more than a thousand bucks for this procedure, but it’s an unusual one compared to what you have gone through, so before you bring out your credit card, I must make sure you are comfortable with this.”

“I’m already more than comfortable here,” Felicia said and nibbled through her second cookie.

“Well, that’s a good start,” I said with a smile. “We will also sign a money-back guarantee, so unlike those other fertility treatments you have tried out, you will get every penny back if both of you don’t leave this facility without a baby in your womb.”

“That’s some bold words,” Ashley said.

I could tell she was a bit skeptical. I didn’t blame her after all those wasted dollar bills and crushed hopes. “I know where you are coming from, and from the bottom of my heart, every female who wants to have a child should be able to have one without getting scammed, so money isn’t our only incentive here.”

“I’m starting to get curious,” Felicia said and sipped her tea. “What exactly is this treatment?”

I had tried to prolong this as well as possible to settle them into it. “Well, it involves intercourse with a man that has an abnormal amount of sperm in his semen.”

They exchanged glances, more than stunned. I caught them off guard and the wait for their reaction was getting painful. I had prepared myself that it would be a chance they would storm out. I reckoned since they were bisexual, they might be opened minded. “Well,” Ashley said and started to giggle. “It has been years since I had a cock inside me, so why not, if it fails, we will get our money back anyway.”

Felicia nodded as well and to my relief neither seemed to mind. “Is this a person you’ve had sex with yourself?”

I blushed. Only in my dreams, I was about to admit. “It’s my stepson.”

“Oh,” both of them laughed. “Sorry.”

“It’s okay,” I said and felt the hot color still on my cheeks. “We made this discovery recently. I mean, he did, we didn’t together.”

Both of them grinned. “Yeah right.”

I wanted to roll my eyes so badly but reminded myself that these two were our first clients and needed respect more than anything. “Well, what we have figured out so far is that when directly ejaculated into the womb, the sperm count is more than abnormal and will be able to pregnant both of you with ease.”

Ashley’s nipples started to stiffen and she kept opening up her legs wider. “Both of us have wanted a baby for years, and just what Felicia said, we haven’t had a cock to nibble on for years as well. We understand the procedure, is your stepson ready?”

“He is more than ready,” I said and rose. Ashley eagerly got her credit card out and paid without hesitation. They kept exchanging glances, giggling like two teenagers. “So, follow me. Here is our dressing room, you got two pairs of robes and fresh towels. There is a shower when you are finished and the room to the right is where he is waiting for you.”

“Thank you,” they both said and tittered.

They weren’t the only two excited ladies in this building. They were hotter in real life. As a woman who also liked to experiment, they just added a few more drops to my already heavy panties. Finally, some privacy and finally an orgasm I could enjoy. Right when I was about to prepare myself to peek at the threesome, Sofia came bursting into my office. “You won’t believe it.”

I couldn’t help but stare at her. “What?”

“I got pregnant.”

“I thought you said you took a pill, even two.”

“I did, I swear,” she said, shocked by it herself. “His sperm is even stronger than what I believed from the beginning. It isn’t just the amount – every one of them is even more robust than regular sperm.”

The revelation surprised me. Not in a positive way since I wanted to masturbate so badly, and we were getting high on our own supply. “We will have to talk about this later. I’m busy taking care of the clients.”

“I thought that was Tom’s job,” she said with a grin.

“It’s but I must be here for them,” I tried to come up with some excuse. “Please, we have to discuss this later on.”

“You don’t think this is good news?”

The time was running out. I wondered if they still had their robes on or if he’d entered them yet. “It’s good news that his sperm is so strong, but we have work to do. Two of our employees are now pregnant, we need someone to run this business as well.”

She waved her hand. “It will only be for the last months of our pregnancy that we have to stay at home, and we can probably just rearrange some things that we can work from home.”

“Yeah, I get it, but we will have to talk about this later.”

“You know how excited I get,” she said. “How am I supposed to hold it for myself?”

“Sofia, I’m just repeating myself now,” I said firmly.

“Sorry,” she said suspiciously. She closed the door after her and retreated into Chanel’s room instead.

I rolled my eyes. “Finally,” I mouthed. I went on my toes to the door and bent over to have a peek. All three of them were already naked. He was standing, both of his hands had already fallen to their bubbly compact ass cheeks as all their tongues met in the intersection. It was a sloppy kiss, making me melt. My eyes strayed down to his manhood, and so did my fingers, reaching the hair on top of my mound and then my clit buried beneath the fold of my labia. He was rock hard with power and glory, a sword I so desperately wanted to be stabbed with. He held onto both of them with confidence, guiding them to the king-sized bed and lying them down.

He was naturally talented, juggling two beauties at his first attempt. “If this beast won’t do it,” Ashley said as her fingers slid up and down his manhood. “Then I don’t know what will.”

Felicia just giggled as her lips were already wrapped around the head, struggling to take it deeper into her throat. “Gosh it’s so big and menacing,” she said.

He reached for the blondest one first. He’d already fingered her wet. He patted his thigh. “Ride me a little while Ashley will sit on my face.”

He’d the widest grin as his face got cloaked by Ashley’s bottom. Felicia then lowered her slit right on his tip, struggling to sink down. She gasped, her entire body shuddering from the pleasurable tool he possessed. “Oh fuck, this is what you call a cock.”

“Don’t fuck him too hard,” Ashley said, looking enviously at her friend that got the best cut of my son.

What am I doing? I slipped in two of my fingers and made a beckoning motion on my already sopping walls. I found it difficult to stand still as the pleasurable sensation spread all over my body. I tried to talk myself out of this to make sure I was sane. I’m masturbating to Tom. I shouldn’t be doing this, but it just felt too good.

Ashley was also a lucky one, as his young tongue explored her slit. It didn’t take long for her hip movements getting more turbulent, gyrating her intimate part all over his face. Felicia also started grinding him harder. He was smart to have chosen that position. He could pleasure both of them while at the same time staving off his orgasm. Ashley then came hard as she arched her back to the point I thought it would snap. She just tumbled over to the side. It looked as if my son had strawberry juice all over his face.

Felicia was the next to tumble over, slipping out from the grip of his cock. I then saw it in the most potent view, rising up from his torso like a glorious tower. The vein bulged from his leaf-tight skin, wet and shiny from Felicia’s fluids. I stifled a moan as I had this potent view in front of me. Then like a man, Tom got a hold of Ashley, seeking her slit to give her a second dose. Felicia crawled to the side, making out with her wife as Tom took her from the side. The kiss got interrupted by her loud moan as he injected his cock right into her. “God,” she said, shuddering with pleasure as he stabbed her harder and deeper.

“He will take you further than heaven,” Felicia said, holding onto her hand tight and kissing her passionately. I didn’t know if the sloshing sounds came from my pussy as I masturbated harder than I ever had. I tried to stifle my moans but they became so powerful I couldn’t hold anything in. I had to hurry and end this before Chanel and Sofia would catch me with my hand in the honey jar.

My son’s breathing deepened as he scratched Ashley’s body, sinking deeper into the pleasurable moment. He was also reaching there. “Doggy now,” he breathed heavily. “I need to blast both of your pussies.”

They changed positions and lined up on all four for him. He sunk his fingers into Ashley’s ass cheeks and stuffed his cock deep into her. He reached for a fistful of her hair and grunted as he spurted his thick, rich semen inside her. He pulled out and shot a thick cable over her back and quickly stuffed his loaded gun right inside Felicia and spurted till the cum leaked out on the corner of her pussy. Within seconds, he’d covered them both in a sticky mess

“Ah,” I moaned. The powerful sensation seized me as I’d reached the tip of the mountain. The explosion of pleasure flowed all over me. I staggered back. The orgasm was about to make me tumble onto my knees. “Oh god,” I whispered to myself and looked around me, afraid that someone had noticed. I couldn’t hear anyone though. I can’t believe it. I actually masturbated to him for the first time in my life. I shouldn’t have done this, but the thrill and my need being ignored for so long. I’ve never felt this before in a long time. And it wasn’t that, I still craved him. I gravitated toward the keyhole and saw his fat cock lying against his thigh, resting for now. He was watching the creampie. The dirty girls lay in a scissor position and let the streams of cum trickle into each other’s pussies. I suddenly heard footsteps approach out of Sofia’s room. I quickly retreated but not quickly enough to not seem suspicious. “What are you doing?” she asked, standing at the threshold with her hands on her hips.

“Nothing,” I said and flushed. “I just needed a walk after sitting for so long.”

“Right,” Sofia said, who obviously didn’t buy it, especially with my heart up to my chest. “Are you prepared to talk now?”

“Not yet,” I said and nervously pushed my sweaty hair behind my ears, hoping she wouldn’t notice the fresh perspiration. “They are soon finished and I have to escort them out.”

She arched an eyebrow. “How do you even know they have finished?”

“I haven’t.”

“You aren’t making sense now,” she confronted me.

“Come on, Sofia, we’ll talk later regarding this.”

Her eyes flickered to the keyhole then back to me. She closed the door with a little giggle on the side. I went to the bathroom to clean my face matted with shame. I washed my fingers that had the scent of my sex all over them. I sprayed some air freshener between my legs as well.

The married couple eventually stepped out, newly showered and more optimistic than when they got here. “So, I hope everything went well,” I said as I welcomed them out.

“More than well,” both of them said with a chuckle. “Your stepson is more than talented. If we wake up pregnant then, you got a five-star rating and I will make sure everyone in our circles will get here as soon as possible.”

“I’m glad, and I’m more than confident that Tom got what it takes to get you pregnant.” They left and my son stood there in the hall with a towel wrapped around him, newly showered. “Did you shower with them?”

“They wanted to,” he said, his voice even manlier than yesterday. “I don’t know how to clean up the bedsheet though. It’s a sticky mess.”

I waved my hand. “Go and relax, I will take care of that.” I then placed both of my hands on his shoulder, warm from the earlier action. I kissed him right on his forehead. “You make me proud, those women will convert more ladies than what you can imagine.”

He couldn’t suppress his smile as he understood clearly what this meant to him. “This is a dream job.”

“No, you are running a dream business. Remember, we are in this together.”

“I just hope they get pregnant. I mean the sex sure wouldn’t let them down but it’s babies they want in the first place.”

“Not a chance,” I said. “Sofia told me half an hour ago that she is pregnant as well.”

He looked at me blankly. “But she took a pill, two even, I even saw her.”

“There is more to your cock than what we know of,” I told him seriously. “It’s a powerful weapon, and with that type of power comes responsibility, remember that.”

“I will,” he said.
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As Chanel pushed her breasts against my back, I couldn’t help but notice how much they’d swelled. “Wow, they are getting bigger by the day.”

“Filled with fresh milk,” she smiled and reached back to my handle. It was another morning at work, and that meant another heavenly hand job from Chanel.

“Can you do it from the front?” I asked her. “I want to see your body.”

She got in front of me. She jerked me with her hand filled with spit while leaving a distance, so I could have an ample view of her body. Her curves had widened as if someone had pumped air into them, but when I reached down and felt her flesh, it was softer than ever. I watched the mirror behind her, and her ass was about to grow past my mom’s. The sight didn’t make me last for long. Chanel giggled like usual when holding onto me, pumping me with the heavenly sensation. “Cum for me, cum for mommy,” she teased, twisting her hands on top of my head, making me spurt right into the bucket with my eyes closed.

“What a load,” she commented and kissed me on the lips. “It seems like it just gets stronger every day.”

“It’s probably my mood, I’ve never felt this elated in my entire life.” And it was no exaggeration. The threesome yesterday had left me feeling like a king. All that milf honey just pouring over me while at the same time getting paid. This was the venture of my dreams, and I felt I owed my mom a bigger thank you than what I had told her. “I will miss your hands when your belly becomes too swollen.” It wasn’t only my mood, but social interactions had felt way easier and less dreadful.

“They will always be there for you,” she promised. “We will just have to change positions. I hope it won’t be too off-putting.”

“Not the direction your hips and tits are growing at this point.”

It flattered her. “All yours to squeeze.” She brought the cum to Sofia. I got a private moment to look at myself in the mirror. It was almost as if I’d become taller, my face brighter as well. The nights I’d slept like a log, waking up with fresh drool every night, getting ready to conquer the world filled with infertile milfs.

I went into our little cafeteria and grabbed something to eat. All this effort made me hungry and as our first paycheck had rolled in yesterday, my mom had bought steaks for us all. I was later on joined by Chanel. “Let’s sit outside,” she suggested.

I didn’t mind. To see them all dressed in revealing clothes, teased my imagination. Chanel had decorated the rooftop with a grill and a table under a parasol. My mom had been busy with paperwork earlier this morning. I saw something else on her smile as she came up here, clad in a tight blue summer dress that hugged her curves perfectly. “Spill the good news,” Sofia said.

She had her phone ready in her right hand and passed it along to us. Chanel high fived Jenny and Sofia and then me. I then received the phone and saw the first five-star review. Two actually, Felicia and Ashley had written one each. “We tried everything, wasted millions in useless therapy. After half an hour at the clinic, involving a very steamy therapy, we are both now pregnant. We have been covered in tears of joy as we write this review. We deem it necessary that the Vera Fertilita will get the attention they deserve and our biggest thank you and appreciation for what they have done to our lives.”

I looked up at my mom and handed her the phone. “What a start,” I said. The words lifted my heart as well. The joy of someone else was always infectious.

“I already have booked a client with you at 1 pm, and two more later today. I got another one on hold, just to make sure it won’t overwhelm you.”

I chuckled sweetly. “Let me see a photo and I will decide.”

She waggled her eyebrow and showed me a rare redhead, cute as a ginger cake. “Bring her in, but give me at least an hour between clients, so I can recover.”

“Will do,” she said and sent off an email and then fired off the grill.

“What a thrilling adventure we have in front of us,” Sofia said. I also noticed her breasts started to swell a little. Those two coconuts were already big enough to begin with and to think they will be filled with fresh milk soon. “I have a feeling this is just the beginning.”

My mom slapped the steaks on the grill. It sizzled and the smokey aroma made my mouth water. “We have five orders already of your semen,” she said. “How many containers does one shot fill?”

“Fifty,” Channel said, “so we have two hundred in the fridge, should cover our asses for the upcoming days, but my stomach feeling tells me there is an avalanche waiting for us.”

“An avalanche of pearly cum,” Sofia added with filth on her mind as usual.

“I’m curious if you have noticed any changes?” Jenny asked. “And if you have figured out how you got pregnant despite taking a pill, and even double bagging it?”

“With his semen, no,” she confirmed to my relief. “It is just as healthy and strong. But that sample you gave me yesterday was the strongest. I believe the amount of arousal is what determines its strength, since, you know, what isn’t more arousing than a three-way.” Her eyes flickered to both Chanel and my mom and I caught something hidden. They were obviously up to something I wasn’t aware of.

“And the semen that Chanel gets out of him?”

“It’s the same, but I have a feeling if you spice things up a bit, perhaps intercourse, and let it trickle out from Chanel, will produce stronger seeds. Even if we don’t provide money back and ninety percent pregnancy rates for the cum containers, it will still provide better feedback if even those seeds are as strong as possible.”

“Well, I’m already pregnant, so I don’t mind if I will get your thick rod stuffed inside me every morning.”

I leaned back, not letting the sight of my bulge shame me too much. Jenny had been right. It did feel way better to be open about sexual topics. I had nothing to hide now. “And to the question of why I got pregnant despite taking the pill,” Sofia said, actually looking bewildered. “I don’t have a clue. It’s what I discovered yesterday and what I’m continually researching. It isn’t only the amount of sperm but the sperm itself is at least a hundred times stronger than regular sperm.”

“A Rambo load,” Chanel chuckled and shot me a look.

“But it definitely needs to be further studied, but I’m on it,” she said.

We sunk our teeth into the expensive meat. A little taste of what awaited us as I also became overly optimistic about our future.




As the days continued, the phone kept ringing more and more, and the ratings on our page kept growing. We were more than lucky since it was at a slow steady pace. Although the cum started selling out so quickly, we had to perform an evening ritual. A second handjob from Chanel, or now we even started to have intercourse as well. I gladly stood there with the bucket under her legs, seeing my river of cum just drip from her soaked, puffy wings.

I had a feeling that all this fucking would deplete me, but so far, I’d never felt so good in my entire life. My mom was always there for me each morning, making sure I was alright, and telling me to take a day off whenever I felt for it.

Then I got my first dividends, which fueled me with more motivation, accepting more women as they covered me daily in their sticky honey. Some even returned with nothing else than a bliss on their faces, wrapping their arms around my mom and some even went on their knees to kiss her feet. I had underestimated what babies meant for women. And my back just got straighter when I knew I had the power to provide the means.

We reinvested what we earned, in a softer bed and a bigger bathroom. We even bought up the neighboring office to make space for a new bedroom.

We were so far just known locally, which was good since we could keep up the work without overloading ourselves. As we received more and more clients, my mom was smart enough to steadily raise the prices, but she was right from the beginning. It was mostly wealthy women, who’d chosen career over family in the beginning, who had fertility issues. They had the wealth to squander on useless treatments and didn’t hesitate when she’d raised the price to fifty grand for a direct deposit, which was generous compared to what other fertility clinics charged.




We were now one month in, and I gripped the ass cheeks of a high school teacher and pumped my load deep inside her. Another woman I’d conquered and another woman who will bear my children. “How long will it take till I get pregnant?” she asked. She was just like any other, impatient and devastated, but saw the light of hope as my cock had risen in front of her eyes.

“In a matter of hours, you should feel the sickness and your nipples swell,” I said giving them the last flick. They had a caramel color and were equally as sweet. I would miss them, but I comforted myself that there will be a new pair of breasts waiting for me tomorrow morning.

“Wow really?” she asked demurely. She still lay there almost as if she wouldn’t want to leave. I then had to guide her to the shower, where I then made sure to give her another round of pleasure. She stood there bent by the waist, backing her ass against my rising cock again. I honestly didn’t mind. The fact she could have been my teacher in the past turned me on more. It had happened a couple of times when the women were difficult to get rid of. They kept gravitating toward my sword, sometimes stubborn to pull away from it.

After the shower and the second cumshot, I dried her up. She gave me a last kiss, dragged it out and finally said, “Wish me good luck with the pregnancy.”

I smiled ever so sweetly. “It won’t be needed. We guarantee you that you have been bred.”




I got on my clothes and prepared to leave for today. Chanel and Sofia had already gone home. It was just my mom left. I heard her type on the keyboard and I opened up the door and let the slanting sun stream into her room. It was currently July, and the sun was still bristling hot under us. None of us had taken a vacation yet, but it looked as if Jenny needed one. “Are you alright?” I asked her.

“Yeah, just a bit tired from all the work, and you?”

I had a feeling that was just half of the story, but I never liked to probe into her personal life. “Tired as well. That teacher was a bit difficult to get rid of. I took her again in the shower.”

“Sometimes you have to put your foot down,” she said. “You shouldn’t waste your seeds like that.”

“Yeah sorry, just the fact she was a teacher turned me on so I didn’t mind.”

She just smiled at that, lighting some of the fog from her eyes. “Tomorrow it’s the weekend. We should just take a day to relax. Although I have a surprise for you.”

“Please don’t leave it hanging like that,” I told her.

“After dinner, I will tell you,” she said with a smirk. “I won’t blueball you too much.”

“So, it is about a client?” I guessed and wondered what type of hottie waited for me.

“You will see,” she said cryptically and closed her laptop. “So, let’s jump into the car and call it a day. Both of us deserve some rest.”
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I laid my hand on what I thought was the parking brake. As soon as it came to life, rising by my touch, my eyes flickered to my son’s bulge. “Oh God I’m sorry,” I apologized and removed my fingers as if I’d gotten burned on the stove.

He sat there, beet red, not sure how to react. “It’s okay, it was an accident.”

“It happens,” I said but knew of course there will be an awkward air swirling around us. It had been a hell of a week, and this wasn’t the ending I’d hoped for, accidentally grabbing my son’s cock. Although when I was honest with myself, I wasn’t so sure if it was an accident. It felt as if it were my subconscious mind playing tricks on me. It hadn’t been easy guiding all those horny, deprived women into his room, thinking of how he took them one after another. Chanel got to enjoy him twice a day, and even Sofia was there to help.

I had masturbated to him twice, but this tormented me. I’d never felt so deprived in my entire life. I tried to look at this as a job, but it was impossible. He’d become so attractive the past few days. Memories of his father started to haunt me as well. I didn’t know what to do.

When we went inside our home and ate dinner together, I was desperate for a conversation. I could tell my earlier move had made him uncomfortable, but his bulge hadn’t sunk, instead, it rose rapidly when I got it in my hands. “Any thoughts about what to do with your wealth?” I asked him. “The dividends next month are looking quite interesting … five million dollars in profits.”

He smiled at that. I nailed it with that one. “I mean not much,” he said. “When it comes to getting wealthy, it’s all about the women, and that I’ve gotten already.”

“You don’t think about finding a girlfriend?” I asked and touched him lightly with my foot.

“I didn’t have the greatest experience with my first, and I’m afraid they will be too tight for me, and also, I don’t see how my profession will attract a girl for that matter.”

“Trust me, girls come with all shapes and brains, not everyone wants to hold onto their princes for dear life, sometimes having a little cake on the side isn’t the entire world for some.”

“Yeah, but it is nothing I will stress about now,” he said with a chuckle. “My hunger is satisfied regarding that. I have looked into some investment strategies though.”

“Tell me about it,” I said and got my elbows on the table. We’d eaten fresh lamb chops directly from the butcher with fried sweet potatoes. A luxury not many could have afforded but were just peanuts for us.

“I’ve been looking into gold and silver for a start. I won’t put my money in risky stocks, or just keep them in the bank being eaten by inflation.”

“Smart choice. I also like gold and silver, as jewelry though.”

“All women though.”

“No more than what they like children though.”

“The surprise you were talking about,” he hinted and dabbed his lips with a napkin. “It wasn’t anything to do with what you did in the car?”

“Oh no,” I said. “It’s about the next client.”

“Oh, never mind what I just asked. We have eaten dinner now, so can you tell me?”

I tried to suppress my smile. I remembered when walking in on him, I’d seen the name of the pornstar on another tab and I knew she appeared in his history more than the pornstar resembling me. “Ava Addams outbid everyone. She has booked a meeting with you on Monday.”

His jaw hung wide open. “The … pornstar?”

I nodded slowly. “Seems like even after all those thick cocks didn’t do it for her – now it’s your time to shine.”

“No way.”

“I should have waited till Sunday,” I chuckled. “I hope the excitement won’t derail your sleep too much.”

I also heard something knocking from under the table. His snake was on the loose. “She has over a million followers on Twitter … She will make our clinic explode.”

“Explode of hotties with enough wealth and pussies to throw at you.”

He stared skyward, smitten by the fact he will be drowning in milf honey and gold very soon.

“Tomorrow, I’ll be out with my girls, so I hope you will relax, gather your strength and prepare for Monday. Ava Addams sure has stuff planned for you.”

I took his dishes, leaving him some room to tuck his boner against his shorts. I then retreated up to my room to gather my thoughts. I was more than joyful for him, proud as well. He’d succeeded in life and was about to rise past many others. Those that mocked and laughed at him when he dropped out of high school, being so sure he would end up like a bum. It made me smile victoriously, till my thoughts strayed to my own needs. I had kept this for myself, but I’ve also wanted another child. One that I could rear from birth. I was thirty-eight now and knew that my fertility window was shrinking. Just before this clinic, I was thinking of dating again, finding a man to settle with. I knew Tom wouldn’t like it, but I felt as if I didn’t have a choice. Now though, with his revelation, it was another story. He could fulfill my suppressed urges and dreams, although it was just that, dreams. How could I continue calling him my son then? I had practically raised him. I sighed and didn’t know what to do.

I was more than glad that tomorrow I would meet the girls. Hopefully, they had something naughty planned. I didn’t know how much longer I could continue like this, my needs just growing for each day that passed.




I parked next to Chanel’s house. The one she’d bought when preparing for children. I was more than glad that her dreams would finally come true. I even saw that she’d prepared a swing outside along with a sandbox. She opened the door for me and pushed her shades up her forehead. “You look delicious,” she said.

“So do you,” I said. Her hips soon matched my size and her breasts bulged with fresh milk. “Are those D-cups?”

“I had to upgrade them,” she said and waggled her eyebrows. She embraced me and I immediately went searching around her bottom, sinking my fingers into her soft flesh and enjoying what I found.

“It seems like you got some more upgrades down here.”

“Still not as big as yours though,” she said. “I can only imagine the size of those if you were pregnant.”

I could only imagine that as well. I wanted to change the topic. “Is Sofia here?”

“Outside getting tanned while I’m preparing the food for us.”

I stepped into her garden and seeing Sofia’s body blossom made me feel more like I was in the cold, exactly like yesterday. She greeted me with a kiss on the lips and gave me a horny wink with her eyes. I was more than glad it was still life in those two, even after all that time they’d mounted my son. “You look a bit off,” she noticed.

“I’m just tired after all that work,” I lied. “I wasn’t expecting it.”

She still looked at me.

“What?”

“I have a feeling you aren’t telling me everything.”

“I don’t know what you are talking about,” I said.

“Come on,” Sofia said and cocked her head, straight to business like always. “Your best friends get to feast on your stepson’s cock and you are all left in the cold.”

My face flushed. She was sneakier than I thought. “It’s not what you think it is.”

“Come on, why are you denying this?”

“I’m not denying anything,” I told her and completely dismissed her.

“Oh yeah?” she said and her lips slid into a grin. “So, what’s up with that big keyhole to the naughty room?”

“I don’t know what you are talking about.”

“I caught you standing bent at the waist, fingering yourself till you orgasmed, girl, you can’t hide anything from me.”

I blushed. “How do you know it was Tom I masturbated to? I might have found the women attractive as well.”

She was about to laugh, but then Chanel came over with her homemade crepes. “So, what are you talking about?”

“Jenny’s lust that has gone unnoticed for way too long.”

“Not completely unnoticed. We have both noticed that tou have masturbated now and then.” I looked away and should have known I’d taken a risk. Chanel then laid her hand on mine. “Relax, we have something special planned for you later on. We owe you a big one, and we only feel like we have given something to Tom in return.”

I smiled and knew what she was hinting at, but honestly, it would only be him who could fill me up. We dug right in and I was glad we left the topic about my needs and Tom behind us, but right when we’d finished those tasty crepes, Sofia was right back at it. She tugged at my bikini. “Remove this, otherwise we can’t give you the little something you deserve.”

We settled on the grass with the bowls of ice cream next to us. I did as Sofia wished, feeling the first drops trickle from my walls as I knew what was waiting for me. “Now that’s a pair of boobs a young man will die for,” she giggled.

I didn’t say anything. The thrill of having her tongue between my legs was too good. I then saw that Chanel came out as well, tossing her panties behind her back as her hips swayed side to side. She lay her bowl of ice cream next to Sofia’s. “Let’s wait with the panties,” she said and pushed me gently down the grass. “We’ll take care of you today. You deserve to relax after all that hard work.” She pressed her hand at my cleavage, giving both my breasts a squeeze. “Your impressive D-cups are already warm. Do you want to cool down with some ice cream?”

“Do what you have to do,” I said. They poured the balls of ice cream right on my cleavage, letting it melt down in a thick stream, continuing down to my abdomen in several brooks. Sofia was already at the bottom, licking it up before it would reach my panties. “Oh, I love you two.”

Sofia glanced over at Chanel as she poured her melted cream over her tits, waiting a moment before sucking them. “What does this remind you of?” she asked Sofia with a big grin.

“Looks like one of Tom’s powerful loads,” she said and spilled out her giggles.

“Is this what you want?” Chanel asked and scooped up a glob with her tongue.

“Just lick me and keep your mouth shut,” I said, feeling more than teased as their tongues went to work.

They went back and licked up the globs. Then Sofia pulled down my pants, struggling to get past my hips. “A size a young man will die for,” she said and kissed me along the way, her lips briefly touching my clit and down my puffy wings. All the while her two breasts dangled back and forth like two bells. “Ah, that felt good,” I said and shivered as she moved back up and kissed my slit again. They let the stream of cream run past my mound and then trickle right at my pussy, making it look like a fresh creampie.

They then went back in. Sofia was licking the cream from my pussy while Chanel was all over my breasts, grazing them clean. I clenched a tuft of grass in both of my hands as I ascended higher onto this pleasurable moment. “You are wonderful,” I moaned. My honey started to mingle with the ice cream. Sofia eyed the blend, famished and then licked me deeper, not leaving my clit in the cold as her fingers were already there pushing the button right.

My chest heaved, sending my erect nipples right into Chanel’s mouth as she’d already poured another ball of ice cream on my cleavage. “She’s about to orgasm,” Chanel warned Sofia.

“Admit it,” Sofia said. “Admit you want to be fucked by Tom.”

“Please don’t do this to me,” I said and stared down at a foxy naked Sofia. Her chestnut hair glittering in the sun and her lips already pearly white as if she’d just received a facial from Tom … Goddamn my imagination.

“We want the best for you, sweety,” Chanel said and pressed her lips onto mine, tastier than ever before. “We want to bring you closer to your dreams. We want you to feel the same enjoyment we are feeling every day.”

“This orgasm can be yours,” Sofia said and flicked her tongue around my glistening pearl. I shivered in pleasure as a moan escaped from my lips. Her tongue sent the heat radiating from my sensitive part right up to my chest where Chanel was already prepared with her thick lips, taking a big chunk of my boob in her mouth.

“We just want you to admit it.”

I closed my eyes shut. They had me on a leash and I should have guessed they’d prepared for this. “Alright, I want him to fuck me,” I said in a low voice.

Sofia tilted her ear to me. “I couldn’t hear you?”

“I want my stepson to fuck me!” I raised my voice. The confession gladly sent her tongue right to my slit. And just a few touches did the trick, sending me over the edge and making me squirt all over her face, already sticky from ice cream and my fresh syrup.

Chanel already lay next to me as I breathed deeply, purring in pleasure. “I will do anything for you to make it happen. I’m glad you confessed,” she said.

“I just don’t know if he truly wants it,” I said. “Especially now when he is swimming with women.”

Sofia crawled up to my side kissing my left cheek as she held me tighter. “You are special to him. I will even tell you that your name has slipped a few times when we have enjoyed him.”

“You are making that up.”

Chanel also shook her head. “It’s true.”

“We have to wait for the right moment,” I told them. “Don’t forget we have a business to run. On Monday Ava Addams is coming. All his focus should be on her. Her review and recommendation are what will make our business go viral.”

“Ava Addams?” Sofia said with her mouth wide open. “If he handles her then this sure is going to blow off.”

“We’ll need to prepare with more employees,” Chanel said. “More hot females in Tom’s harem.”
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Wow, Ava Addams. It was Sunday evening and for the first in a long time, I was scrolling down naked photos of that woman. Her breasts were enormous, hanging down her flat stomach. Her tanned skin looked more than delicious and then it was her pussy lips opening up like a blooming flower.

I can’t believe it. I’d seen her several times before in action. One of my favorites along with the one looking like my stepmom. I must have spilled more than thousands of loads to that goddess and now I will enjoy her tomorrow.

It was so much to process at once. We had earned so much money, I didn’t have a clue what to do with it. I felt like a king as I planted my potent seeds in women after women. They came in all shapes and sizes, just throwing themselves at me, begging for babies. I gave it to them, harder than ever. I made sure to also follow my mom’s advice, pleasuring them as well. It was that little extra that left us with five-star reviews.

I’d thought I would end up exhausted, but so far, I’d managed quite well. It was like my stamina just kept growing the farther into this adventure I got. I rose from my computer chair and flung open the window. It was dusk. The stars dotting all over the sky along with the silvery full moon rising on the horizon. It reminded me of the full moon waiting for me tomorrow. I stood with my back tall and straight. I could mount her. Now after practicing with at least hundreds of women, I will be able to handle her better and harder than any of the male actors. Her flesh was mine.




The next day I jumped into the car. I was reminded of the awkward moment when she accidentally clutched my cock instead of the parking brake. What was even more awkward was that I stiffened and I’d never felt such an erection in my life. I desperately tried to suppress it but to resist proved futile. Then her eyes flickered as she felt it rise in her grip and she apologized. But I caught something on her face as well. I didn’t know why but I wasn’t a hundred percent sure it was an accident. “Did you rest well this week?” my mom asked me.

“Yeah, this deep sleep is the best I’ve felt in a long time,” I said.

“You’ve started to put more effort into your clothing.”

I was glad she noted it. Before I used to dress like a beggar, just a hoodie and a pair of baggy jeans. Sometimes they were cluttered with yesterday’s dinner, not even bothering to get a clean shirt. Now I’d chosen my cleanest white color and even ironed it along with a matching pair of cargo shorts. “It just feels more refreshing being clean.”

“Women like that too,” she said and she gave me a look of affection.

I thought there was more to that look than what she hinted. “How was the weekend at Chanel’s?”

“Lovely,” she said. I also noticed the brighter look on her face, less tension and stress. “I needed that little vacation more than anything.”

“I can see it too. You look better compared to last week.” It was a sight that didn’t comfort me. I couldn’t tell if it was from overworking or something else.

“No, I’m fine now. It feels good to let it out after holding in something for so long.”

I stiffened at that.

“Are you prepared for today?” she then asked.

“As prepared as I can be,” I said with my posture straight and eyes right on the road. “I will make sure she will let the world know about us.”

“You’ve become a man,” she said proudly. “Mounting a woman with quite some experience. If you will make her moan, not that fake acting moan, then I wouldn’t be surprised if we’ll be billionaires at the end of the year.”

Money was the last thing on my mind when I will be provided with an unlimited number of pussies to take care of.

We got out of the car, before heading into our clinic, my mom gave me a kiss on my forehead. “Good luck.”

“Thanks,” I said as we separated into different rooms. Chanel was already lying on the bed, masturbating and preparing to milk another load out of me.

“A little warm-up,” she said with a smile. I mounted her and started my shift as I pounded her till she moaned. I excreted my load first into her slit and then shot the remainder into the bucket.

It got my heart pumping and warmed up for what awaited me. “She’ll be here in an hour,” Chanel said. “Wind down a bit and give her the fucking of her life.”

It felt more than an hour, but finally, she arrived and was guided into the pregnancy room. She stepped in wearing one of our bathroom robes. I was already naked. The anticipation had already made me more than erect. I extended my hand to her. “Tom,” I presented myself.

“Ava,” she said. To my surprise, I heard hints of sadness, not something I imagined after binging on her videos the past years.

“I know who you are,” I told her with firm eye contact. “I’ve watched all your videos.”

I stroked her ego and it did the trick. “What a charm,” she commented.

Her triple D-cup was just as legendary as I’d seen on screen. Gravity pulled her toward my arms and I got my hands under her breasts, stroking her ego some more as I gave them all my attention. “You look a bit different though. Is something bothering you?”

“Yeah,” she said and obviously enjoyed getting touched by a young man. “The past five years I’ve been dying to get pregnant. I even lied about being on the pill on set, letting all the men spurt inside me but none of them did the trick.”

“Don’t worry,” I told her with a grin as I pushed the robe off her shoulders. “Just one blast will do it here.”

She then went down and clasped the root of my cock. Her experienced soft hands slid up and down. “I don’t doubt you, especially with the size of yours. Neither with these hard testicles … I’ve never felt anything like this.”

“Trust me,” I said and still fondled her enormous boobs, a dream come true. “I’ve never felt anything like this either.”

She leaned in close for a kiss. Her soft lips pressed onto mine, wrinkling and crack-free despite the age of forty-one. She was still a legendary goddess and her tongue intertwined with mine as no other woman had done before me. “I know young men tend to finish quicker,” she said in a husky voice, her eyes aimed straight at mine. “I just want a taste of this thing.” She slid her fingers closer up toward the head. “You won’t cum too early, I hope.”

“Get down there,” I said. “You will be surprised how much I can handle.”

She grinned and descended onto her knees. Her eyes trailed up and down the erection that towered over her. She pulled down the foreskin and started sucking the head. She sucked so hard that her cheeks hollowed out, absorbing the flavors with the help of her tongue. She came off with a loud pop, startling me. She spat in her hands and smeared her delicious saliva all over them. “You’re so fucking big.”

“Big enough for you?” I teased her.

She chuckled. “Watch.” She opened her mouth and slowly descended onto my cock, inch after inch disappeared inside her. Suddenly I was past her mouth buried deep into her throat. My eyes widened as she bottomed out, taking every inch of my cock till her sweet lips touched my root.

“Fucking Christ,” I cursed. She gagged but then looked up to me in the most intimate eye contact. She rested there for a moment, letting her throat muscles massage the head. She then pulled out leaving a pearly trail of her sticky saliva all over it. “God Damn, I didn’t even think that would be possible.”

She rolled her eyes and then went in again, past her mouth and deep into her throat, her muscles clenched me even harder, holding my cock clammed inside her. She pulled out and kept eye contact all the way. “Let’s get to the dirtier stuff, shall we?” she said and kept jerking my cock. “But you have to give me a lick first. I need some foreplay.”

We hopped onto the bed and she was ready, spreading her thick legs to me, flashing her beautiful flower with plenty of hair on the mound. I got to work, sticking my tongue inside her walls and rubbing my face all over her wings. I went crazy for this beautiful rose I had in front of me, inhaling all her sweet scents and tasting and kissing every fold of her pussy.

She started moaning and pushing her pussy against my face. It had leaked enough by now, ready for my magical rod to be stuffed inside her. “I underestimated you,” she said with a grin, her chest heaving. “You lick like a man with years of experience.”

“It’s been a busy month since we opened this clinic,” I told her. “Plenty of women every day that want their fill and treatment … on all fours.”

She gladly got on her hands and knees, backing her full moon toward my erection. I stuffed my cock inside her flower and pushed it all the way in, bottoming out without hitting any walls. “Wow,” I said and had never reached this far into a woman before.

“You deserve a woman of experience after all that hard work,” she moaned, her voice getting huskier.

“Tight at the same time,” I marveled as her walls seized my cock, rubbing in and out of her.

“There is a tighter hole there above,” she said, twisting her back and still giving me attention with her dark brown eyes, two gems from the Mediterranean Sea.

I opened up her ass cheeks and saw a familiar butthole. I probed my finger in there and to my surprise, even after all those cocks that had taken a visit in there, it was still tight. “You sure?”

She gave me a look. “Don’t make me push your cock in there myself. Just let me spit on it first.”

It was already soaked from her flowery nectar. She spat at it again, making my cock dripping with lube. I spat in my own hands and then fingered her rim, bleached and clean. I then pushed my head in, widening her dark cave. I reached uncharted territory and kept digging deeper. “How far?” I gasped. The intense pleasure got through me as I’d never felt anything like this.

She shot me another look. “As far as you wish.”

I buried my cock till my torso squeezed into her butt cheeks. “Fuck,” I whispered in awe, her entire rectum strangling my cock. I pulled out and started pumping her harder and faster. The sensation got stronger. Her great boobs hung down to the bed sheet, like two wrecking balls, dangling and slapping all over her. My fingers dug into her cheeks, sinking deeper and deeper. I had to pull out and stuff my cock in her slit instead. I was seconds away from coming. I then pounded her there, not even minding that I just had my cock buried deep into her ass and now enjoying her slit. Her moans rose louder, not something I’d heard before. They sounded more authentic, especially now as she held onto the bed sheet, on the verge of ripping it in two as my menacing weapon kept pleasuring her. “Ah fuck,” she groaned. My thighs slapping onto her full moon filled this room along with both of our moans. I gathered a fistful of her dark hair and held onto it like a rein. She even pushed her back further against my ass, making her cheeks jiggle. I grunted as I pulled her hair back, gushing out my potent seeds all over her womb. I fell to the side with my back against the bed, my eyes rolling back for a second, but then I woke up shortly after with her delicious lips surrounding the head of my cock. While she cleaned me up with her mouth, I saw the creampie. Another sweet sight of the river of my cum streaming out of her. “What a load,” she said and licked her lips. Right before I had tumbled aside, I had sprayed a couple more cables all over her body. Her tanned body was now spilled with my seeds. She smiled, more than content with the job done. “If things don’t work out here,” she said. “I got connections that will bring you in without hesitation.”

“Thank you,” I said while admiring my glistening cum coating her magical breasts. “But our therapy works better than anyone else’s, and you will get pregnant.”

She smiled to the point she was about to cry. “It’s just been so many years. I try not to be overly optimistic. It’s hard when you keep getting your hopes crushed.”

“I understand. It’s something I’ve heard almost every day the past month,” I said. “But we haven’t had one single woman who didn’t leave this room without a baby in their womb. So, I’m more than certain you have become a mother now.”

She was more intelligent than what I took her for. She didn’t seem to want to claim a victory in advance. “I hope you are right. But this will be a day I will still not forget. You fuck better than any other man I’ve worked with, and not only that, it’s a bonus when you are younger.”




Right after she’d taken a shower, she came back to me, embracing me and giving my cock a stroke. “I just want to remember your cock before leaving and your young lips.” She kissed me right on the lips, smelling all kinds of dirty activities.

“After your pregnancy,” I told her and also said a final goodbye to her pair of legendary triple d-cup breasts, “you are more than welcome to have sex with me.”

“Wish me good luck with my pregnancy,” she said, more hopeful than when she got here.

I shook my head. “I will wish you good luck in your new life as a mom.”

She had to kiss me again. “You are the best.”




The next day was the day we’d all been waiting for. Ava Addams was pregnant. She talked about us on one of her YouTube channels with more than three hundred thousand subscribers. She also tweeted about us and left a review on google.

My mom embraced me, warmer than ever before. “You make me so proud. I knew you would be able to handle her.”

I felt unstoppable and so confident. I had the feeling I could conquer and mount anyone. “There is nothing that stands in our way now,” I told her.

“My hero,” she said and nuzzled her face against my chest.




It was enough to say we got so many phone calls and emails that the line got clogged.

My mom was quickly on it, and we’d suddenly grown to eight employees. We’d raised the prices of the containers, selling a single dose of pregnancy at five thousand bucks. And direct deposits for more than a hundred thousand dollars. It still wasn’t a shortage, what my mom had predicted turned out to be true. The wealthy women were the ones that had delayed pregnancy and struggled, so even with the price increases the stream never dried up.

As I lay there in the bed, I couldn’t help but think this was all too good to be true. I didn’t know why but at this moment, I had an ominous feeling that this joy might come to an end or that some powerful force out there wasn’t pleased that we stole clients away from them.

My mom opened the door. “The Russian tennis player, Maria Sharapova is here.”

Well, that pushed away all that darkness, as I prepared for another rare beauty to pregnant.




To be continued.
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