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Chapter 1

With my pointy finger, I tapped my chin and looked down at the iPad in front of me. A lock of blonde hair lay curled right next to it. Wearing a top with no bra beneath, Sofi lay right next to me, so her boobs fell, making me see both her nipples. She propped her chin up with her hand while tapping her cheek.

“Got something?” she asked while flicking her sparkling, blue eyes to me.

Our eyes met, making me smile for a brief second. I always felt uplifted whenever I saw her gorgeous face. Even after working together for a little longer than a year, she still ditched the makeup most of the time. She preferred being natural. She had all the right assets to begin with, but some girls became greedy and wanted to be prettier.

She playfully knocked on my forehead. “Hello, are you there?” she said, spilling out her giggles.

“I am,” I said and turned my attention back to the iPad. “Nothing yet.”

We lay on the grass in our mansion in Beverly Hills. We were supposed to be brainstorming, but we hit a roadblock. Lana was inside editing some videos. Ariella was preparing the pizza dough for dinner, and the girls, Ida and Sara, were in a riding school and would soon be back for dinner. I looked toward the skyline and drank in the breathtaking view of LA. The skyscrapers rose to the cloudless sky and glimmered as the sun shined upon them. It felt equally as empowering to remind myself how we’d started from the bottom and now we were here.

Sofi lowered her eyes back to the iPad and tapped the screen. “I’m having pornstar’s block,” she said.

She cleverly chose her words. “There are ideas out there,” I said and encouraged her to keep thinking.

“It feels like we’ve done everything by now,” she said, curling her feet and rubbing them against my back. I was only wearing shorts for now. It was too warm for anything else. It was June and eighty-five degrees at the moment. Sofi always sunbathed topless, so I couldn’t see any tan lines on her delicious flesh. Her hair glowed in the sun, dazzling my eyes. She was mesmerizingly pretty.

“There are always ideas,” I said.

“It’s nice lying next to you,” she said, flashing me a smile.

“Yeah?”

“It makes me reminisce over the time when it was just you and me,” she said.

“Those were the days,” I said and thought back to it as well. It triggered nostalgia, and bittersweet emotions washed me over. Scenes of us flashed by like a romantic film. I saw it when we filmed our first scene. I thought of the joy after we received our first paycheck, and how I flipped the bird to my former boss. It had been an exciting, adventurous journey. Even if my life hadn’t gone so well before meeting her, it was all worth it when it led up to this. “We’ve come a long way.”

“We’re at the top,” she corrected me matter-of-factly.

I nodded but disagreed internally. We could certainly climb higher.

Ariella sat down next to me on her knees. She was wearing a skirt and a top, and she wore her auburn hair loose, making it cascade down her back in thick curls. She smelled as sweet as a dough, and it made me think of her glorious ass that I wanted to knead as well. “So, I decided to take a timeout,” she said, wiping her brow.

“I wished we could’ve been as productive as you,” I said.

“You haven’t come up with anything?” Ariella asked.

We both shook our heads.

“There’s nothing wrong with doing something vanilla,” Ariella said. “Like today, I’ll just make some pizzas, nothing extravagant or fancy.”

“I guess you have a point,” I said.

“Maybe if I give you a massage, it’ll loosen you up,” Ariella suggested, patting my back.

“Aren’t you tired after kneading the dough?” I asked her.

She proudly shook her head. “Nope, I’m all fired up, and my hands are still warm. Good luck resisting them.”

“Do your thing,” I said. I just loved it whenever she would touch me intimately. A massage, blowjob or sex felt equally as well.

She returned with her massage basket. Then she straddled my ass, and I felt her warm, soft flesh pressed against mine. She popped open the bottle of oil and filled her hands. Humming a sweet melody, she started sensually rubbing her hands across my back, making me purr and relax.

“A bit softer,” I told her. “Or else you’ll make me fall asleep.” I could barely even concentrate as she rubbed my back in all the right places.

“Maybe we can just re-do some scenes we did earlier,” Ariella suggested.

I nodded in agreement. Sofi tapped around on the iPad. “Lemme check the older notes. Maybe we will find something interesting.” She tapped the heading with the Lamborghini sex. I would never forget that one. It was a daring move that had almost ended in jail time.

“We were bold that day,” Sofi said.

“If it hadn’t been for the bisexual cops we would have been screwed,” I said.

My eyes suddenly widened, and I exchanged glances with Sofi. She was thinking the same. “Wait a minute,” she said. “Did you ever hit ‘em up?”

“No.”

“But why?”

“Uh,” I said and pondered over it. “I’ve just forgotten it. We’ve had a million things to do, after all.”

“It’s coming!” Sofi exclaimed eagerly. She tapped at our notes and started writing. “Lamborghini sex part two … featuring the naughty cops.” She clapped her hands proudly. “Now we’re onto something!”

I blinked at her idea. I wasn’t as eager as her since I felt hints of uncertainty. “What do you mean exactly?”

“Listen,” Sofi said, turning sideways and propping her head up with her left hand. Since her top was white as milk, I could see through it. “We film another clip, quote-unquote, the naughty cops show up and they’ll only let us off the hook if you fuck ‘em.”

I arched an eyebrow. “When they left me their phone numbers, they talked about going on a date, not starring in our films.”

“They want some fun in their lives too,” Sofi insisted. She slipped her hand under me and lightly tapped my bulge with her finger. “Your cock approves it.”

“It doesn’t hurt to call and ask,” Ariella said, continuing the soft massage.

“You’re right,” I said. “But I find it highly unlikely they’ll agree.”

“You don’t want them to stroke your baton?” Sofi asked with a grin. “Perhaps punishing them?”

“Or firing your gun,” Ariella chimed in, making all of us laugh.

“But it’s their call,” I said. “I’ll reach out to them and see what’s up. But they’re basically putting their professions on a line.”

“So, officers can’t have sex, is that what you’re telling me?” Sofi asked playfully.

“No wonder they’re so moody,” Ariella said, wrinkling her nose.

“Not on duty,” I said, but I wasn’t sure whether it was true or not. “I’ll give them a call after dinner either way.”

“If they’re not down,” Sofi said. “I think we should do part two anyway.”

“Sure, at least we have an idea for now,” I said and relaxed as Ariella continued her massage, leaning down to press her lips against my neck.

* * *

We were all seated at the dining table. Ida and Sara had just gotten home and told us about their days. They smelled like hay and horses and couldn’t stop cracking jokes about riding me again. Lana went over the videos she’d edited, and we watched them while indulging in Ariella’s pineapple pizza.

I nudged Ida with my elbow. Lana played the recent scene where Ida played the piano nude. I then asked her for ways to pay for her talent. She pointed at my cock and said that could work. I tore her clothes off and fucked her right on top with her ass grounded on the keys while her cheeks kept playing a gorgeous melody along with her moans.

“That one is my favorite clip yet,” Ida said proudly.

“I loved it too,” I said.

“Do you have any ideas for tomorrow?” Ida asked.

“We’ll see,” I said. “We met two cops a long time ago who gave me their phone numbers, so I’ll see if they’re down or not.”

Lana was about to raise a slice of pizza to her lips but froze. “Cops … or cops, quote, unquote.”

“No,” I said, chuckling. “You might find this hard to believe, but when we filmed our Lamborghini scene, we were actually stopped by two cops who let us off the hook. And in addition to that, they gave me their numbers.”

“I’ve heard of teachers hooking up with their students but not cops with their suspects,” Sara said, taking another bite of her pizza.

“It happens,” Lana said. “We all have our needs after all and not many of us have the willpower to resist something forbidden.”

“Well said,” I agreed with her. The scenes stopped playing, and I gave Lana a thumbs up. “Perfectly edited.”

“Thank you. I bought a new camera as well. I can show it to you after dinner.”

“Sweet,” I said. We were constantly upgrading our equipment. Money wasn’t a problem, and we weren’t living cheaply. Everything had to be up to date, the camera, our website, our equipment and all the sexual positions. We hadn’t reached this spot by being afraid to go for it all.

I devoured another slice of pizza and then I was full. Ariella nudged me with her elbow. “Did you like it?” she asked adorably.

“It was divine as usual,” I said. She’d made a Hawaiian pizza with just the right amount of cheese, ham and pineapples.

“You’re welcome,” she said, honored.

After dinner, Lana showed the girls how the camera worked. I rarely filmed since I always starred in the film. I found the cops’ number. I read the names again and remembered the scene so well. When I first read their name tags, I asked myself whether it had been a joke or not. “Julia Lust and Cathy Heaven,” I read out loud and they sounded as porny as the first time I’d read them. “Alright, here goes.” I dialed the number and leaned back on the couch.

“Hello, you are speaking with Julia?” Miss Lust picked up the phone and my internal temperature spiked upon hearing her voice again. It was as hot and husky as I remembered it to be as if sex and lust were in her blood.

“Hello,” I said and introduced myself. “Many months ago, you busted me and my girls while we were filming some clips—”

She gasped. “Oh my God! I remember you. Jack Honeyseeker?”

“Ugh, yeah, that’s my porn name.”

“Kathy!” she exclaimed eagerly. “It’s Jack!”

How the hell did she know my porn name? Unless they were also subscribers … “I’m on speaker,” Julia said.

“Jack! I can’t believe you called back,” Kathy said. “Ever since we parted, we’ve been subscribed to you. We love your films!”

Now it made sense. “Alright,” I said. “Are you on duty now, or do you have time to chat?”

“We got nothing but time,” Julia said. It sounded like Kathy was up to something in the background, although I couldn’t tell what. It sounded as if she unzipped something and started delivering kisses on someone’s flesh.

“Me and my girls wanted to film a Lamborghini scene again,” I said. I was about to finish my sentence, but I then heard how Julia released moan after moan. She tried to stifle it, but it was highly unsuccessful.

“Do you want us as lookouts?” Julia asked. I heard how she put the phone away, and she said in a muffled voice, “A bit more on the clit.”

I arched an eyebrow, and I believed I heard how one licked another. These cops were naughtier than I thought. “Sort of,” I said. “We’re writing a script, and we basically wanted to film a scene where you come and bust us.”

“Oh,” Julia said, and I wasn’t sure whether she replied to her girlfriend giving her oral sex or to my idea. “That would be interesting … Push your finger in a bit deeper. How will we bust you?”

“You catch us pink-handed and drag my girl into the car, and you’ll only release us if you have your way with me.”

Julia giggled. “Now you’re on to something. What do you say, Kathy? She smacks her lips in approval. We haven’t sucked a cock in a while so you can count on us.”

“Are you on duty tomorrow?”

She released a passionate moan, and her breathing deepened as if she were climaxing. “We have a day off. That’s the spot.”

I scratched my neck. It was hard to follow her. Were they so man-famished that they had to masturbate while talking to me? I knew of guys hitting up escorts with video confirmations only to masturbate to them live, but I didn’t know girls did the same. “Alright, can you at least bring your uniforms?”

“Of course,” Julia said. “You can count on us.” She ended with a loud giggle, sounding as if she were about to reach the peak.

“What time?” I asked them.

“Call us before Noon,” Julia said.

“That works for us too,” I said.

“Don’t hang up yet,” Julia said desperately.

I froze with my phone against my ear. Julia suddenly gasped as she climaxed. “Oh, that felt so good.” My cock thickened considerably. It was impossible to not grow hard listening to another woman climaxing.

“So before Noon, I’ll ping you, alright?” I questioned.

“Hmm, Yeah, I can’t wait for tomorrow,” Julia said. “Kathy kisses you.”

“Kiss her back,” I said and hung up. Right when I put my phone down, Sofi tapped my shoulder. Standing in her nightgown, she pointed the camera at me.

“This thing is a beast,” she said and put it on the cushion. She plopped down next to me. The purple nightgown was transparent, and I could fully see her nipples poking against the garment.

She was right. The camera was a beast and must have cost a fortune. “Are you strong enough to handle it?” I asked.

“You bet,” she said and placed her hand on my bulge. “I’ve handled your equipment for more than a year now, and it’s way bigger.” She stiffened. “Why are you so hard?”

“The cops are naughtier than what I remembered them to be. They masturbated while I spoke to them.”

“They did what?” she asked and burst out giggling.

“You heard me,” I said, laughing.

“Well okay, are they game or?”

“They have a day off tomorrow, so they will come dressed up as cops.”

“Would have been funnier if they actually were on duty.”

“I would feel bad if we jeopardized their work,” I said.

She stroked my bulge with her fingers, thickening me. “I’m pretty sure you can offer them a more lucrative job.”

I turned to her, and her pink, bow-shaped lips begged to be kissed. Cupping her neck, I closed the gap between us and planted my lips on hers. “I think so too.”


Chapter 2

After a slow start the next morning, we were now all set to go.

“How’s the camera?” I asked Sofi.

She sat next to me in the Lamborghini, fiddling with the screen. “It’s frickin’ awesome. It’s light years better.”

“In what way?” I asked, waiting for the gates to open. We’d just eaten breakfast and were on our way to meet the naughty cops. Ariella was behind us, driving a pink Ferrari that we’d recently bought.

“You can literally see the pores of the skin,” she said, trying to film her own hand.

“We could do that too with our other camera,” I pointed out.

“Yeah, but this one does it so much better,” she said.

We drove out, speeding down the roads of Beverly Hills and made our way to our destination. I looked forward to this. I didn’t think I would ever penetrate two cops, let alone catch it all on film.

“We should have called them a long time ago,” Sofi said, putting the camera aside and rubbing her hands.

“Our plates have been full lately.” We came to a red light, and I leaned back in my seat.

“Hmm, I know,” she said.

I heard a light moan. I turned to Sofi and caught her with her hand in her honey jar, drawing circles with her finger. She was only wearing torn mini jeans and her traditional crop top that exposed her flat tummy. “Starting before me?” I asked her.

Her cheeks pinked. “I’m warming up for you,” she said.

“I’m pretty sure the pedestrians can see you,” I said. It wasn’t only that they could see her, but this car turned more heads than a supermodel.

“They’ll see us online anyway,” she said with a carefree shrug. It was tempting, and in the end, I couldn’t resist. I reached under her mini jeans. She took my hand and guided it closer to her heat. “There we go.”

My fingers became wet within seconds. It was like touching a warm, soaked sponge. I slipped my fingers in, grinning wider for every inch of my finger that disappeared inside her. She then reached into my shorts, grabbed my thickening cock and stroked it with her honey-covered hand. The windows were only slightly tinted, but it wasn’t difficult to see what we were up to. She had a point though. They would still see us online.

A driver behind us honked like a madman, and reluctantly, I had to pull out of Sofi’s honey pot. She wrinkled her nose and looked in the rearview mirror. “Loser,” she said under her breath.

I never felt any reason to be mad. I loved the life I was living and would continue to do so.

We’d decided to meet the cops where we got busted last time. Ariella was cruising right behind us. I peered ahead and noticed a police car was pulled over. “What’s going on?” I asked myself.

“It’s the cops,” Sofi said, shrugging like always.

“Yeah … but we were supposed to meet them off duty,” I said.

“They can’t borrow the patrol car?” Sofi questioned.

I admired her for just living and never questioning anything, but it had its flaws. “Hardly,” I said and parked the car as well. Right when I killed the engine, Julia Lust stepped out of the driver’s seat. She was dressed in her tight police uniform; the top buttons were undone and revealed a massive amount of cleavage. Her pants were as tight as a second skin, and she wore her sexy black boots. She wore her shades and waited for her lover and colleague to step out of the vehicle. Kathy Heaven was just as stunning. Another gorgeous blonde with a matching outfit. I wanted to ravage them both.

I was confused since I was certain they told me they had a day off. “Let’s meet our cast,” Sofi said and waggled her eyebrows. We opened the doors and hopped outside. Their radios and all their equipment were attached to their uniforms.

“How’s it going, Jack?” Julia greeted me. She pushed down her shades to the tip of her nose and revealed her sparkling, blue eyes.

“Pretty good,” I said and scratched my neck. “I thought you said you had a day off?”

Julia exchanged glances with Kathy while chewing gum. “You heard me wrong,” Julia said, blowing a bubble. “I said, I got off. Not that I have a day off. Kathy licks like a queen.”

“Oh,” I said, and my cock twitched in approval. “I guess that makes sense now.”

“But we would more than love to do this,” Kathy said. “Our shifts have been boring lately.”

“Alright,” I said. We waited for Ariella to show up. She shyly walked toward us, greeting both Kathy and Julia. I rubbed my hands together. “Alright, this is the plan. We film like we did last time. You catch us, and you take Sofi away. I beg you to forgive her, and you’ll only let her go if you have your way with me.”

Julia exchanged seductive glances with Kathy. “We’re in,” Julia said with a grin. “But there are two of us … and we want a cum shot each. That will be the price for the bribe.”

“You know how to negotiate,” I said. “I’ll be able to get it up, so don’t worry about that. And some extra footy won’t hurt.”

“I don’t doubt a young gun like you,” Julia said.

“And we also want a free pass with you later,” Kathy said. “Not film related, just love-making.”

It was barely anything, so of course, I agreed to their demands. “We already spoke about it on the phone,” I said and confirmed again that I was into it. “We’re more than willing to do this.” I wiped my brow as it started getting hot. The sun steadily climbed in the sky, casting its golden glow over the land. There were rolling hills and rugged mountain ranges in the distance. There were several citrus orchards next to the road, perfuming the air with the scent of oranges and lemons. It was as peaceful as it could be and hopefully provided us with privacy when the clothes would come off, including their uniforms.

“We’ll drive away from here, and we’ll let you know when you can start too so we meet at this spot,” Julia said. “It’s a bit more discreet.”

“Alright,” I said, giving them a thumbs up. They whirled around, their loose blonde hair fluttering. They strode toward the car, and I watched their firm, fit asses sway as they hopped back inside their cars. They let their arms hang out the window as they drove away. “Christ, they’re hot.”

“Tell me about it,” Sofi said and tugged at the collar of my shirt. “It’s time to undress.”

I took off my shirt and dumped it in the front trunk. We kept an eye open in case any cars were nearby, but so far, the coast was clear. Sofi grinned from ear to ear. We went behind the car and started undressing. Before pulling the top over her head, Sofi looked around in case anyone was perving at her, but so far it was only me.

“The coast is clear,” I told her.

“It’s always so thrilling to be nude in public,” Sofi said and had a giggle fit. She pulled the top over her head and unhooked her bra equally as quickly. She slid her skirt down and then her panties, revealing her gorgeous body and pink, crispy symmetric slit. The sun rose, kissing her creamy skin, but my eyes landed on her boobs. They were perky but full at the bottom, topped with strawberry pink nipples. She also had impressive cleavage for such a young age.

“They look like a work of art.”

She crossed her arms. “What about your assets? Hello, I’m waiting.”

Not wanting her to wait, I pulled down my shorts, freeing my erection which snapped up and struck my waist. It bobbed up and down before it pointed straight north. I went behind her, pushing my erection between my waist and her back. I gave her a hug from behind, squeezing her breasts with my left hand and cupping her pussy with my right.

“Hmm, already wet,” I noted.

“I’m perpetually wet the same way you’re perpetually hard,” she said and took my hand, helping me rub her wet slit.

“Like two perfectly fitting puzzle pieces,” I noted and sighed in relief as I touched her most intimate parts.

She whirled around, rubbing her pussy on my leg and locking her arms around my neck. “Ariella is wet too, and so are the naughty cops.”

“They’re going to catch us being naughty too.”

“And give us the punishment we deserve,” Sofi said with a grin. “Let’s get back to business.”

Sofi let go of me, and I opened the door. I sat down with my cock pointing up like a spear. Sofi then plopped down right on my lap, swiveling her hips a little and tossing her dazzling, bright hair over her shoulders. “Why is your cock pressed against my back?” she asked.

“Hold on,” I said. Grabbing her waist, I lifted her till her wet slit hovered right above my peak.

She shrieked. “Gosh, you’re strong!”

“A minute,” I said and moved her back and forth, so I rubbed my erection over her folds till I found the opening. I slid right inside her and let gravity take care of the rest. “Better?”

“Ah,” she let out a moan and sank onto my cock till she ground her hips. Squeezing her breasts, she said, “Way better.”

“Ariella, is the camera rolling?”

“Uh-huh,” she said. “I mounted it on the windshield.”

It provided a perfect view of my girth and Sofi’s nude body. “Drive in the other direction, and let’s make a turn when they call.”

Ariella started the car and grabbed the steering wheel. She drove slowly at first, tapping the gas pedal. “Am I driving okay?” Ariella asked.

“It’s good enough for porn,” I said as Sofi’s vagina squeezed my erection.

Sofi placed her hands on the window and lifted her ass, only to sink back down again and stroke my erection with her slick heat.

We cruised down the road. Sofi started bouncing off my lap. I held onto her waist and occasionally explored her flesh with my free hands. I cupped her ass, lifting it slightly, so I could see her pussy lips stretching around my manhood. I twitched inside her, and her juices pooled around the base. I leaned back in the luxurious seat, grateful to live a life like this.

“Uh, you guys,” Ariella warned us. “A car is coming.”

Sofi just moaned and was too busy enjoying my cock to even bother. “It’s alright,” I said. “The cops got our backs.”

We passed the first car, and they must have seen Sofi’s head poking up and down through the open sunroof. I didn’t mind as she just laughed while pleasuring me at the same time. “That’s a good girl, Bambi,” I said as she bounced quicker and quicker till her tits jiggled.

“Right there,” she said with clear hints of pleasure in her voice. Grabbing my knees, she ground her hips, swallowing my entire girth and swiveled her massive hips right on top of me. I just wanted to fuck her and empty myself inside her as quickly as possible. Her butt cheeks warmed me as they were ground against my legs.

“Yo, they’re calling,” Ariella said.

“It’s okay,” Sofi said with a naughty grin as her wonderful ass continued to warm me. “Answer and see what’s up.”

Ariella answered and put Julia on speaker. “Hello.”

“Hi guys, is it inside her?” Julia asked.

Ariella glanced at us. “All the way to the hilt.”

They chuckled. “It’s time for us to get some too,” they said. “We’ll make a turn and meet you guys there, alright?”

“Alright,” Ariella said. “Okay, so do I film while they punish you but not me?”

I squeezed both of Sofi’s breasts. “Yeah … the cameraman always survives. You know the deal.”

“Camera girl,” Ariella corrected me.

“Sorry,” I told her. “It’s just that Sofi’s pussy feels so good.”

Sofi giggled as she continued to ride me. “I have to fuck you extra hard. I want my fill while they handcuff me.”

I kissed up to her neck and slid my hands down her waist. “Oh, I love you Sofi.”

We drove ahead and continued to film our scene.

“You guys, five-o,” Ariella said. It sounded realer the first time, but it wasn’t like our audience cared whether we were good actors or not.

I looked over Sofi’s shoulders. I swore I could even see the cops’ grins from here. I tried to act as well. “Just drive as steadily as possible,” I told Ariella and kept my head cool. “Sofi, duck.”

“A bit difficult with your huge cock inside me,” she said, laughing. Sofi tried to duck, but there was barely any room for us. They drove by. I looked in the rearview mirror, and the car made a U-turn and started flashing. “Fuck,” I said.

“What do I do?” Ariella looked at me while biting her nails.

“Just pull over,” I told her. “They must have seen us.”

“Will they punish us?” Sofi asked, trying to act as well.

“We’ll see,” I said.

Ariella pulled over to the side, and I couldn’t wait for the action to start, even if Sofi sat right on top of me with my equipment stuffed inside her.

“I can’t believe we got caught,” Sofi said, giggling.

“Is this funny to you?” I questioned, squeezing her tits.

“Just thrilling,” she said. “I just hope we aren’t dealing with some naughty cops.”

“Let’s pray,” I said, trying my hardest not to grin. I was dying to see them again. I watched the mirror while the two tall blonde women stepped out of the car. Their well-endowed racks strained against their uniforms. Chewing gum, they both wore shades and had fit and tight bodies. My cock twitched, and I couldn’t wait to take them both.

“Are you hardening inside me?” Sofi asked.

“Just wait till you see the cops,” I told her. I winked at Ariella, who then took the camera from the windshield and started filming the upcoming porn scene.

Julia and Kathy strode to me, exchanging glances. They pushed down their shades to the tip of their noses and had a closer look in case they were dreaming. They exchanged grins. “What are you three up to?” Julia Lust asked and nudged her colleague with her elbow and pointed with her baton at my equipment.

“Driving without a seatbelt, huh?” Kathy said and waggled her eyebrows.

“I think the seat belt is inside her if you know what I’m saying,” Julia Lust said, making them both giggle.

“Sorry about that,” I said.

“Step out of the vehicle,” Julia said, crooking her finger. “The girl first … We need to see what we’ll be dealing with.”

“Okay, officer,” Sofi said meekly. She struggled to unsheathe my thick length. On the next upward stroke, she slipped my erection out from her pink hole which landed with a smack against my waist. The cops helped her out of the car, and they inspected her breasts and other assets.

“Not bad,” Kathy said, parting Sofi’s butt cheeks. “You aren’t hiding any drugs, are you?”

“You can check if you want,” Sofi said, her cheeks pinkening.

“Bend over,” Julia said sternly.

Sofi placed her hands on the car and flashed her gorgeous ass at the cops. They spread Sofi’s legs and dropped to their knees. “You sure you haven’t hidden anything in here?” Kathy asked, running her finger from Sofi’s right butt cheek to her slit.

“There’s nothing there,” Sofi said as her nectar dribbled down from her hole.

“Let’s have a look,” Julia said and buried her face between Sofi’s cheeks. Sofi gasped as Julia started eating out of her, slobbering all over Sofi’s box. Julia came off with a smack. “I couldn’t find anything.”

“Let me check,” Kathy said. She parted Sofi’s butt cheeks and buried her face inside. She started eating from Sofi as well, lapping her youthful folds. “She’s clean.”

The officers rose to their feet. “You were being a dirty girl having sex in a car,” Julia said, crossing her arms across her chest while chewing gum. “Even if we couldn’t find any drugs, you’re still in trouble.”

“I’m sorry,” Sofi said, lowering her head.

“That’s against the law,” Kathy said, giving her a stern look.

“It’s not a felony, right?” Sofi asked.

“Oh, it’s a pretty big felony,” Julia said and pointed at my erection. “So big you’ll find it hard to get out of this one.”

“Put your hands behind your back,” Kathy said. “We’ll have to interrogate your man too.”

Sofi turned around, and I heard the click of handcuffs. They took Sofi into the police car, and the naughty cops came striding back to me. Standing next to each other, they watched my throbbing, wet cock. “Mind explaining your behavior?” Julia asked. She found it difficult to make eye contact, her eyes kept trailing to my tempting erection.

“I’m sorry, officer,” I said. “We were just … Uhm.”

“Reckless driving, no seatbelt, lewd acts in public and endangering your girl … You’re not going to get out of this one easily,” Kathy said.

Julia pulled out her baton, stroking the tip. “Kathy, should we take him to jail?”

“Maybe we should … But maybe there’s another way he can get out of this mess.”

“Oh, please, I can do whatever you want,” I said.

Julia lifted the baton to her lips and swirled her tongue around it. She then pushed the tip right under my balls and gave them a lift, her saliva making the baton warm and sticky. “Whatever we want?” Julia exchanged grins with Kathy.

“Yeah … I don’t want to go to jail,” I said.

“Is his bribe big enough?” Julia asked Kathy.

“Maybe we should inspect it first,” Kathy said, crooking her finger. “Step out of the vehicle.”

I hopped out of the car. They’d parked their police car in front of the road, so we had some privacy. I was a couple of inches taller than them, and my erection towered to new heights. Sofi’s honey reflected the sunlight, making my cock gleam.

They gravitated toward my joystick. Julia wrapped her hand around the top of my shaft and Kathy took the middle. They stroked my equipment in sync as if they were twins, their grins widening. It felt incredibly taboo and risky filming this with them, but I let go for a moment and let the cops do their jobs.

“What do you say, Kathy?” Julia asked, exchanging grins with her colleague. “Is his bribe big enough?”

“Hmm, I think it is,” Kathy answered. “But he’ll have to bribe us both.”

“Are you willing to bribe us, so we can release your horny, little girl?” Julia asked close to my ear, sending a shiver down my spine.

“Hmm yeah,” I said, thickening in their hands.

“That’s a good man,” Julia said. She pressed her lips to my neck simultaneously with Kathy, and they delivered kisses down my body. Their descent was slow but deliberate and every kiss sent another shiver down my spine.

They ended up on their knees, kissing along my thighs and started their journey toward my shaft. They took a side each, my girth thick enough for both of them, and they planted kisses all the way to the top. Once they reached the crown, they kissed each other and gave me a preview of their bisexual actions. Their tongues slipped out and intertwined, deepening the kiss right in front of my throbbing cock. They didn’t mind that saliva dripped down to my erection. They spilled on purpose, so it trailed along my shaft in thick rivulets.

They came off each other’s lips, and Julia engulfed my tip, sucking exclusively on the crown so her cheeks hollowed out. The pressure around the head was so intense that my knees buckled. At the same time, Kathy kissed down my shaft and ended up on my balls, sucking both of them and coming off with a wet pop. They moved magically and as one. Julia went down my cock while Kathy moved upward, sucking my erection.

Ariella stood next to us, trying to find a good angle as the cops sucked me off. Occasionally, a car passed by, and it made my heart skip a beat, but the sensation of having them on their knees triumphed over the skeptical voice in the back of my head. This felt so damn good.

I glanced down and my eyes bounced from cleavage to cleavage. I believed they were enhanced. I was dying to see them anyway. They came off my cock, licking their lips.

“Kathy, be a dirty cop and make sure no one sees us while I accept his bribe,” Julia said.

“I’m on it,” Kathy said, rising and striding to the road.

Julia was still on her knees. “Are you ready to bribe me?” she asked in a husky voice.

“Yeah,” I said, my cock twitching in consent.

She rose and placed her hands on the car. She bent over, flashing her gorgeous ass to me. “Pull down my pants.”

I reached for her belt and zipper, slowly peeling off her clothes. I bumped into her gun while my cock kept bonking into her ass. “Careful,” she said. “My gun is loaded.”

“So is mine,” I said and pulled down her pants. She wore pink panties with an obvious wet patch in the middle. I pulled them down as well, letting them fall to her ankles. I slid my hand through the crack of her ass, touching her promised land that was wet and soft as a papaya. “Bend over.”

She bent over, arching her back like a sexy cat. I took my erection and rubbed it over her wet folds, covering it in her delicious sweets. A grin spread on her lips which infected me. With the crown of my manhood, I parted her sweet lips and delivered her the first inch of my cock.

“Hmm, that’s a big bribe,” she said, giggling as I slowly penetrated her.

“That’s what you said you wanted,” I said.

I sought her neck, kissing her sweet flesh. She still wore her uniform, and I continued to push inside her. I finally bottomed out, my cock so thick it took her breath away. I slid it out, and it was glistening wet, her honey trailing out from her pink cave and trickling down the insides of her legs. I pushed all the way in, making our flesh slap.

“That’s it,” Julia said. “I like it hard … And you better listen to me.”

I sure did, grabbing her thighs as if my life depended upon it. I thrust into her rapidly, and for every thrust, pushed her harder against the car. The orgasm built rapidly. While holding onto her hip with my right hand, I used my left to go inside her uniform and reach her tits. They were firm and without a doubt enhanced. I wanted to see them badly.

She bent over and took it, moaning as I had my way with her. I heard some cars pass by, hoping Kathy would take care of it in case anyone decided to come over.

She moaned as I continuously slid my bribe in and out of her. “Ah, you want to see my breasts, don’t you?” she said.

“Hmm, yeah,” I said. If she hadn’t stopped me, my balls would have detonated in a couple of more strokes. I slipped my erection out of her, which came out drenched.

She turned around and quickly popped the buttons free from her uniform, revealing a deeper part of her cleavage. She took off her uniform and top, revealing a toned, fit body. She unhooked her bra, and her breasts spilled free. They were perfectly round and symmetric, not sagging an inch. They defied gravity, and I cupped them both, fitting them in my young, eager hands.

I caressed them and leaned over, burying my face into the officer’s cleavage. She giggled as I let loose and delivered worshiping kisses along her sweet flesh. I became so raging horny, I grabbed both her legs and lifted her against the Lamborghini. I kept her pinned against the vehicle with my left hand and used my right to find her forbidden hole again. She was so soaked it just slid in, and I banged her against the sports car.

She did little to stifle the sounds of pleasure that kept escaping her throat after every thrust. Neither did I as I took her hard. The orgasm built rapidly and every stroke of her vagina sent me to new dizzying heights of pleasure. “You naughty, little cop,” I said, holding onto her harder.

She threw her head back and moaned, pushing her enhanced boobs to my face. She couldn’t find words as I pushed all the way into her and spray-painted her womb white and creamy. I grunted as my knees buckled, and I kept milking the sweet orgasm, filling her with my buttermilk. While I kept squeezing out drop after drop, I buried my face back into her warm cleavage, shaking my head. She giggled and savored the sensation of me buried inside her.

“Oh,” she moaned. “I needed that … I haven’t had a man in ages.”

I slowly pushed out my cock from her cum-drenched hole. She pulled up her panties, not minding that semen oozed from her hole. She put her uniform back on and wiped her brow.

“You’re talented,” she said.

“Talented enough to let us off the hook?” I said, waggling my eyebrows. Ariella took a break from filming. She looked equally as thrilled as both of us.

“Depends upon what my colleague will say,” Julia said. “You sure as hell bribed me.”

“Tell her to come over,” I said. “I’ll give it to her as well.”

Julia seductively strode to Kathy, who stood guard. They exchanged a couple of words and then Kathy strode over to me. Ariella started filming.

“That’s a wet cock,” Kathy said in a husky voice. “Touch me and see how soaked I am.”

I unbuckled her belt, bumping into her gun and the rest of her equipment. I didn’t mind and just pulled her pants down till they fell to her ankles. I then grabbed her panties and pulled them down as well. I touched her wet folds, and she was almost as soaked as Julia.

“Before you stick it in,” Kathy said. “I want you to lick me a bit … go down on your knees. I’m the officer so you do what I tell you.”

I went down on my knees, and she spread her legs for me. I latched my mouth onto her box and slid my tongue into her hole. I held onto her thighs and goosebumps flared across her flesh. I lapped her with my eager tongue, and for every stroke, I made her moan out my name.

She tasted incredibly sweet and forbidden, making me bury my face deeper inside her. As I was about to push her to the edge, she grabbed my head and pushed it away from her. “I want to get fucked on the car,” she begged in a husky voice.

“What if someone sees us?”

She grabbed her baton and wagged it at me. “I’m the officer, you do as I say.”

I held up my hands. “Sorry, officer.” Wearing only her uniform, she climbed on top of the hood and flashed her gorgeous ass to me. It was incredibly risky, but it was her call. I pushed my cock inside her box, grabbed her hips and kept pounding her.

“Ah, I love that,” she moaned and twisted her neck to try to get a glimpse of my thick girth stretching her. “Let’s switch positions. Give it to me in the car. Fuck me the way you fucked your girl.”

“Alright,” I said. I pulled out my cock, and we must have gotten lucky there were no cars driving past us the moment I took her on top of the Lamborghini.

She popped the buttons free of her uniform and stripped off the rest of her clothes. Her rack was similar to Julia’s, firm, round and high on her chest. “Sit,” she said in a husky voice.

I moved with her to my Lamborghini. I sat down in the front seat, and she climbed on top of me, hovering her pussy over my wet crown. She didn’t give me a second to breathe. She lowered her sexy slit onto my erection, and it automatically found her love hole. I watched as it looked like slow motion. The pussy swallowed my cock in one, tight stroke. She placed her hands on my shoulders, bouncing off my lap.

“Ah, Kathy,” I moaned as she brought me closer and closer to the edge.

“Officer,” she corrected me with a grin.

“I’m almost there, officer.”

“That’s better,” she said as her pussy fluttered around my manhood. I palmed her ass, helping her bounce on top of me like a ball. The pleasure kept building and building, and in the end, I grunted hard and emptied myself inside her.

She threw her head back as she felt my fresh semen splash inside her. “Hmm, that’s a lot of cum,” she said, swiveling her hips.

“Enough to bribe you?” I asked her, squeezing her firm cheeks.

“Yes,” she said, giggling and resorting to micro-fucking me. In the end, she came off, leaving my cock soaked. She put on her clothes. She also didn’t care that my semen seeped through her panties.

We continued to film as I put on my clothes. They went to Sofi and opened the handcuffs. “So, you’re free now,” Julia said.

“Oh, thank you, officer,” Sofi said, elated.

“He paid a bribe we couldn’t resist,” they said and broke out laughing. Ariella put the camera aside. She looked flustered, and so was I. I didn’t expect them to take it to this extent.

“You aren’t afraid to get busted?” I asked them now that the camera stopped rolling.

“Why would we?” Julia asked.

“We don’t want to live behind our couch for the rest of our lives.”

“We like dangers,” Julia said and traced my bulge.

“We’re cops after all,” Kathy said and gravitated toward me. I pulled them in for a three-way kiss, holding onto both of them.

“I thought you were great,” Sofi said, her eyes twinkling. She placed her right hand on her hip. “If you get bored of being cops, you’re more than welcome to join us.”

“Why not both?” Julia suggested with a chuckle.

“But you were more talented in front of the camera,” I said, agreeing with Sofi.

“What are you accusing us of?” Julia asked.

“Acting?” Kathy chimed in, not liking the sound of it.

“We are no actors,” Julia said. “We accept bribes and work naughtily like the rest of the hot officers.”

“Huh,” I said. “Why am I surprised …”

“That’s what women do,” Julia said. “Teachers bribe their hot students with sex and cops do it as well.”

“Alright … if you want another bribe, just let me know,” I said and would happily give it to them without second thoughts.

“Not so quick,” Julia said, stopping me in my tracks. “Before we agree on that, we have a date.”

“You got to hold your end of the bargain,” Kathy said, popping open the buttons of her uniform, exposing another inch of her cleavage. “Damn, it’s hot.”

“Would love another facial to cool me down,” Julia said with a chuckle.

Damn, those two made me pitch a tent. “Just DM me, and we’ll find time.”

They kissed their hands and blew their kisses at me. “Later,” they said and strode toward their vehicle, swaying their asses on their way. They hopped inside, started the car and drove away, leaving me there staring blankly.

“What the hell just happened?” I asked myself as the car dwindled down the road.

“Do you have amnesia or something?” Sofi asked playfully.

“Maybe he fucked them too hard,” Ariella said, looking concerned. “Are you alright, Josh?”

“I’m fine … I just would have never imagined two officers acting like that.”

“Why?” Sofi asked. “They’re right, teachers fuck their students and officers do the same. A uniform doesn’t change the fact they have their needs too.”

“You’re right,” I said and decided not to think more of it. “Let’s head back … Ida and Sara want to film some scenes too.”

“I’ll harden you up in the car,” Sofi said, grinning. We hopped inside. Ariella drove right behind us. Sofi didn’t fiddle with the camera. Instead, she let her arm hang out the window. “When you satisfy them, ask if we can do another scene.”

“What do you have in mind?” I asked her.

“I don’t know,” she said. “But I want to be a part of it … Maybe they can come to our mansion since we are blasting loud music. We explain that it isn’t music but just us fucking. They want to be a part of it and it spirals into an orgy. What do you think?”

“So now the ideas are coming,” I said, grinning.

“There are always ideas,” Sofi said, pushing her shades up her nose. She looked as classy as ever with her blonde hair and youth. “But sometimes we need a timeout too.”

“I agree,” I said. “Let’s just do something else tomorrow.”

“Shopping!” she exclaimed eagerly.

I wasn’t the biggest fan of shopping, and besides, it felt like they’d filled every drawer with clothes. “Don’t you have enough clothes already?”

“What if I ask you, don’t you have enough women already?”

“Touché,” I said, chuckling.

“Let’s eat outside too, maybe see a movie. I don’t understand how Ariella can spend so many hours in the kitchen.”

“She enjoys serving others,” I said. “You’ve known her longer than I have.”

“I know,” Sofi said. “She’s always been like that. Do you think Lana will join?”

“Certainly,” I said. “I don’t like leaving anyone behind.”

“Can’t wait,” Sofi said. She suddenly touched my bulge and unzipped the zipper. “Eyes on the road … I’m just going to harden you up for Sara and Ida.”

I leaned back in my seat, keeping my eyes on the road as Sofi wrapped her young lips around my rising cock.


Chapter 3

Islowly woke up but couldn’t see much. Something covered my eyes, and I reached for the unknown object and held it up. The natural light streamed in through the windows. It took some time for my eyes to adjust, but I realized it was a pair of used panties. Although I wasn’t sure whose. They all wore the same garments.

I pulled it closer to my nose and sniffed the wet patch. It carried a sweet flavor, and when I thought of all the pussies I’d licked, I knew who it belonged to. “Sofi?”

I heard her giggle. I looked to my left, and she lay next to Sara. Sara’s cheeks were as pink as their sacred regions. “It wasn’t me,” Sara said.

Sofi spooned Sara from the side, and I watched her gorgeous tits mash into Sara’s nude back. Their hair looked almost identical, and their faces glowed with youth, beauty and vigor. “You didn’t have anywhere else to put them?” I asked Sofi.

“Sorry,” she said. “You took off your sleep mask during your sleep, so I figured maybe my panties would work. It came from my heart. I wanted you to have a good night’s sleep.”

“Don’t worry,” I said. “You can cover my face in your used panties anytime you want.” She wasn’t making it up. I knew my girls thought of me.

“I’ll take those notes,” Sofi said.

I slumped back while Sara snuggled up with me. Yesterday, we’d filmed more scenes with the piano, and we’d shot some pool clips. Sara and Ida were also flabbergasted when they saw the naughty cops. Lana just grinned and said it was gold, but she wasn’t surprised that cops behaved that way. She was the oldest of my women and had more experience than any of them.

We’d decided to take a break today, go shopping, eat outside and see a movie. It felt great to be able to relax. I didn’t feel the stress and necessity to work myself to the bone when we were already rolling in the dough.

I turned to my left and Ida lay next to me. Her eyes were open, and she waved at me adorably. “Are you all waiting for me?” I asked.

“Like always,” Sofi said.

“Alright,” I said. “Let’s rise and get going.”

We rose from the bed. Lana chose her outfit as quickly as I did. The girls lingered in the bedroom, trying out different types of skimpy clothes. Lana and I slumped down on the couch, watching the sunrise and delving into various topics.

“You caught some hot scenes yesterday,” Lana said. She held the camera and rewound the clip when both Julia and Kathy were on their knees, taking turns sucking me off.

“They were great,” I said. “Sofi suggested doing another scene with them coming here. I think we’ll have a lot of fun together.”

“I think so too,” Lana said and crossed her legs. The slits in her pencil dress moved to the side to bare her stunning, tanned legs. “Tonight, I want to show you something … It’s an old pornographic film, but I was thinking of doing a remake.”

“Don’t cliffhang me like that,” I said. “What’s it about?”

“It’s called the World’s Luckiest Man,” she revealed, giving me one of her seductive grins. “It’s from the nineties.”

“I’m all ears,” I said, leaning forward. Whenever she had an idea, it was always a good one. To make a remake of an old pornographic film sounded intriguing as well.

“It’s basically a guy who ends up fucking over a hundred girls in a single day. They’re all lined up for him in a luxurious mansion.”

“The World’s Luckiest Man indeed,” I said, chuckling.

“We can play the flick later with the girls,” she said. “But I think a remake is long overdue … and you’re the right man for the job.”

“No doubt about that,” I said. “Where the hell are we supposed to find ninety-five more girls?”

Lana waved her hands dismissively. “I got that covered for you … We can also recruit them to work for us, give them a place to stay while doing cam work.”

I looked at her and understood clearly what she was saying. “It’s time to expand.”

“Yup,” she said, sharing my vision. She sat a foot away from me, but I craved her to come closer. I knew I wouldn’t find a more loyal woman than her. She had defected just to join me after all.

“Why the distance?” I asked. “Sit closer.”

She inched her hips closer, so her warm, milf-flesh bumped into mine. “It’s because it distracts you … I want to talk business.”

“You’re mistaken,” I said. “Only because you’re beautiful doesn’t mean I can’t concentrate. Let’s find those hundred girls, film the World’s Luckiest Man and give them a job offer they can’t resist … plus, I’ll film scenes with them whenever I want.”

“That’s what I’m talking about,” Lana said. “They’ll be exclusively yours.” I saw lust in her eyes. It was as clear as the day it turned her on when I had my way with so many women and girls. I was curious why that was the case.

I was about to reach her flesh, but the girls opened the bathroom door and strode downstairs. They were wearing front-tied crop tops and mini jeans. There was more nudity than clothing.

“Damn,” I said, waggling my eyebrows. “It took you girls that long just to choose that kind of outfit?”

Sofi blew me a raspberry. “We weren’t there for longer than half an hour,” she said matter-of-factly as if that wasn’t long just to pick some garments.

“Alright,” I said and rose to my feet. “Let’s roll.”

I drove with Lana. The girls took the Aston Martin. We didn’t drive far but headed toward the Beverly Center. I hadn’t been there before but the girls had.

Once we went up to the shopping mall, they found it difficult to decide where to go first. Their eyes bounced from clothing shop to clothing shop. They settled on a Gucci shop when they saw some pretty purses, which they already had several of.

The sales assistant threw several sideways glances at me. I wouldn’t be surprised if she recognized me and was perhaps a dedicated fan. “So what’s the deal here? Are you all friends and the lucky guy is all by himself?” the assistant asked as she scanned the purses.

“No, we are far from friends. We are all in a serious relationship,” Sofi said and introduced her to our love.

The assistant, who had an exotic bowl haircut, narrowed her eyes on me while a grin spread on her lips. “You all share him?” she asked.

“This is LA, girl, why do you look surprised?” Sofi said.

“I’m just a student from Ohio,” she said, laughing.

Lana took out her business card and handed it to the young girl. “If you don’t like this job and want to earn some extra money, give us a call,” she said.

The sales assistant didn’t look caught off guard. She just took the note and stuffed it in her pocket. “Have a nice day,” she wished us.

“You too,” I told her and escorted my women out of the shop. As soon as we were outside, something else caught their eyes.

“Wow, look at that lingerie,” Ariella said and pointed at another shop. Again, I was pulled into another shop where two beautiful women were working. This shop found itself in the corner and didn’t only sell erotic toys but clothes as well.

All of them, including Lana, tried on several outfits. They always wanted me to look at them and give them the final say. They looked stunning as they wore their slutty, revealing clothes. Sofi was a bit more daring. While she was in the changing room, she pulled the curtains aside and poked her head out.

“Josh … psst, come,” she said.

“Why?” I asked and joked, “I don’t have a camera with me.”

She rolled her eyes. “Just come.”

I felt nostalgic from when we filmed clips in the changing room a while back. I wasn’t sure what she wanted now though. She wore red, crotchless lingerie, making me glue my eyes on her pink price. There was barely any space in the changing room, which squeezed us together like two puzzle pieces.

“Can you squeeze my tits and see how they feel with these clothes on?” she asked, twirling her hair on her fingers.

I would rather touch her slit. I pulled the curtains together and couldn’t resist her flesh, especially in public. I cupped her teardrops. Behind those threads, I could feel her warm flesh, especially her nipples that poked through them.

“So … Do you approve of my outfit?” she asked.

“It’s hot as hell,” I told her.

“Nice, squeeze my ass too,” Sofi said, turning around. She turned around and backed her ass against me. My hands settled on her butt cheeks, and I groped them both. “Does it turn you on?”

“Hmm, yeah, this is amazing.”

“Does it make you hard?” she asked and suddenly backed her ass against my crotch, not giving me any room to touch her glorious cheeks.

“You should be able to feel that now,” I told her.

She whirled around, but I wished we had a camera with us, so I could penetrate her instead. She perched on her tip-toes and pecked my lips. “Thank you.”

I tried to sneak out of the changing room, but the sales assistant saw me and tried to hide the fact that she was laughing. I didn’t really care. Sofi wasn’t the only girl who wanted approval. Ariella, Sara and Ida asked me to check them out too. Even Lana wanted my opinions on a silky nightgown she’d found. It started becoming increasingly difficult for me to give them all approval while my balls turned blue.

When we left the shop, I sighed in relief. It felt like I had spent an hour there.

“I’m dying for some ice cream,” Ariella said.

“I also need to cool down,” I said.

“There’s a place on the top floor,” Lana suggested.

“Alright, let’s check it out,” I said.

“Let’s play a naughty game,” Sofi said eagerly.

“What do you have in mind?” I asked her.

“Ice cream blindfolded,” she said. “You’ll have to feed us blindfolded, if you spill, you’ll have to lick it up.”

“You have to take your skimpy tops off,” I said. “I certainly will spill all over them.”

“So? We got like bags of clothes with us,” she said, holding up the bags and shaking them.

“I guess you have a point,” I said with a laugh.

We went up to the top floor where most of the restaurants were situated. Luckily, the ice cream parlor was nestled into the corner where we had plenty of privacy except for the girl working there.

I checked out the ice cream. They had a wide variety of flavors and toppings. I chose two scoops of strawberry ice cream topped with caramel sauce. Sofi went for the same as I. Ariella chose three scoops of butterscotch ice cream topped with mini marshmallows. Ida and Sara chose the mango flavor with sliced mangos on top, and Lana went for the same.

We settled down, and I let the spoon melt through the cream. The salty caramel sauce went well with the sweet strawberry-flavored ice cream. It was divine, and I sure needed to cool down after all their teases earlier.

“What should I blindfold you with?” Sofi asked and wanted to jump straight to the fun.

I jabbed another spoon into my mouth. “Your used panties worked fine,” I said.

“Too bad I’m not wearing any,” she said and stifled a giggle.

I blinked at her when I realized she wasn’t joking. I turned to the rest of the girls, who looked equally as suspicious. “What about you?”

“It’s too hot,” Ariella said. “Mini jeans are enough.”

“What she said,” Sara said, infecting Ida with giggles as well.

“Just use the lingerie you bought,” I suggested.

“Alright,” Sofi said and brought out the crotch-less lingerie and wrapped it around my head. “Can you see anything?”

“Nope … I just smell your heavenly scent.”

“It’s because the crotch-less part is right on your nose,” she said. “Alright, here’s the spoon. Try to guide it into my mouth.”

I got a hold of her spoon and moved it onward to her lips. I couldn’t see anything, and the scent of her pink region was distracting. “Can you give me a hint?”

“Down.”

I stiffened, suspecting she was playing me. “Are you sure?”

“Uh-huh,” she said. I lowered my hand. “A little bit to the right … you’re almost there.”

I hit something soft and spilled the cream all over her. She burst out laughing, and the laughter spread to the girls. I took off the lingerie and realized I’d just pushed a spoonful of ice cream on her right tit.

“You did that on purpose,” I said, giving her a look.

“You know the rules,” Sofi said and pushed her boob to my mouth. “You owe me a lick.”

I gladly leaned forward to her right tit. I had to start at the bottom, pressing my tongue onto the borders of her boob. I swiped up the hill of her warm flesh till I finally reached her cute, little nipple that stiffened in my mouth. I latched onto it, sucking it like a babe. I came off her tit and licked up the rest of the ice cream. I left several trails of my tongue behind.

“So, put on your top before someone comes,” I told her.

“We always eat topless at our mansion,” Sofi said, tying on her crop top and covering her breasts.

“Where’s your bra?”

“What bra?” she asked, laughing.

“Whatever,” I said.

“I also want to play,” Sara said.

“Alright,” I said. “Let me eat some first.”

Sara swapped places with Sofi. I took a couple of spoons of my ice cream and prepared to be blindfolded again. Sara carefully wrapped it around my head and made sure to leave the crotch-less part by my nose.

“Are you ready?” Sara asked and took my hand.

“Sure,” I said. She guided it to her spoon and then left me on my own. This time, I didn’t ask for any hints, suspecting she would leave me astray just so I could lick her tits. I carefully guided the spoon and hit something that I believed to be her chin. I moved an inch up and found her tongue, and she closed her lips as if closing her lips around my erection.

“I nailed it, didn’t I?” I asked her.

“Try again,” Sara said. “There’s still some ice cream left in the pint.”

Sara guided my hand, and I scooped up another chunk. She then left me on my own. I carefully used my memory to navigate to her sweet lips. I hit something again, and I believed it to be her bottom chin. I also heard how chunks fell off the spoon.

“Did I mess up?” I asked.

“Not completely,” she said, tittering. “A couple of inches up.”

I did as she guided me, and again, I found her mouth. She came off the spoon with a smack, and I took off my blindfold. I had spilled half of the cream right onto her cleavage, which trickled down in thick rivulets. “I’m waiting,” Sara said, flashing me her gorgeous boobs.

“You must have undressed like a ninja,” I said.

“These crop tops are like super skimpy,” she explained. “It takes like a second to take them off.”

I didn’t mind. It felt incredibly naughty to be nude in public places. I leaned forward and buried my face inside the valley of her breasts, her soft tits warming my cheeks. I pressed my tongue flat on her flesh and licked up every trail of ice cream till my lips reached hers. I kissed her right on the lips, tasting more of that mango-flavored ice cream that went so well with her fruits.

I came off her lips, and she just giggled. “What did the mangos taste like?” Sara asked.

“Next time we come here, I’d rather have mangos than strawberries.”

“You’re exchanging pussies for boobs?” Lana asked jokingly.

“Nah … that’s an impossible choice,” I said. “I’ll go for both.”

The girl who worked here cleared her throat. “Please, put your clothes on. That’s inappropriate.”

“Sorry,” Sara said and put on her crop top, blushing a little.

“What a bore,” Sofi said. “We’ll have to play this when we get home.”

“Sure, I’ll feed you all,” I said.

“It would be funnier if we were completely nude,” Lana suggested. “If some falls to our privates, you’ll have some additional work to take care of.”

“Something tells me you already know of this game,” I said and watched her closely.

“I have played this before,” Lana said, crossing her legs and letting the slits in her dress widen and expose her legs.

“What’s the movie about?” I asked them.

“It’s a romantic film,” Ariella said. “Ever since I saw the trailer, I fell in love.”

We usually watched a lot of romance when we were at the mansion. It felt better to get out once in a while too.

When we were done eating, we took our stuff and left. When we were on our way out of the mall, Ida suddenly tried to hide behind my arm. “What’s the matter?” I asked.

“Just go,” she said quietly.

Ida carefully looked at the girls coming up the escalator, who looked to be the same age as her. They all wore skirts, crop tops and a ton of makeup to cover up whatever they were hiding. “See who’s there,” one of them said and pointed at Ida. “It’s the slut.” They laughed, but I pressed my lips together.

“Who are you calling a slut?” I confronted them.

“The girl who keeps sucking cock in front of a camera,” they said and sniggered. “You should find yourself another girl. She probably has ten different STDs.”

“She’s with me,” I told her firmly. “Unlike you, at least she has the looks to shoot porn.”

“So you want to sleep with a girl who keeps getting railed by a bunch of dudes?” she asked and one of her friends added, “Eew.”

“She isn’t getting railed by anyone other than me,” I told her. “Go mind your own business.”

The bully stared at us in disbelief, and it slowly dawned on her who the rest of my girls were. “Go fuck yourself,” Sofi hurled at the girl. “It’s not like any guy would want a bully like you anyway.”

“I always knew you were a slut, Ida,” the girl said viciously and walked off with her three friends.

“It’s not like they dressed any differently than a slut,” Lana said, arching her eyebrow. “And all that makeup is overkill.”

Ida sniffled, and I quickly took her hand and held onto it dearly. “Did you know them?”

“We went to high school together,” she said. “We were friends before but obviously not any longer.”

“Have you met them since you moved in with me?”

“No … they tried to contact me, but I said I was busy. Then they found out what I was doing and just started hating me.”

“What Josh said is true,” Lana said. “They’re just jealous they don’t have the looks to do something similar.”

“But it still hurts,” Ida said. “I thought we were friends. It wasn’t like I didn’t want to hang out, but I really didn’t have time.”

“Ida,” I said firmly. “They never were your friends to begin with. If they were your friends, they would be understanding and support you no matter what.”

“You’re right,” Ida said. “You’re my friends now.”

“Forget about them and let’s watch the movie,” I said.

“Will try, even if they ruined my mood,” Ida said. I could tell they’d caused an emotional wound, and I didn’t like it.

“You know what always helps my mood?” Sofi suggested. “An orgasm … I’m sure Josh can give you one.”

Ida smiled. “But we aren’t home yet and the movie is like three hours long.”

“Yeah … but he can take care of you there, right?” Sofi said and nudged me with her elbow.

I didn’t mind going down on her at the theater. It also thrilled me to do something that we shouldn’t be doing. “What do you say?” I said and held onto Ida’s hand harder.

“I think it would be nice,” she said and her lips curved in a smile.

“You sit with me,” I said. “Lana, go with the girls.”

“No problem,” Lana said. I took Ida with me to the Lamborghini and opened the door for her, making her feel special.

“Thank you,” Ida said.

“Don’t think about them,” I said. “If they weren’t jealous, they would have never said such a thing.”

“I think you’re right,” Ida said. “It just sucks when you are with someone and then they turn on you.”

“Ariella had a similar issue with her parents too,” I said. “She ended up cutting ties with them. I only knew her for a couple of months before that, but she’s way happier now. We are her new family.”

“I feel the same,” Ida said.

We drove down to the Beverly Cinema and found a suitable place to park. There were a lot more people here than I expected. We chose seats in the middle of the row near the halfway point. We settled down, and the film started playing. I sat between Ida and Lana. Sofi leaned over only to tap my shoulder.

“Don’t forget,” she said and spread her index and pointy fingers in front of her tongue.

I laughed. “I’ll take care of her, don’t worry.”

There were a couple of girls sitting behind us and also in the same row, but I didn’t think they would see us from this view, or that was what I hoped. Ida wrapped her arm around mine and leaned her head on my shoulder as the movie played. She kept throwing glances at me as if she were too shy to say it herself.

“Do you want some now?” I asked her.

Ida nodded eagerly.

“Let me finger you first,” I whispered. She leaned back in her seat, and I unzipped the mini jeans and reached inside her honeypot. I touched her spongy lips and then reached into her squishy depths. A smile blossomed on her cheeks, as I pushed her buttons right. I reached her chin and turned her face to me. I pressed my lips to hers, and she still had the aftertaste of mango-flavored ice cream on her tongue and lips. I traced the seams of her lips and reached deeper into her mouth till our tongues danced together. She tried keeping the smacking and kissing sounds to a minimum, but I felt the urge to keep on going, not caring that someone else would potentially spot us.

I came off her lips, and my eyes strayed to her nether region. “Lift your pelvis, and I’ll pull them down.”

“Okay,” she said quietly with hints of excitement in her voice. I looked around, but the audience’s eyes were glued to the screen. Hopefully, I could pull this off non-detected. She was a good girl and lifted her pelvis for me. I slowly pulled down her mini jeans, making sure not to make a single sound. Inch by inch, I revealed her promised land. Just like Sofi and the rest of the girls, she wore no panties, and even if there was no light except for the movie playing, her pink, symmetric slit provided all the brightness I needed. Lana crossed her legs, trying her best to cover us and giving a heads-up to Ariella to do the same. That was what you had friends for, having your back instead of throwing vicious insults at you.

I buried my face between Ida’s legs, letting her sweet scent guide me to the center. I pressed my tongue flat against her and licked her all the way to her pearl. She let out a moan which she tried to stifle. She looked around, and she was about to have a giggle fit.

“Relax,” I mouthed.

“I’m trying,” she mouthed back. I went back inside, spreading her legs and licking her deep. I delivered several kisses along her thighs, moving closer and closer to her center and ended right on her clit. “That’s the spot.”

“I know,” I said and went back to licking her in slow, sensual strokes. I tasted her strawberry juice and felt her legs twitching. Her pussy started flowing, and I slid in my tongue, feeling her pussy contract around it. She was about to climax.

She quivered and squirmed. She desperately tried to keep her voice and breathing down. It was so thrilling. The thought of getting caught with my head in her honey jar made it feel as good as a climax.

She pushed her pelvis right against my face. I flicked my eyes to her, seeing her chest rise and sink like waves. She looked down and our eyes met. She melted into a smile and reached for my neck, pulling me closer to her sex. She let out a shivering breath and reached the big O as I caressed her tasty clit with my tongue.

Quickly, I latched my mouth onto her pussy, making sure I caught her pink stream that she squirted right into my mouth. I swallowed every drop, making sure she wouldn’t spill it all over herself. She then lowered back down in her seat, coming down from the high and whispering, “Oh God.”

Swallowing every drop, I delivered soft kisses on her folds. “Are you feeling better?” I asked her.

She let out a sigh of relief and nodded. “I feel so much better.”

I rose and pressed my lips to hers, helping her dress. We held hands throughout the film, and she leaned her head on my shoulder.

When it was over, and they showed the happy ending, Ida tugged at my arm, and I gave her another kiss on her lips. “Your lips are still wet from earlier,” she noted.

“Don’t you like the sweet taste?”

“I like the taste of other’s slits, not so much of my own,” she said. “I don’t want to toot my own horn.”

“Did you like the movie?”

“Yeah … but the best part of it was when you went down on me,” she said and dared to touch herself. “I’ve never experienced such a strong orgasm before. I guess the thrill and your skill got me off.”

“I can take you tonight too,” I told her.

“Nice,” she said, a smile curving on her lips. “I want to play some piano for you as well.”

“You are more than welcome,” I told her. We got our stuff and headed outside. The sun was steadily lowering, and I stretched my arms and legs. “What did you think?”

“My favorite part was when they got together again,” Ariella said. “The guy risked his own life for love. I love that.”

It was touchy, and I enjoyed it as well. I had to admit that most of those romantic movies followed the same formula, so the ending was easy to predict. What mattered to me was that the girls were happy. “Let’s head back, get something to eat and then jump to bed.”

“What’s on the menu?” Sofi asked Ariella. “I’m starving.”

“I’ll grill some steaks and veggies,” Ariella said. “I really want to grill.”

She made my mouth water already.

* * *

I sat on the terrace with my feet on top of the ottoman. I was flanked by Lana and Ida. I draped my arm over Ida’s shoulder, and we watched the sun heading toward the horizon. Ariella was in the background, preparing our dinner. Sara and Sofi were inside trying out some bikinis they’d bought earlier.

“Why do you think there’s such a stigma against sex workers?” Ida asked me.

She didn’t sound as hurt as when she’d received that vicious comment. She sounded curious. “Jealousy … You have to be beautiful. I mean look at all the feminists, they aren’t vogue models, to put it mildly.”

Lana sat next to me with her legs crossed. “Josh is right,” she said. “All women use sex for resources one way or another … It’s just that with beauty, you’ll be more successful. If those three girls could be “sluts” and make millions on top of it, they would be without a doubt.”

“I see,” Ida said and buried her head in my shoulder. “I feel way safer and more at home with you guys. I have my own piano. Sara and I can go to riding lessons. I don’t have to wake up early in the morning every weekday. This is so much fun. I just don’t see where the hate comes from.”

“It comes from the fact that they want to be you,” I told her. “Don’t think about it. Haters gonna hate.”

“You guys, dinner is ready,” Ariella said and looked around. “Where’s Sofi and Sara?”

“Inside trying out more clothes,” I said and jerked my head at our living room. They hadn’t bothered going up to our bedroom. They currently stood nude in front of the mirror and tried to put on another bikini set. It was a lacy bikini with minimal coverage. I swore I could even see the stubbles on their pussies.

I decided to do Ariella a favor. I knocked on the window and poked my head inside. “Come on, dinner is ready.”

“What do you think?” Sofi asked and spun around so her hair fluttered.

“As beautiful as always,” I said.

“But our clothes?” Sara asked, who was equally as proud of her garment as Sofi.

“You look sexy as usual,” I repeated myself, hoping they would be content.

They both rolled their eyes and joined us at the dining table.

Ariella took off the apron and settled down with us. The steaks had a beautiful sear, and grilled vegetables surrounded the meat, adding colors and flavors to the presentation. She passed the platter to all of us, and we each took a steak along with the vegetables and some sauces.

As the sun set in front of us, I felt at ease as we dug into another dinner. The freedom of being self-employed, successful and enjoying your work was a sensation unlike any other. There was nothing that could take it away from me, and I would do anything to hold onto it. Even if I sat in one of the most exclusive places in the world, I felt ambitious and an urge to climb higher.

I took another bite of the delicious steak, which had my favorite color as the interior, namely pink. We finished the dinner and enjoyed the pink and purple colors that spread throughout the sky. The girls talked about clothes and ideas for different scenes, and Lana brought up the World’s Luckiest Man.

“Josh and I talked about something this morning,” Lana said. “We’re planning to make a remake of an old pornographic film.”

“Ooh,” Sofi said, obviously excited. She flicked away the toothpick and swung her feet on top of another chair. “Can we see it?”

“Of course,” Lana said with a wink. “I can prepare the film inside our living room, and we’ll wait till you’re done with the dishes.”

Sofi, Ida and Sara helped out Ariella, but I took Ariella’s hand. “Come on, you deserve a break,” I insisted. “You can’t be making every single meal and take the dishes on top of it.”

“If you insist,” she said, her cheeks pinkening.

“I do,” I said, pushing her auburn hair behind her ears. I took her hand and led her to the couch. She slumped down next to me.

“What’s the name of this porno?” Ariella asked while Lana fiddled with her phone.

“The World’s Luckiest Man.”

“I was about to say that’s Josh,” Ariella said. “But I think that’s an insult since he’s worked very hard for this.”

“Very hard,” Sofi said outside, giggling with the girls.

“She always notices sexual innuendos,” Ariella said with an eye roll. “When was it shot?”

“It’s from ninety-seven,” Lana said. “It was a massive success despite being dry on dialogue. There isn’t much of a plot either.”

“How did he become the World’s Luckiest Man then?” Ariella asked.

“He had sex with more than a hundred women.”

“In a single film?” Ariella asked and arched an eyebrow.

“Yup,” Lana said.

“And we’re going to make a remake?” Ariella asked, finding it hard to believe.

“We’ll make it a hundred times better,” I promised her.

“Damn, that’s a lot of pussy,” Ariella said.

“I’ll handle it, don’t worry,” I said playfully.

We waited for the girls. Whenever they would take the dishes, they would usually play around, spank each other with the towels or cover their breasts with foam but now, they quickly came out and plopped down on the couch.

“So … Did I hear correctly? Do we plan to make a remake where Josh fucks more than hundreds of girls?” Sofi asked.

“You heard correctly,” Lana said and hit play. “Lean back and watch.”

It was of surprisingly good quality to be from the nineties. It started with a macho guy at the tennis court, but according to Lana, I was both taller and way better hung than him. He was in a mansion, surrounded by gorgeous women. It was nice and sunny, and it had such a feel-good theme to it. After they’d played tennis, the girls were lined up for him, sucking him off over the net. They all took turns, getting their own privileged taste of his balls and cock.

He then started fucking whoever he wanted, switching from one girl to another. He usually finished it off by shooting his load into their mouths, and the girls just happily licked their lips, looking honored to have gotten his seed. He continued to fuck all the girls that were lined up. They came in all different shapes, sizes and colors, but they were all drop-dead gorgeous, and he was perpetually hard during the film. Who wouldn’t be?

I grew hard as well as I realized what type of immense task that I had in front of me. It sure looked challenging but one that I would accept. “Wow,” I said. “Why don’t they make films like these any longer?”

“People are lazy,” Lana said. “I speak from my own experiences working for porn producers. Fucking one girl is tough already, but a hundred? Jon Dough took it to a whole new level.”

“Does this legend still live?” I asked, wondering what type of secret he was blessed with.

“He sadly died years ago,” Lana said. “And this film has fallen into obscurity … it’s your job to revive it.”

“Where will we find so many girls?” Ariella asked.

“Please,” Sofi said. “Who doesn’t want to get paid while spreading their legs? As soon as they see Jack Honeyseeker, they will be on their knees for him.”

“What Sofi said,” Lana told Ariella. “I have connections in the porn biz … The challenge will be to remain hard and have the stamina to film such a thing, but Jack has already proved that he’s more than capable.”

“Think of all the fun to have hundreds of girls in our mansion,” Sofi said. “We can play so many sex games and goof around.”

“We plan to recruit them as well, make them work for us as cam girls and pornstars whenever we need them,” I said.

“Won’t we need more space?” Sara asked. “I mean this mansion is huge, but I don’t think we can fit a hundred girls here.”

“Well, our neighbors are selling their properties, so we’ll buy them as well … It’s time to expand. I refuse to grow lazy.”

Lana lowered her hand onto my crotch. “Or limp.”


Chapter 4

After waking up, I met Lana at the office and sat down next to her. She was wearing a flowery summer dress with a plunging V-neck and spaghetti straps. She rarely wore something too revealing, but her clothing was so elegant it always turned me on regardless.

She turned the screen to me. “Do you see?”

“I’m not blind,” I told her. We had three monitors set up at our office, so being able to see was the least I had to worry about.

“I made an ad last night, and we already have messages from sixty girls. Here are a couple.”

Lana scrolled through the resumes, and my jaw slowly dropped as I scanned my eyes across the beautiful faces. Most of them were barely legal, but there were some older girls in the twenty-five to thirty-five age range as well. “Are all these … porn virgins?”

“Basically,” Lana said. “Viewers usually want new talent.”

They were stunning, to say the least. I wasn’t sure how this worked. How she could just make an ad like that with the right wording and have so many responses. It made me grateful again that Lana had come to us. She sure was important for our business.

“I see absolutely nothing wrong with any of them,” I said. “Are we supposed to interview each and every one of them?”

“We have to,” Lana said. “It might take a week or so till we’re all set.”

I said, “Did the ad mention that they’ll continuously work for us?”

“It’s in the contract I’m writing,” Lana said and clicked on it.

I barely understood half of it, as if it were written in a different language. “Nice,” I said. “Do you think you can find forty more by the end of the day?”

“For sure,” she said. “Just leave it to me. And let me know when we can invite the first girls over.”

“We can do so tomorrow. How long will an interview last?”

“Not long,” Lana said. “You just have to get to know each other and explain the gist. Even if girls are into this, none will just pull down their skirts for a guy.”

“Sofi was different,” I said.

Lana chuckled. “She’s an exception, not the rule. There are super horny girls out there that will do so too.”

“I’ll go and check out the neighboring mansion for sale. We’ll need more space, and I want them to move in with us as soon as possible.”

“Good idea,” she said and tossed her thick, lustrous hair over her shoulders. She placed her hands on my thighs. She was just as addicted to physical touches as I was. “Just a kiss before you go.”

I gave it to her, closing the gap between us and pressing my lips to her round and thick ones. My temperature spiked as I felt a love for that woman I couldn’t describe. She did so much for me and our business. I would kiss and pleasure her whenever she asked for it.

Breaking the kiss, I left her in the office. I headed downstairs. Sofi, Ariella, Sara and Ida were shooting nudes of each other. Sara, Ida and Sofia were all lined up on the sofa with their legs spread, fingering each other like horny teenagers.

“What took you so long?” Sofi asked, licking her fingers with a smack as if they’d just been in Sara’s vagina.

“Business-related stuff with Lana.”

“When will the girls come?” Ida asked. She had dried cum on the insides of her legs. I had exclusively fucked her last night, making her climax a second time.

“Some might come tomorrow,” I said. “We’ll have to interview them first, but we also have to find a place for them to crash.”

“There are rooms here too,” Ariella said. She was the only one dressed in a bikini that pushed up her busty breasts. “I can arrange them for our lovely newcomers.”

“That would be lovely, but I hardly think there’ll be space for more than forty of them.”

“I think we can fit a hundred if we sleep tightly,” Sofi said with a giggle as her tits jiggled.

“Sure,” I said. “But I want them to feel welcome. I’ve booked a tour of the neighboring mansion. I’ll go have a look.”

“We’ll take some nudes in the meantime,” Ariella said.

“But afterward, we want your cock,” Sofi demanded.

“You’ll get it,” I said. I went outside to our garden and looked around. We needed a hedge to cover up the view by the gate. I found it funny we hadn’t thought about it even if we’d constantly been nude here before. It was just a small gap, but a gap nevertheless. I went outside our gate and headed toward the mansion on sale. The agent meeting me there was the same real estate agent we’d bought our mansion from, and she smiled brighter than the sun upon seeing me.

“Looking to expand?” she asked, waggling her eyebrows. She was dressed in stockings, a miniskirt and a white buttoned shirt a size too tight for her. She wore her chestnut hair loose, which went well with her porcelain skin.

“Sure do,” I said.

“Need more girls on your property?” she guessed.

“You know the deal,” I said and shook hands with her.

“I might have had a sneak peek of what you’ve been up to,” she said. “You’re living the dream.”

“We definitely are,” I said. I didn’t believe it was just a sneak peek. She was certainly watching a lot more than just a mere peek. She introduced me to the property. It had a similar driveway to our mansion, lined with palm trees all the way to the entrance.

“The owner of this property used it as some sort of Airbnb hotel, so you’ll find several smaller rooms rather than big, lavish bedrooms.”

I must have struck gold. “It’s exactly what I’m looking for,” I said. “We’ll be expanding … not just mansion-wise but girls-wise.”

“How are you juggling those five at the same time?”

“It’s like a walk in the park,” I said.

“How many more are we talking about?” she asked with hints of interest. “Five?”

“Nah,” I said, chuckling. “Multiply that by twenty.”

“A hundred?” she asked, halting.

“Yup,” I said.

“Just let me pull up my jaw,” she said, giggling. “You sure must have something good going on.”

“You’ve seen our videos,” I said.

She gave me a tour of the garden first, which was similar to ours. But there were several hot tubs and three smaller swimming pools instead of one big pool. There was also a lavish tennis court and an outdoor gym. I played some tennis before when I was younger, and seeing the court made me want to try again. I checked out every detail, making sure there was nothing fishy with it. It currently went for fifty million, peanuts for us.

“Why are they selling it?” I asked.

“It’s going downhill for their business. It’s a general slowdown all over the country, not just LA.”

“I see,” I said. “It’s booming for us.”

“I can imagine,” she said, her eyes trailing down to my bulge. She took me inside, and I checked out all the rooms. They were bigger than average, and I calculated that we could fit two girls in each room. We might have to get another mansion next to this or do some modifications.

“This is exactly what we were looking for,” I said as she ended the tour by the garden. “Can we easily connect these two? Since that’s the most important part.”

“That’s the least you have to worry about,” she said. “With the amount of money you guys are earning, nothing is impossible.”

“Nice,” I said. I started negotiating a bit back and forth, and we settled for forty-five million. I signed the contract and immediately called Lana to transfer the money.

The real estate agent glowed with happiness and twirled around on her foot. I wondered if she would start dancing all of a sudden. “I’m currently on the lookout for a new job since it’s not going well here … if you need a manager of some sort, I have plenty of experience,” she said.

It seemed like every single woman wanted to join us. “I’ll keep that in mind.” She turned around and seductively strode to her car, swaying her sexy ass cheeks on her way.

I went back to my garden and hit up a firm that could close the gap near the gate with a hedge, giving us complete privacy for now. The girls were outside, shooting nudes in the swimming pool.

“Are you going to join us?” Ida asked.

“I have to discuss some things with Lana first,” I told them.

“We’ll eat lunch soon,” Ariella reminded me.

“We’ll be ready by then,” I said. Sofi tried splashing some water on me, and I got it over my back. It was so tempting to jump inside and spank her, but I didn’t take the bait.

“Aren’t you going to punish me?” she asked and bent over slightly.

“You need to splash more than that,” I teased her.

She blew me a raspberry.

“Did you buy the mansion?” Ariella asked me.

“It’s ours,” I said. “We’ll connect them somehow. I’ll talk to the gardeners when they arrive.”

“How long will that take?” Ariella asked.

“I’m not sure. Shouldn’t be more than a day or two.” I headed inside again, and Lana was still working.

“Forty-five million is a good price,” she said.

“Yeah,” I said. “She was so happy when I signed the contract. She didn’t expect it to go that quickly.”

“It’s been on the market for a while though,” she said and arched an eyebrow at my back. “Is it raining outside?”

“Those bratty chicks splashed some water all over me,” I said.

“I love seeing and hearing them have fun,” Lana said. “We sure need that after working so much.”

“I know … The agent talked about a general slowdown as well.”

“She’s right, but porn always does well,” Lana said and a grin spread on her face. “More girls to recruit and more people who have nothing to do than watch us have fun.”

It made me optimistic, and I felt great as the opposite was spreading around the world. I knew we had a wealthy journey ahead of us. The time to expand couldn’t be better than this.

She leaned back in her chair and flashed me some of her tanned cleavage. “It would be better if we could sit hip to hip. I hate office chairs.”

“There sure must be something out there,” I said. I agreed with her. She had the most impressive thighs and legs, and I craved them equally as badly every time I saw them between the slits of her dresses. Her clothing and elegance did something different to my brain than straight-up nudity. There was way more eroticism with Lana as to the flirty girls.

I moved my chair closer, and she showed me more of the girls. I read some of their resumes, and they seemed thrilled and eager to join us. “Damn, they have bodies to die for,” I said. “They look so young and ripe.”

“Many of them are probably virgins as well,” Lana said.

“I didn’t know there were any virgins who would sign up for this,” I said.

“Oh, you’ll be surprised,” Lana said.

“What a gold mine to have them work for themselves, bringing in dough and at the same time being able to use them for our sets,” I said. I realized this was how kings felt back in the day when they had harems and could have their way with any women they wanted.

“Tell me about it,” Lana said. “We’ll also have to find a manager who’s worked in the cam and porn industry. Don’t worry, I have a couple of former colleagues that have been nagging at me to join us.”

“It’s hard to believe we’re that popular.”

“No,” Lana said. “It all makes sense. There’s a sense of freedom working for you, and loving you. You don’t get that among other porn studios. They’re quite boring to tell the truth. Not many would be so bold and daring to film the Lamborghini clip for instance or the gym adventure.”

“How well is that doing?” I asked.

“You haven’t checked?” she asked, looking at me funny.

“Show me,” I said. She clicked around till she found the scene on Pornhub. It had over ten million views and had been trending for two days straight. “Damn.”

“I said the same. Those cops were smoking hot,” she said. “We definitely need a part two.”

“Well, I owe them a date,” I said. “We should be able to talk more about it then.”

Someone rang, and I picked up the phone. “Hello?”

“Hi,” Ariella said. “We’re hungry, are you coming?”

“In a minute,” I said and hung up. “Should we go get something to eat?”

“Sure,” Lana said, a smile curving on her lips.


Chapter 5

Ikept Julia’s feet pinned to my shoulders, ramming my cock into her. “Harder!” she begged huskily. I did as she wished, thrusting her rapidly as her tits rolled up and down on top of her chest. I glanced to the left. Kathy lay there with her legs spread and semen oozing from her pussy. I’d creampied her ten minutes ago before moving on to my next fruit. When I had arrived, I barely had time to take off my shoes before they suddenly whisked me inside. They were onto me like two cougars, tearing off my clothes so they could reach my stiff meat.

Yesterday, I bought the mansion. Julia and Kathy had pinged me, asking if I could come today. Of course, I agreed to it immediately. Not only because I owed them some thick cock, but because I wanted them for another scene as well. Lana had already arranged some interviews, so after this, I had to head back and meet the newcomers. There was a lot to do for now, so I felt glad I could take this moment with the naughty cops, having my way with them while they were off duty.

I sank my fingers into Julia’s flesh. She was so toned and sexy, and her pussy contracted with every thrust. “Can you give it to me … on the face?” she begged.

“With pleasure,” I said, grunting. I pulled out my cock when I was only a stroke away from burying her womb in my semen. I aimed the slit right at her face, and she curled her hands around my shaft and stroked me hard, her juices lubricating my cock. My knees grew weak as the orgasm came so suddenly. I struck her first on the nose, followed by both her cheeks. She then lowered my gun down to her tits and lined them with threads of semen.

“Geeze,” I said, watching her cum-covered face and tits. It dripped down from her in pearly chunks.

“Oh, I love facials,” she said, slumping back. “I haven’t had one in ages.”

Kathy looked flabbergasted. “That’s one hell of a load after having creampied me.”

“He’s a young gun,” Julia said with a chuckle. “Let me suck on you for a little bit.” She sat up again and wrapped her lips around the tip, sucking so hard her cheeks hollowed out. She siphoned out my buttermilk and came off with a smack. “Josh, can you please get me a towel?”

“Sure,” I said. I went into their bathroom and fetched them a towel. Even if they were cops, they lived in a surprisingly feminine house with pink and erotic decorations everywhere. They cleaned each other, and it was equally as hot watching them rub their nude bodies with the towel. They soon had to go to work, but I sat down with them and had a conversation in the meantime.

“I love semen,” Kathy said. “I feel optimistic already.”

“It’s a natural antidepressant,” Julia said. She picked some globs from her eyes and shoved them into her mouth. “So rich and creamy.”

“Why don’t you taste some of mine?” Kathy asked. Julia took the bait and dived between Kathy’s legs, licking and slurping the cum from her.

“Gosh, you two are smoking hot,” I said. If I could stay here for a couple of more minutes, I knew very well I could go for round two.

They giggled. “We had so much fun by the Lambo,” Julia said, coming off her girlfriend’s pussy. “I would love to do something similar again.”

“My girls wanted to as well,” I said. “We discussed doing something at our mansion.”

“Mansion?” Julia asked, her eyes sparkling. “How much are you making?”

I chuckled. “Millions,” I told them.

“Millions shooting porn?” Julia asked.

“We want a slice of that pie,” Kathy said, tossing her blonde hair over her nude back. “Sounds more fun than being cops.”

“Why not both,” I suggested.

“What will the next scene be about?” Julia asked. “We are ready to spread our legs for you.”

I grinned as she flashed me her fruit again. “We are being a bit unruly at our mansion with loud music. You come and see what’s up, asking for a bribe to leave us alone.”

Julia and Kathy exchanged grins. “Hmm, that sounds like something we’ll be up for.”

“But our plates are full in the coming weeks. I’ll let you know when it’ll be due.”

“Sure,” Julia said with a wink. “We’re even now.”

I put on my clothes and so did they. They guided me out of their home, and I made sure to kiss both of them goodbye. “Take care,” they said and waved at me.

* * *

I arrived back at our mansion. The gardeners were already covering up the gap with some thick palm trees. It wouldn’t take more than a couple of hours. To connect our newly purchased mansion with a trail wouldn’t be more than two days. Lana had already arranged some interviews, and some of the girls were already on their way. Sara and Ida were at the riding camp for now, and Ariella and Sofi were on the top balcony sunbathing.

For the first time, I felt butterflies in my tummy. It was an immense task to have my way with a hundred girls in a single day. Even if we could film it for multiple days and edit it, Lana had insisted on doing it in a single day, from sunrise to sunset. Movie magic wasn’t bad, but nothing beat reality.

“How were the naughty cops?” Lana asked.

“They were as naughty as when I’d first met them.”

“I want more details than that,” Lana said, lightning hitting me.

“I creampied Kathy and gave Julia a facial. Julia begged for it, so I happily gave it to her.”

“Nice,” Lana said. “Some of the girls are coming soon. Twenty more in the evening. I thought we could show them around the mansion. That sure will win them over.”

“Good idea,” I said.

The girls eventually showed up. They looked like barely legal teens, and we interviewed them one by one. Sofi and Ariella kept the rest company in the meantime, not wanting to make anyone feel left behind. It turned me on by greeting novel girl after novel girl. They were all so attractive like ripe fruits just falling into my hands. They were vastly different as well. Some of them were a bit shy and asked some more questions and others wanted to get down and dirty without second thoughts.

“Well, the first film you’ll star in will be up soon,” Lana said. “It’s called the World’s Luckiest Man, and you, among hundreds of girls, will be lined up for him.”

“Okay,” she said, her cheeks pinkening. “Uhm, I’ve never sucked a man before, so I’m not sure.”

“It’s not hard,” Lana said. “You aren’t the only virgin. I can give you a private lesson before the set.”

“What about during the set?” I suggested. “Virgins are equally as attractive as experienced girls. Many fetishes in the same clip.”

Lana nodded, her eyes brightening. “You’re a genius,” she said, a grin spreading on her lips. “I’ll teach you on set, sweetheart.”

“Okay,” the girl named Alice said. At eighteen years old, she was struggling financially. She couldn’t afford college and was sick of working dead-end jobs. She looked forward to this as much as I did even if she seemed a bit shy for now.

Lana also made sure to explain our relationship. “When you work for us, you’re only allowed to be with Josh, or Jack is his porn name. In the meantime, you’ll be working at a cam studio in our other mansion, and when Jack wants you, you’ll come here and we’ll shoot some scenes together.”

“I got it,” she said, smiling. “I think you’re cute.”

After we’d interviewed a batch of them, we took them with us on a tour, showing them both our mansions. They were all flustered. They’d never imagined being able to afford living in Beverly Hills, let alone the most luxurious mansions up here with the most gorgeous view. They talked about what it was like to be at the top of the world. It was a great introduction, and it went smoothly. I couldn’t imagine any of them wanting to decline our offer.

And when we got back to our mansion, we showed them some of the porn we’d already filmed. They giggled at the public ones and also thought the scene with the cops was the best. I agreed with them and told them they were most likely up for part two. They spoke a lot with Ariella and Sofi who explained to them our journey.

When they heard how we started at the bottom and climbed to the top, it excited and motivated them. They asked for tips and what turned me on when I was out of earshot.

At the end of the day after we’d interviewed them, I sat with Lana while the girls were swimming. We didn’t have much time to film any new scenes, but I had to rest for the big shot.

“I’ve ordered some furniture for our new mansion,” Lana said. “Also, plenty of toys and cameras they’ll use for the camming.”

“There’s a lot of equipment we need that I didn’t think of.”

“Don’t worry,” she said, her lips curving in a smile. “I got this all covered.”

“I didn’t expect every single one of them to be down for this,” I said. I expected perhaps some of the girls to flat out decline the offer, or at least that they had to be persuaded, but no. There was not a single one of them that showed any hints of doubt. Some of them were a bit nervous and shy, but at the end of the interview and tour, they were excited to start working.

“It’s easy money for them,” Lana said, crossing her legs. “And what Alice pointed out—You’re good-looking. Two in one shot … or there’ll be hundred in ten shots when thinking about it.”

She infected me with her seductive smile. “Alice …” I had to think before her face popped up in my mind. Even if we hadn’t interviewed half of them yet, there were so many of them that I already forgot some of their names and faces. “They’re hard to keep track of.”

“Have you written any code lately?” she asked.

I shook my head. I thought about it now and then and missed it somewhat. Even if debugging was a pain in the ass, it felt good to build stuff, but to build this business had replaced that. “Our developers take care of the back end.”

“We should build an application where you have your girls in some sort of selection screen. Whenever you want them, just press a button and they should show up. Like DoorDash but for your girls.”

I chuckled. “Not a bad idea,” I said. It made me feel more and more like a king, but I swore not to grow lazy like one. “When do you think we can get started?”

“In a week maybe,” Lana said. “As soon as they can move in. What we could do now is to plan how it will go down.”

“We can start in the bedroom. I’ll have Sofi and the rest of them first. I go to the shower and another batch of girls is waiting for me. Ariella cooks our breakfast and while I eat, another girl sucks me and so on. It’ll be great.”

“We can then have them lined up at the tennis court,” Lana said.

“Oh yeah … like in the movie,” I said. I started hardening as I thought of going through a hundred of them. It was an unprecedented task, but I knew I was hung and fit for the job.

Lana placed her hand on my bulge and stroked the head. It was currently dark, but our mansion was lit up with neon lights. The girls were swimming around in the pool, throwing beach balls at each other. They were nude as usual, and I kept my eyes on their springy tits that kept bouncing up and down.

Lana reached into my shorts, and I exchanged smiles with her. I just leaned back and let her have it. She pulled down my shorts completely, and her breathing deepened.

“Since I’ll film it,” she said. “I want my fill now.”

“Go ahead,” I said. She brought out my cock which suddenly stiffened. She wrapped her full lips around the head and bobbed forward. I squirmed with pleasure as she continued her slow descent onto my base.

I watched the skyline in the meantime, hearing her slobbering over my erection. When it was fully wet, she straddled my legs and gave me a clear view of her undressing. She pulled her dress over her head, freed her busty boobs from her confines and pulled her wet panties aside. She pushed my cock inside.

Placing her hands onto my shoulders, she rode me all the way till I climaxed. I did nothing besides holding onto her fine, tanned ass and looking at her gorgeous tits that bounced in front of my eyes. When I fired my seed inside her, she slowed down exactly to my liking, milking my climax slowly.

“That was heavenly,” I said as I was still entrenched inside her. Being the tallest and most mature of my women, she looked like a goddess from my view.

“I loved it too,” she said. She locked her arms around my neck and pushed her breasts against my face. “I can’t wait to film it.”

“Neither can I,” I said, her boobs muffling my voice.


Chapter 6

Islowly opened my eyes to the sight of my erection tenting the sheets. We had spent a week preparing the new mansion and interviewing the girls. The day before yesterday, they’d all moved in and today we would start the film.

“Are you awake?” Sofi asked. She lay next to me with her arm draped over my chest, her deep breath against my neck. Her presence warmed me greatly.

“I just woke up,” I told her.

“Your cock has certainly been awake for longer,” she said, stifling a giggle.

“I won’t deny that,” I said.

“I won’t touch it till Lana gets the camera. Are you awake, Lana?”

“I am,” Lana said. “But let’s wait a few minutes. I need to text the other girls to prepare themselves.”

Lana swung her legs off the sides of the bed and picked up the phone from the nightstand. She DMed the girls, and they pinged Lana shortly after. “They’re awake … Let me prepare the camera.”

She went outside and spoke to the girls who slept at our place in the vacant guest rooms. Thirty of them were here and the rest at our second mansion. They’d been linked together with a trail lined with palm trees and exotic flowers. It was absolutely gorgeous and dreamlike.

“It’s so tempting to stroke you,” Sofi said, looking at the soaring tent with lust in her eyes.

“She’ll be back in a minute,” I said. I was rock hard and couldn’t wait to get my dick wet. Ten times in a single day would be a personal record, but I knew the novel flesh would turn me on and raise my libido.

Lana came back in, fully nude with the camera in her hand. “You can start,” she said, winking.

As soon as Lana smashed the play button, Sofi yanked the bedsheet away from me, revealing my erection at its full glory. She didn’t even wrap her fingers around it, just plunged it into her mouth.

After she’d enjoyed my throbbing erection, she passed it onto Ariella who slowly took it into her mouth, sliding it over her tongue and to the back of her throat. Coming off with a kiss, Ida and Sara sat next to each other and pushed it into their mouths as well. I just leaned back and let them take care of me.

After they’d sucked me, Sofi was back in line and rode me on top, moaning out in joy as I stretched her youthful pussy. She came off and passed it to Ariella. The girls got an equal opportunity to ride me.

When Sara came off me, I rose. “Prepare my clothes downstairs … I’ll go to the bathroom.”

“Okay,” Ariella said and giggled with the rest of the girls. They chose an outfit for me, and Lana followed me into the bathroom. Two girls were already waiting for me, both of them had glossy chestnut hair, and they were a bit on the slimmer side. They looked to be in the same age range as Sofi.

“Good morning,” I told them.

They gravitated toward me. I draped my arms across their waists, right under their perky tits. Their nipples were thicker than average, and my mouth watered as I fantasized about sucking them.

“Morning,” they both said shyly. I didn’t remember either of them, but it didn’t matter. Standing in front of the mirror, I drank them in, studying their pink slits and fingering them. They had unusual white skin compared to LA, but it just made their pussies glow even brighter.

I took them with me to the shower, and as soon as the water cascaded over us, they reached for my erection, stroking it lovingly. I looked them both in the eyes, but it was difficult to make eye contact as the size caught them off guard.

“It’s thick as a toilet roll,” one of them said.

“I think it’s even thicker,” the other said with a naughty giggle.

Lana had prepared them well, and they also made sure to look into the camera now and then, smiling at my glorious erection. I told one of them to bend over, and I reached for my cock and pushed it inside.

“Thick enough for you?” I asked her.

“Oh yeah … this is my dream size,” she gasped as I pushed it further.

I pounded her against the wall. The smacks were wet and warm as the shower. I then crooked my finger at the other girl who lined up next to her. I pulled my cock out and pushed it inside, fucking her hard till our flesh slapped.

They looked alike and their pussies were equally as tight, constricting around my girth for every thrust. After enjoying them, I pulled out. We resorted to washing each other, but they gave my cock a bit extra attention.

Waving away the steam, we stepped outside. Two other girls with smooth, flawless skin stepped in. They looked a bit mature, and I remembered them to be in their late twenties. They went down on their knees and plunged my throbbing cock into their mouths. My knees grew incredibly weak as they sucked the orgasm right out of my cock.

One of the girls wrapped her hands around my erection and aimed it at her friend’s mouth. I fired right down her gullet, and they swapped positions, so the other girl held my cock while the other got my semen into her mouth as well. They opened their mouths in front of the camera, showing off my glorious load before they swallowed it all like a privileged treat. They smiled happily and rose to their feet. I gawked at their flesh as they helped dry me.

“Damn, you sucked well,” I told them.

“Thank you,” one of them said.

“We take our jobs very seriously,” the other one said.

Lana gave me a thumbs up, and we descended the stairs. Ariella had neatly prepared the clothes for me, and I took on my shorts but left the shirt on the couch.

“Breakfast in ten minutes,” Ariella said. Wearing an apron, she stood in the kitchen with Sara, Ida and Sofi.

“Alright, I’m waiting outside,” I said. I stepped outside and headed to the couch where four nude girls sat. The two of them looked a bit on the shyer side and also like barely legal teens. Even if we sat in a shade, their dark blonde hair glowed like the light of my dreams. I couldn’t wait to enter them.

The two girls, who sat next to them, looked a bit more experienced, glancing at my bulge with a horny grin. “Can we do anything for our master?”

“Suck me while I wait for breakfast,” I told them and slumped down between them.

They nodded. I lifted my pelvis and the experienced girl pulled down my shorts till she’d freed my cock. “My friend has never done this before,” she said with a grin. “I’ll teach her a thing or two.”

“That’s fine,” I said. “We all gotta start somewhere.”

The experienced blonde stroked my cock, spitting in her hands and lubricating it till it glistened. She pointed it at her friend, and the shy blonde reached and grabbed it.

“It’s hard,” she said with a laugh. “And very warm.”

“It’s supposed to be,” her sex tutor said. “Just stick it in your mouth and go with the flow.”

She leaned over, making her warm, lustrous hair fall onto my waist. She wrapped her lips around it and bobbed her head forward. Even if she didn’t know what she was doing, it was equally as hot to take the innocence of a little virgin, especially as she did so in front of a camera.

They exchanged tips, and the tutor kept showing her how to properly blow me. While they passed my cock back and forth, I reached for their tits and squeezed them both. We took a break when Ariella, Ida, Sara and Sofi came with breakfast.

I loaded up my plates with bacon and eggs. The meal had never tasted so well. At least twenty girls were sitting around this table. They’d also set up a table in the background. Most of them were topless, and Lana made sure to capture this beautiful scene.

“This is divine,” I flattered Ariella.

“Thank you,” Ariella said, her cheeks pinkening to the color of her pussy. “It was fun not being alone in the kitchen for a change.”

After we’d finished, Ariella served us a little dessert: waffles with whipped cream and cherries. “You’ll need it for your stamina,” Sofi whispered.

I just chuckled at her humor and started eating. After I finished a waffle, I looked at the girls who’d sat next to the ones who’d recently blown me. “Do you want some whipped cream on your pie?” I asked one of them.

“Okay,” she said demurely. That sweet little bird wore no makeup, but her private area might need some extra touches.

I patted the top of the table. “Don’t be shy … your parents aren’t here.”

She laughed and pointed. “Should I just sit on top?”

“Uh-huh,” I told her. “Girl, your body is gorgeous. Don’t be shy.”

“Okay.” She sat right in front of me and spread her legs. I gave the bowl of whipped cream to the girl sitting next to me, and she neatly covered her crisp, youthful slit with cream. The girl with cream on her twirled her hair on her finger, waiting anticipatingly as I watched my second dessert with lust and hunger. I leaned closer and closer till my tongue hit the whipped cream. I started on the top, licking and nibbling my way till I hit her pink flesh. The cream melted, flowing in white rivulets down her gorgeous wet slit. I licked up every trail and feasted on her pussy. The whipped cream went so well on her pink fruit, the flavors exploded over my tongue as I eagerly lapped her.

I pulled my head back, the sight of that little virgin turning me on. She looked at me carefully, a bit surprised to lose her maidenhead on top of a table. Standing up, I rubbed the crown of my cock along her juicy folds. I pushed my girth inside. She was as tight as a fist and hugged my cock for every inch I pushed inside. She planted her hands behind her, almost knocking off a plate.

“Oh my,” she said. She wrapped her legs around my back like a lock. I descended down her cave slowly, but she moaned as if her life depended upon it.

After ten slow pussy strokes, I pulled out and eyed the next treat. Ariella quickly made sure to take the dishes as I fucked them one after another on top of the table. When there was no more space on top of the table, and I had lost count of how many I had entered, I couldn’t hold in my load. I grabbed the lucky girl’s flesh and rammed myself into her. The orgasm came so suddenly, and my balls tightened and exploded the next second. I emptied myself inside her, slowly milking it as she leaned back and moaned.

I pulled my erection out, my cum lubricating the exit. The adorable girl, that I had just pounded on the table, wiped the sweat from my brow. “Maybe, you need a swim,” she suggested.

I had a hard time thinking. It felt as if I were in heaven. “You’re right.” I took a couple of the girls that I hadn’t fucked with me. “Let’s hold hands and jump in simultaneously,” I said. They both eagerly did so, forming a chain as we hopped into the pool. The water splashed all over the place. I swam under the water, looking at their youthful bodies from beneath. The water was so clear, it wasn’t difficult to see every inch of their flesh.

I came up for a breath, and I draped my arms over the edge of the pool. They all flocked to me. I got my eyes on a rare redhead with porcelain skin, and her cheeks were peppered with freckles. “How’s it like living here?” she asked, occupying the spot in front of me.

“It’s a dream come true,” I said, my stiff cock bobbing in approval.

“It’s so luxurious,” she said, her eyes sparkling.

The girls who flanked me grabbed a piece of my cock, stroking it while I talked with them. “You can get used to it and enjoy your life here.”

“I am already,” she said, spinning around, making her perky boobs jiggle. “It was nice seeing you fuck all of them on top of that table.”

“You’ll get your turn too,” I said. “Where are you from?”

“I’m also from Cali,” she said, giving me a wink. “On the outskirts of the Golden Gate City.”

I waved my hand dismissively. “LA is where it’s at.”

“This is my first time here though, believe it or not.”

“You came to the right place,” I told her. “Come and back your ass against me. You deserve to see the gorgeous view.” She backed her firm bottom against my cock. It had a couple of inches left to full mast, and she was the right girl for the job. I kissed her neck and held onto her breasts as we enjoyed the gorgeous view. “Are any of you virgins?”

Two of them raised their hands. “Give those two virgins a little lesson, and we’ll play a little game.”

They got along well, teaching the girls how to properly spread their legs. One taller girl was a bit more experienced, licking the sides of the little virgin and helping her loosen up. I pushed my cock in further and further, and she happily took it with ease.

Once she was comfortable, I went to the second virgin and took her innocence as well. She sat on the edge of the pool while I was in the water and pushed myself inside her. “Can you fuck in the water too?” she asked.

“Of course,” I told her and lifted her down. I held onto her waist, and she wrapped her arms around my back as I fucked her while standing, water splashing everywhere. She chuckled, and I then slipped the cock out from her hole. “Now that I’ve warmed you up. Let’s play a game where you chase me. The one who catches me gets fucked, and we up the thrust for every time.”

They started on the other side, and their tits kept playing peek-a-boo with the water. “How long are we supposed to wait?” one of them asked.

They sounded desperate. “Now!” I exclaimed.

They started chasing me, and I swam away. One of the experienced girls grabbed my cock first, and she desperately backed her ass against me, begging for my joystick. I slid it inside her honey-drenched hole, taking her once.

“Blah, that was nothing,” she said, disappointed.

I kissed her feminine neck before letting go. “Catch me again.”

They desperately swam after me. I sometimes made it a bit more challenging by diving underwater, and sometimes I just floated on my back. It was equally as fun as seeing them chase me. When we reached thirty, I called it off. They’d almost gotten fucked equally.

“I’ve never played such a sex game before,” one of them said.

“We played like truth or dare in high school, but a sexy version,” another girl said.

“That’s something we should do too,” I said. I wasn’t that familiar with truth or dare, but I knew what it was about. I could definitely picture the fun of playing a sex version of it. “You can remain here if you wish. I need to get out and have a massage.”

When I came up from the pool, I looked at the girls who’d been handpicked by Lana to give me a sensual massage. They came over like shy maidens and dried me. All of them had worked as a masseuse before. I thought it would be nice to just call them over, so they could massage me whenever I wanted to. I lay on the grass, facing the hills. All five of them took a spot each, filling their hands with oil and rubbing them over me. Their thighs were close to my body, providing me with additional warmth. I sighed in relief. I sure needed to relax after swimming for so long.

They moved onto the body-to-body massage. First they oiled their own bodies. Twisting my neck, I looked at their oily boobs and smiled. Next, they rubbed their tits side to side all at once, but then they took turns sliding their soft breasts and bodies over my back as well.

“He’s so muscular,” one said in her cute voice.

“I know,” said another. She was bold and moved to my neck, giving me a wet kiss before rubbing her tits over my back.

I turned around, facing the sky and the young, horny women and their gleaming bodies. They were curvy, and all of them were well-endowed breast-wise. I believed they had the nicest boobs I’d seen so far, but I’d already had my way with so many girls that it was difficult to remember them all.

They helped each other pour some additional oil over themselves, rubbing it in till they gleamed. One by one, they slid over my legs, along my cock and up to my chest. Every body slide sent me to a new height of pleasure, and my cock throbbed for the third time this day.

“Hmm, that’s nice,” I said, just relaxing and letting the gorgeous girls take care of me.

When the climax was building, I started lifting my pelvis. I chose the girl with the biggest tits. “Titty-fuck me till I cum and then the rest of you lick it up.”

She looked honored that I wanted to finish on her rack. She straddled my legs and glanced at the girls. “Lube,” she said flirtatiously. They held their hair from their faces and leaned closer to her assets. They all spat right on her tits and cleavage till she was dripping wet. The well-endowed girl leaned down to my cock, opened her mouth and let her saliva fall and splash onto the top of my erection. She wedged my joystick between her breasts and tightly wrapped her tits around it. She started stroking me with her soft, warm flesh.

I curled my toes, flitting my eyes from her youthful face to her breasts. The head of my cock kept bonking against her chin. She looked down and opened her mouth, welcoming my cock inside her instead. “Geeze,” I said as my internal temperature rose for every titty-stroke. I could barely last a minute. The cock-catcher we played at the pool along with the sensual massage had pushed me to the edge.

On the next downward stroke, she detonated my third orgasm as it rushed out from the tip like a fountain, splashing against her face and covering her nose and cheeks in my seed. The rest spilled over her creamy tits as she slowed down on her titty-strokes, making every drop fall over her gorgeous chest.

She tossed her hair behind her shoulders, and she flashed her melons at the rest of the girls. They took turns, licking up the cum from her breasts. I questioned whether I was in heaven or not.

“Geeze, that’s quicker than expected,” Lana said, lowering the camera.

“I’m in heaven,” I said.

“You have like seventy wet girls waiting for you on the other side,” she said with a wink.

“I know,” I said. “Let me lie here for a moment.”

“Alright, just a heads up, Sofi will film now,” Lana said. “We’ll switch it up … You’re doing amazing.”

“If you say so,” I said. “I’ve never experienced anything like this.”

“You’re doing better than the original,” Lana said with a wink. “And keep in mind, they didn’t film within a day.”

“They used movie magic,” I said, disappointed.

“Lots of Viagra too,” Lana pointed out. “You need neither.”

“Cock of steel,” I joked, making her laugh. “How do you know all this?”

“Those films are like urban legends,” she said. “So, most of us have heard about them. Also, my friend was in it.”

“Was she one of the lucky ones who got a facial?”

“Oh yeah,” Lana said. “She was smoking hot during her prime. The actor couldn’t resist her lips.”

“Almost all of the newcomers are irresistible,” I said.

“Do you want some water?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said and sat up on the grass. Some of the girls were swimming, some others sat on the terrace with their phones. Some applied sunscreen on each other and some others masturbated with toys. It seemed like they were prepping for the cam time. It was a beautiful sight; something out of a dream movie. No wonder a film like this would be named the World’s Luckiest Man. Lana came over with a bottle of water in her hand. She handed the camera over to Sofi, who plopped down next to me.

“Do you mind if I see what you’ve filmed so far?” Sofi asked, eagerly looking at the display.

“Of course not,” I said. “You’ll see it eventually.”

“I just remember when you took them on top of the table,” she said. “It made me slightly envious.”

“Why?” I asked her.

“Why …? Because you’ve never fucked me like that,” she said jokingly.

“You never asked.”

“Hey, I can’t come up with everything, and that whipped cream made me wet like a pool,” she said. We sat hip to hip while I hydrated myself with the refreshing water. It was warm but not scorching hot. The temperature was perfect for fucking in other words.

She found the clip and started from scratch. “Nice,” Sofi said when she reached the scene on top of the table. “Damn, so many girls are lined up for you. This camera is so good you can even see the beads on their pussies.”

“It’s the best camera I’ve ever worked with,” Lana said, leaning back and letting the sun caress her skin. “Technology advances so fast.”

“But our fucking and urges stay the same,” Sofi said. “They are damn good masseuses too.”

“Yeah, Ariella has got competitors.”

“I wished we could have a long table and eat together,” Sofi said. “It isn’t nice to be split like that.”

“You mean with the other mansion as well?”

“Uh-huh, don’t you think?”

I draped my arm over her shoulder. “You’re so nice. You always want to be united.”

“Yeah, don’t you?”

“Of course … together we’re strong.”

She leaned her head on my shoulder as the sun steadily rose. I heard some girls masturbating in the background along with some twittering birds. “Are they practicing camming?” I asked Lana.

“Some of them are,” Lana said. “But I have told them we won’t start till the manager shows up tomorrow. Some of these virgins have to be taught a thing or two. It isn’t as easy as they would believe it to be.”

“You spread your legs and shove a dildo inside,” Sofi said with a shrug.

“Ha-ha … Nah, it’s a bit more to it than that. Most importantly, you have to interact with the viewers,” Lana said.

“Sounds easy peasy to me,” Sofi said and turned her attention back to me. “Let me know when you want to start filming again.”

“We can take an additional twenty before we eat lunch, alright?”

“By the tennis court?”

“Yeah, and the outdoor gym,” I said.

“Hey, I’m waiting for you,” Sofi said. “Food can wait. Your cock can not.”

“Lana, let the girls know to be ready.”

“A second,” she said, rising to her feet and striding over to our second mansion. My eyes were glued on her eyes all the way.

“You like her ass,” Sofi pointed out.

“Yes, Captain Obvious.”

She punched my shoulder lightly. “Don’t call me that.”

“Relax, I’m joking with you,” I told her. “Are you prepared for the tennis court and the outdoor gym?”

“I was born ready,” Sofi said. “But it won’t beat our special time at the gym.”

“We’ll see,” I said.

“Where do you think we would have been without Lana?” Sofi asked.

“We definitely would have been somewhere, but Lana has helped us a lot,” I said. “You’re hardly going to find a more loyal woman than her.”

“Or one that loves sex as much,” Sofi said.

“What about you?”

“I’m a girl, not a woman,” Sofi pointed out, a smile playing on her lips. “Big difference.”

“A pussy is a pussy regardless,” I said.

“Maybe for you,” Sofi said. “But women her age tend to be a lot more boring. She’s down for everything, and she’s hot on top of it.”

“Yeah … she’s incredibly seductive.” I chose my words carefully. She was sexy and alluring as well, but seductive fit her the best. I waited for Lana, and after a couple of minutes, she strode back toward us. She was as curvy as an hourglass. Unlike the girls, she had a triangle patch of hair on top of her mound, and her bell-shaped breasts, which were fully round on the bottom, jiggled with every step. Seeing her helped me thicken, and it sure was needed as I prepared myself to have my way with the newcomers.

“They’re ready,” Lana said with a wink. “Have fun … I’ll teach the girls some basic cam rules when you’re there … taking care of business.”

“Nice,” I said. I rose to my feet, but Sofi still sat on her knees. She sneakily caught my cock with her mouth, sucking me a little. After three pumps, she came off with a pop.

“Got to seize the opportunity when you can,” she said, tossing her bright blonde hair over her shoulders while rising. Smashing the play button, she filmed from where we’d left off.

I put on my shorts and took her with me to the other side. It felt like I entered paradise. The trail was lined with flowers in the colors of my dreams, and butterflies fluttered among them, adorning the beautiful scene. There were over sixty girls, fully nude and as wet and fertile as the soil next to a river. Some of them were on the tennis court, some were swimming in the pool and some were sunbathing. They were all waiting for me, waiting to be taken and claimed.

They pushed their shades down the ridge of their noses, looking at me and whispering. I was glad to see them enjoy themselves and waved back as some greeted me.

I went to the tennis court, seeing three topless girls there wearing white skirts. They were tall as volleyball players, all waiting for me with their hands wrapped firmly around their rackets.

“Are you up for a round?” I asked them.

“We are,” they said eagerly. The tall blonde threw me a racket, and I tossed it up and down in my hand. I served first, smashing the ball to the girl who struck it back. I didn’t play so well, but I did place some volleys well and countered some clever groundstrokes. Their nudity distracted me. They groaned for every smash, and the ball whizzed back and forth. They also found it difficult to concentrate as I was the only man there.

“Don’t you need a break?” one bold girl proposed. With long, sturdy legs, she was almost as tall as I. She had a body to die for, and I couldn’t resist her proposal. I tossed the racket aside and moved toward the net. My teammate went on her knees and unzipped my shorts. She took off her cap, so it wouldn’t bump into my waist.

“Finally,” she said and opened wide, bringing me into her wet mouth. I leaned back, enjoying the sensation of another pair of lips wrapped around my shaft. She came off and stroked me to full mast.

I turned to my two opponents, my balls reaching the net for a change. “Your balls got to be over the net,” one of them said flirtatiously.

I lifted my balls over the net, and they both went on their knees as well, taking turns sucking me deeply. I knew already they were experienced in the arts of sucking and pleasing a man, judging by the way they blew me long and deep. Their cheeks bumped into each other on occasions when sharing my joystick, but there were no hostilities. They just giggled. Seven other girls lined up behind them, twirling their hair on their fingers and waiting to get honored by my length.

My opponents moved aside and left room for the other girls. I glanced down at my dripping cock and the next girl sucking me as if it were a lollipop. They were all equally hungry to take me to the back of their throats.

I arched my back as I felt the first hints of an orgasm building. “Go to the seats,” I commanded them and took them with me. They sat on top in a doggy position, and I plunged my cock into pink hole after pink hole. They moaned loudly. I had ten asses in front of me, and I gave them all a fair round of pounding.

I stopped at my teammate, making her the lucky girl as I sprayed my load inside her hole. She held onto the chair, her pussy quivering as I emptied myself thoroughly. I unsheathed my joystick, and I was surprised by the amount of buttermilk that trickled down her heat. It was my fourth orgasm, and I sighed in relief as there were many more to come.

The girls jumped to their feet and watched her. They were feeling naughty and stood in line just to lick her slit, getting some of my rich semen into their mouths. It was another incredible scene to die for.

My opponent came back with my clothes. “Do you want them?” she asked.

“I can put them on for now,” I said. “Damn, you’re good at tennis.”

“I know how to hold a racket,” she said, waggling her eyebrows.

“I’ve no doubt about that.”

“Yeah … But jokes aside it’s pricey finding a decent court.”

“That’s the least you have to worry about.”

“If you enjoy working out during the mornings, maybe we can play together again, getting some early sunshine too.”

“For sure,” I said. “I only played some during my childhood. I don’t remember that much though.”

“I’ll happily refresh your memory,” she said. Her smile was addictive. It felt great to talk to every one of these girls. Even if there were a hundred of them, it would take time to get to know them all.

We sat down on the sofa, taking a little break. Six chicks sat there topless and asked me several questions. I answered them as well as I could since most of them were about our work.

Sofi lowered the camera. “How was it?” I asked her.

“I loved it,” she said. “The girls did too …” She was about to say something more, but we spotted Ariella coming over, her auburn hair lit up by the sun.

“What do you want for lunch, and when?” she asked me.

“Make those burritos you did the other week,” I told her.

She dipped her head.

“And we might be ready in an hour. You can have them ready by then.”

“Okay,” she said, turning around and going back to our mansion. I went around and asked the girls what they thought so far. They were in love with this mansion and view, and they also couldn’t wait to show me their skills. I was glad they enjoyed it here.

I patted Sofi on the back. “Let’s take care of the gym.”

Sofi eagerly jumped to her feet and said, “Alright, let’s take care of business.”

I approached ten of the girls that would be ready for the gym scene. “Jump into your leggings and tight tops and join me.”

They eagerly ran inside, and I watched their porcelain and tanned bottoms on their way. “So much ass,” I said and laughed.

“So much pussy too,” Sofi said.

We went to the gym, and I started working out, doing some bicep curls in the meantime. One girl after another came out in their gym clothes. When they were all gathered, we started filming some workout scenes.

We went first to the squat rack. A blonde girl, whose leggings hugged her curves like a second skin, twirled her hair on her finger. After a closer look, her camel toe was way too prominent to be covered by panties. “Are you behind me in case I make a whoopsie daisy?” she asked.

“I got your back,” I said.

She went up to the bar and was about to lift it with her neck. “I will feel safer with your hands on my hips,” she said.

I didn’t know why it was necessary, but I placed them there anyway, reminding myself she didn’t wear any panties. Lifting the bar, she took two steps back, and while I held onto her, she squatted and made sure to push her ass against my crotch. It was difficult to concentrate when she had such a prominent cleavage bulging out from her sports bra.

“Why are you poking me with your finger?” she asked after taking another rep.

“You know damn well that ain’t my finger,” I said close to her neck.

“Are you concentrating?” she asked, waggling her eyebrows. “I don’t want you to fall on top of me.”

“Then don’t tease me,” I told her, stealing a kiss on her neck. “Come on, one more rep.”

“Alright,” she said. “Only if you grab me hard … I don’t want to trip.”

I grabbed her hips, sinking my fingers into her soft flesh. “How’s that?”

“Perfect,” she said. She lowered herself down, and I didn’t let go of her juicy hips. On her way up, she struggled, filling her lungs with so much air her cleavage bulged out. “Can you help me push?”

“Alright,” I said.

I tried to help her, but she resisted. “You’re holding me wrong … move your hands to my waist instead.”

I slid my hands up, curling them around her waist. “Better?”

“Higher.”

I rolled my eyes and reached the border of her breasts. “How about now?”

“Better,” she said as I almost lifted her with the help of her round orbs. She placed the bar back on the rack, and it was now another hottie’s turn.

We went through the same thing. The hot chick asked me to come closer, so I could just rub my crotch against her bottom.

“I feel safer when you’re behind me,” she said, twisting her neck.

“I’m right behind you,” I said, spooning her while standing.

Having taken notes from the other girl, she asked for help on her last rep. “You’ll have a better grip if you hold my chest.”

I palmed her round tits that stretched her top to the limit and melted a little as I helped her up again. “Strong legs,” I said, kissing the beauty on the neck.

We continued, and I spotted them all. The constant butt rubbing against my bulge hardened me to steel. We went over to the bench press. When I lay on the bench, a girl stood in front of me, straddling my face. I wanted to rip her clothes off and reach her pussy.

I placed the bar back on the rack and tugged at her leggings. “I think it would be better if you took these off.”

“I agree … It’s so hot,” she said. She pulled down her leggings, revealing the fact that she was wearing no panties beneath, confirming what I suspected earlier. I did another set, and she straddled my face as well. She lowered her fruit right onto my lips, motivating me to lick her further.

“Let another girl spot me,” I told her.

A curvy brunette took her spot. She was one of the few that had some hair on her mound that looked sexy as hell. She lowered her puffy vagina right onto my mouth. I slobbered all over her, nibbling on her lips and slipping in my tongue. She was sweeter than a melon and equally wet.

She came off my face after the set, and I looked around at the girls who were mostly clothed and told them to undress. They lined up and one after another sat on my face as I continued my set.

After I’d tasted them all, I took the girls with me to the dumbbell rack. “Do you need help?” I asked them.

“That would be nice,” they said.

“If you do them at the bench, you’ll train your arms more. You can sit on top of me, so I can help you.”

I sat down and beckoned the girl whom I’d spotted first at the squat rack. Being the lucky number one, she beamed and ground her hips into my groin. I leaned back and moaned lightly. Her flesh was warm after a hard workout, her ass covering my bulge perfectly. It throbbed even harder, desperately wanting to enter her flesh. I gave her the dumbbell. “Take it,” I said.

She curled her fingers around it, which reminded me of her curling fingers around my girth. “Looks like your cock,” she whispered with a giggle.

I curled my left arm around her waist, moving it up to her tits. “You haven’t seen it yet,” I reminded her.

“I’ve binge-watched your videos for months … I know what size I’ll be dealing with.”

“You’ve been a good girl.”

“I’ll be a bad one after this workout,” she insisted.

I held her hand and helped her do a bicep curl. “You can do more,” I said and didn’t like the fact that I did most of the work for her. She seemed too busy gyrating her hips.

“I’m trying,” she said with a light moan.

“Is your goal a nice body or to arouse me?” I asked.

“Both,” she said in a lowered voice.

I made sure to squeeze her left tit. “Is your goal to train me or touch me?” she countered flirtatiously.

“Both,” I whispered back. She changed hands, and I curled my right arm around her waist, pressing her back closer to mine. I used my left hand to help her curl her hand. She moaned for every rep, and I told her to slowly breathe in and out.

“My arms are aching,” she said.

“Take a break,” I told her close to her neck.

“But I want to sit on top of you,” she said.

“There are nine other girls who want some too,” I said.

She didn’t want to be accused of being selfish and hogging me to herself. She hopped off, and then I noticed the wet patch at her camel toe just kept widening.

I patted my lap, beckoning the next girl. “Are you ready?”

Nodding, she turned around and had a seat right on top of me. I grabbed her waist and lifted her a couple of inches farther back till her back was against my waist. “That’s better,” I said.

“You’re so strong … And you’re hardening,” she noted.

“Both are correct,” I said. I held onto her. She also shifted around in her seat as I helped her with the bicep curls. She made the friction incredibly sweet as she pleasured the sensitive head with the crack of her ass. I just wanted to rip their clothes off and fuck them right there.

“Are you feeling stronger?” I asked her after she had done her last rep. She flexed her arms in the sunshine.

“I feel stronger, but I look the same,” she said.

“We’ll show him our stamina in bed,” one of the other girls said and waggled her eyebrows. They continued to work out, rubbing their ass cracks along my cock.

“Wait a minute,” a clever girl said. “So, you are still wearing shorts but our leggings are off. That’s not fair.”

One of them reached the zipper of my shorts. “We also want a better grip.” She unzipped them and pulled them down to my knees along with my underwear, letting my cock breathe for a change. They all smiled and shared giggles upon seeing it. I came up with a good idea to let them play with it.

“Let’s go to the decline bench.” I summoned the girls and they eagerly came over, especially as they’d freed my joystick. I sat down, letting my cock point skyward. “Go down and suck me. For every tenth rep, you change places. And you’ll suck me ten times each.”

They stood in line next to me. Because their bobbing heads were in the way, I couldn’t take a full rep, but it didn’t matter. Once I found a pair of lips I really enjoyed, I slowed down, letting her have my sausage a bit longer. She sure needed some proteins after a workout.

I kept moaning, not because of the workout but the different heads they kept giving me. It gave me confidence, and I continued to do crunches in order not to appear weak.

After I had done three hundred reps, I was as hard as I could be. I’d let them all take three turns each, and they had undressed in the process, removing their sports top. I put up the bench and placed them on top. I started having my way with them, entering ten, fresh vaginas. The sun steadily rose in the sky, and it became hotter and hotter. There were no signs of my cock growing limper. It was as hard as it could be.

They took turns, making sure they all got fucked equally. All of these beauties had perfect, fit gym bodies with velvety smooth skin. Once it was the curvy brunette’s turn, I decided to finish inside her. I placed her legs on top of my shoulders and rammed myself into her till my testicles burst. Her pussy constricted and squeezed out every drop while my mouth opened with pleasure.

Pulling out my cock, I once again stared in awe that I’d fired so hard. I would without doubt last five times more. “Oh, thank you for choosing me,” she said.

“You’re welcome,” I said, reaching up to her creamy tits and squeezing them both.

Sofi filmed as some of the girls decided to suck my cock clean and eat out of the lucky girl’s creampie. They were incredibly horny and perfect for this job. The girl who blew me came off with a smack. “Not a drop left,” she said. She sucked till her cheeks hollowed out, so I believed her.

Sofi lowered the camera and handed me a towel. “You’re incredibly sweaty,” she said with a giggle.

“That was a tough workout,” I said, wiping my brow.

“Let me clean you,” she said, putting the camera aside and dabbing the towel all over me. “So, we should probably jump into the pool after lunch. You should probably take a break too.”

“Sure,” I said. “I still want more though.”

“Typical guy talk to never being satisfied,” she said.

I told my girls that I would be back soon, and we parted with this mansion. We went to the other side and plopped down on the couch. Ariella, Ida and Sofia were in the process of making the burritos. Ariella fried the chicken along with some rice. Ida sliced the avocados and Sara cut some veggies.

Lana was in the background, sitting with her legs spread. A group of girls sat next to her, and Lana showed them how to properly masturbate in front of a camera. I realized that this was turning into a pornographic empire.

“How many girls do you have left?” Ariella asked me as steam enveloped her. The chicken she was preparing smelled godlike.

“Fifty,” I said.

Ariella covered her mouth. “You don’t look exhausted at all.”

“I have no reason to be,” I said, leaning back on the soft cushions.

Sofi played the scenes. “Do you want to see?”

I leaned my head on hers, watching the scenes we’d recently captured. “Which one do you like better, the gym or the tennis court?” Sofi asked.

“The tennis court was original,” I said. “We’ve already done gym stuff.”

“So you are also against repeating ourselves,” she pointed out.

“I’m not against it, but it gets a bit boring doing the same thing over and over again.”

“I agree,” she said. “But sometimes it can be difficult to come up with something new. You play well by the way.”

“Nah,” I said. “The girls went easy on me.”

Ariella called for the rest of the girls. I peeked at Lana, and the insides of her thighs were completely wet. Lana put on some fresh clothes and sat down with us. “How did it go?” she asked me, her fingers carrying a sweet, musky scent.

“Perfect,” I said. I didn’t feel depleted, despite having emptied myself five times. I recovered at record speed, and even if I was supposed to relax, I wanted to go again, plunging my cock into a new, fresh river.

“I’m surprised he’s still hard,” Sofi said and placed her hand on my bulge. I wasn’t rock hard but not limp either. “I don’t mean it as an insult, but I don’t think you’ve ejaculated so many times before.”

“There’s more to Josh than what we know,” Lana said.

Ariella put the basket of burritos on the table. They were wrapped in foil, but the spicy scent rose from them. “I specially made one for you,” Ariella said. “I thought you might need to replenish your strength, so it’s extra thick.”

“Like his cock,” Sofi said, chuckling.

I grabbed the one Ariella had personally made for me. It was as thick as a two-liter water bottle and equally as long. “Damn,” I said. “I’m not sure if I’ll be able to eat this.”

“If us petite girls can swallow your erection, you should be able to,” Sofi said, making the rest of the girls laugh.

She never stopped her sexual jokes. We dug in. Since my wrap was so thick and big, there were all kinds of ingredients and spices inside. There was a layer of cheese, avocadoes, creamy sauces, spicy chicken, rice and lettuce. There were a whole bunch of tasty things in there that I didn’t even know the name of, but it didn’t matter. It was absolutely delicious like the rest of the meals she made.

To my surprise, I pushed the last bit into my mouth and devoured the entire thing in one sitting. I had to relax for a couple of minutes since I was full. “Oh, Ariella, that was tasty as hell,” I said and licked my fingers one by one.

“I’m honored,” she said and took another bite of the burrito. “It’s not like I’m trying to fatten you up.”

“I must have lost weight since you moved in with us,” I said.

“Burned too many calories railing us,” Sofi chimed in.

“Yeah, I sure have,” I said. I couldn’t argue with her. I used to sit on an office chair from morning to night. Nowadays, I was always up and running with the girls, filming scenes and being more outgoing. I felt a thousand times healthier even if I had my own personal chef with a sweet tooth.

Lana chatted with the newcomers and continued her little lecture. I leaned back and listened. It was surprisingly hot hearing Lana tell how to properly work as a cam girl. She lectured them on how to moan and masturbate properly, and also, most importantly, how to talk to the viewers and make them pay.

After I’d relaxed for an hour, Sofi nudged me with her elbow. “Are you down to film?” she asked eagerly. “The girls on the other side want their fill.”

“You don’t want to relax?” I asked her.

She shook her head. “I want to have fun.” She placed her hand on my crotch. “And it seems like you do too.”

“Alright, let Lana take the final two climaxes,” I told her. “You deserve some rest too.”

“Okay,” Sofi said, snatching the camera. She jumped to her feet and extended her hand to me, pulling me up. “Damn, you’re heavy.”

I kissed her cheek and was about to say something. She held up her finger. “So, the camera is rolling.”

I walked to our other mansion, and it was dreamlike as the sun hung in the middle of the sky, lighting up the flowers and roses. The mansion glowed with wealth and beauty, and the girls sparkled like diamonds. I sighed in relief as they all turned to me, and when I thickened, I knew I wasn’t dreaming.

* * *

Three hours later on the outdoor bed on the rooftop terrace, I thrust myself into the final girl. Alice, the cute girl I’d met first, was the last girl. She wrapped her legs around my back, holding onto me as I took her virginity. Her mouth formed into the perfect O, and she breathed as rapidly as I thrust in and out of her.

We were surrounded by nine other girls who were as wet as her. I’d recently taken them all in various positions. Once it had gotten dark, we’d gone inside, doing some scenes in the bathroom, kitchen and spa. We decided to end it here, so I could sleep with all the girls that I’d just bedded.

The climax was building quickly, and even if this would be the tenth climax, I felt it so strongly as if my balls were boiling. The pleasure became so intense that I reached new heights I’d never experienced. The little girl in front of me just kept moaning, reaching behind my back and clawing my flesh.

Finally, I pushed all the way to the hilt, and with a loud grunt, I reached the pinnacle of pleasure and flooded her womb with cum. My eyes rolled to the back of the skull while my erection was deeply entrenched inside her.

I pulled out, and I’d creampied her equally as hard as the rest of the girls. She was the hundredth pussy for this day, and I savored the sensation of having had a hundred different girls wrapped around my girth, and all their juices, flavors, perfume and warmth covered my shaft and base.

Alice sank her teeth into her bottom lip, looking proud that I’d chosen her. “It’s so warm and sticky,” she said.

I slumped down next to her. “It’s supposed to be.”

The girls cuddled up with me. I was squeezed between ten of them on this king-sized bed. It was beautiful to sleep under the open sky and the perfect ending for the movie. I wished we had something similar over at our first estate.

They climbed over each other, fully nude and spread their nectar over each other. They reached me and kissed my cheek once and wished me goodnight. I kissed them back on their lips.

Lana lowered the camera and gave me a thumbs-up. “Will you sleep here?”

“There’s nothing in this world that will make me rise from this bed,” I said. Their heat radiated from body to body and settled on me. “Tell Sofi and the rest of the girls goodnight.”

“Okay,” Lana said, smiling. “Nighty night.”


Chapter 7

Iwoke up to the clear blue sky. A fresh breeze, carrying the scent of the sea, caused the palm trees to rustle. I tried to rub my eyes, but the girls that flanked me had their arms wrapped around them. I carefully had to untangle them, so I could finally rub my eyes and clearly see my morning glory.

It baffled me that I was still erect. Yesterday, I had bedded more than a hundred of girls, marking them as mine while ten lucky girls got a taste of my load, vaginally or orally. I looked around at the gorgeous girls who slept soundly by my side. A couple of them were awake, rubbing their eyes and watching my glorious erection.

I glanced over to Alice, my eyes sweeping over her. She had dried cum on the insides of her legs and her slit. Her breath was warm and deep against my neck. She slowly opened her eyes to the sight of me drinking her in.

She rubbed her eyes and draped her arm over my chest, cuddling with me. “Morning,” she said in her morning voice.

“Good morning,” I said, sliding my hand down her back and to the curve of her ass. She was as soft and warm as a pillow. “Sleep well?”

“Uh-huh,” she said. “And you?”

“It’s just been a continuous dream since yesterday morning,” I said.

She smiled brightly. “It was fun watching you have sex with so many girls … It became difficult to wait, but it was worth it in the end.”

“I agree,” I said and reminisced over how I’d lived in obscurity for so long. It certainly was worth it when it led up to this. “Are you ready to work as a camgirl?”

“Of course … and your pornstar,” she said, covering her mouth and giggling.

“And lover,” I reminded her.

“All the things I could possibly wish for,” she said.

Another girl poked my shoulder. I turned to her, who was a lovely angel blonde. “When will the film be ready?”

“We’ll edit it today … We might be able to watch the premiere together afterward,” I told her. “But no promises.”

“Okay,” she said. “I also want to be your lover.”

“You are already,” I said, pressing my lips to her forehead. I turned to Alice and kissed her as well, waiting for the rest of my harem to wake up.

I took them with me to the shower. The main shower was as spacious as ours, and we all hopped inside as the water cascaded down on us. We took turns washing each other, exploring our flesh and rubbing the soap all over us till we were covered in foam. The steam partially veiled their youthful bodies, erotically teasing me. I turned from left to right and was surrounded by nudity, my erection slapping into thigh after thigh and ass after ass.

My cock was still hard from the morning glory but hardened when I had to wash ten girls who happily bent over and backed their young asses against my crotch. Rubbing my hands in sensual circles over a gorgeous girl’s full moon, I knew I was in paradise.

After we’d dried ourselves and put on our clothes, I headed out. On my way, I bumped into other girls who’d just woken up. I told them that their manager would come soon and teach them all about camming. They also asked when they could see me fuck them on camera.

“Hopefully tonight we can watch the premiere together,” I told them and headed out toward the sunshine. The sun rose over the hills. I wasn’t sure what time it was, but I certainly must have slept for a while judging by the sun. I made my way over to the first mansion. All of them were awake, and Sofi greeted me first. Sunbathing in my direction, she jumped to her feet and threw her arms around my neck.

“You’re strangling me,” I told her.

“You smell like … girls,” she said, chuckling.

“Dah,” I said playfully. She was wearing a transparent bikini set, partially showing me her nipples and slit.

“Did you sleep long or did you fuck them again?” she wanted to get straight to the bottom of it.

“I slept deeply,” I said.

“It’s like 1 PM,” she said.

“It was a long, pleasurable day yesterday,” I told her. “I had to sleep.”

“I gotcha,” she said. “Lana wants to speak to you, and Ariella has already prepared breakfast.”

“Have you eaten?” I asked her.

“Yeah … we’ll soon be having lunch,” Sofi said, taking my hand and guiding me to the table. She rubbed her thumb along the surface of my hand. Her skin was as smooth as silken sheets.

Lana sat with her laptop but closed it when she saw me.

“Have you been waiting?” I asked her.

“Yes, but we’re not in a hurry,” she said sweetly. “I knew you would like to sleep after all that work yesterday.”

“What do you think of the scenes?” I asked and plopped down next to her.

“It’s the best thing I’ve ever filmed,” she said. She was dressed in a pencil dress that showed little skin but hugged her curves to perfection. “I can’t wait to edit it.”

“I can’t wait to see it,” I said. “The girls asked for it too.”

“They’ve asked me as well,” Lana said. “My friend will be here in an hour. She’s excited to meet you, and she’ll be teaching the newcomers the basics of camming.”

“Great,” I said. “As long as she’s as hot as you then we’re good.”

She stifled a giggle. “You won’t be disappointed.”

Ariella came over with a plate of bacon, eggs and toasted bread. “Here,” she said adorably. She had prepared an extra big portion. She knew how to read my mind since I was starving.

I dug in, sinking my teeth into the warm bread, creamy eggs and crispy bacon. I finished it quickly. Some of the girls went back and forth from mansion to mansion and some others swam in the pool. They were having a time of their lives, and so was I.

We took a little break, relaxing and planning our day. After I’d met Lana’s friend, we would then edit the film. Sofi, Ariella, Sara and Ida wanted to shoot some erotic photos with their new clothes.

When Lana’s phone rang, she rose and extended her hand to me. “Come, she’s here.” We made our way to the gate and opened it. A woman wearing high heels, an elegant summer dress and shades stood and waited patiently. She beamed upon seeing Lana, and they greeted each other with a titty-mashing hug.

“Lana! I’m so glad to see you,” she said.

“You’re the best,” Lana said. “I won’t let you hug me too long. I want you to meet my boss and the founder of A Man’s Wet Dream, Josh.” Lana moved aside. Lana’s friend had slightly tanned skin, was as tall as Lana and wore her thick, glossy hair loose. Her cheeks were rosy and her lips thick and kissable. She looked like a rural beauty, and I was already in love.

I shook her hand. “Josh.”

“Iulia,” she said in a sexy accent which I couldn’t pinpoint where it came from.

“Where are you from?” I asked her.

“Romania … the mecca of camming,” she said, beaming.

“Nice,” I said. “You remind me of a rural beauty.”

“Yes, we have a big rural population, but in the cities, we’re as wild as you are.”

I grinned. “Come in and make yourself at home.” We gave her a short tour of the mansion. She greeted the girls, and they got along well. We took her to our office, and the mansion caught her a bit off guard.

“I’m used to working in apartment blocks … I’ve never seen anything as luxurious as this,” Iulia said.

“It cost us peanuts,” I told her.

“Hundred girls?” Iulia asked.

“You heard right,” Lana said.

“Unprecedented,” she said and whistled softly. “But I understand why you’re so popular. You’re hardly going to find any female pornstars with just one man.”

“That’s what I’m talking about,” Lana said. “All cred goes to Josh who started this.”

We sat down in our office. Iulia talked about her experiences working for one of the biggest cam-sites in the world. She had a fascinating background, starting out as an independent girl and working her way up the pornographic ladder.

When we were sitting so close, I tried my hardest to concentrate, but her jaw-dropping cleavage was hard to ignore. She also wore a hypnotic lavender perfume that almost pulled me toward her and sparked my imagination. I wanted to caress her hips, spread her legs and kiss from her breasts down to her slit.

“It won’t exactly be a hundred, but ninety-five at the moment,” I told her. “We have some cam studious in this mansion but most of them are in the other.”

“I see,” Iulia said. “Mind if I have a look?”

I shook my head. She rose to her feet, bent over as she reached the curtains. Her heart-shaped ass almost bumped into my face, her clothing so tight I questioned whether it would split. She looked across our mansion and nodded to herself.

“There’s definitely plenty of space to do some camming outdoors too. The girls you’ve shown me so far are drop-dead gorgeous, so they’ll bring in a lot of dough.”

“I tried to teach them a thing or two yesterday,” Lana said. “Most of them have no experience at all.”

“Give me a couple of days and I’ll turn them into pros,” Iulia said and then looked at me. “You have the final say. Is there hope for someone like me?”

I rose to my feet and extended my hand to her. “You are a part of the family now.”

She gave my hand an affectionate squeeze. “I hate handshakes … Give me a hug.”

I pulled her into a warm hug. She wrapped her arms around my back and wasn’t shy about mashing her tits against my chest. I retaliated and lowered my hands to her firm cheeks, squeezing them both. She giggled huskily. “I’m proud I’m still pretty enough to attract such a young gun like you.”

I’d seen her resume and already knew her age. She had turned the dreaded forty a month ago, but she didn’t seem to care. It was obvious why since her looks were flawless and her skin was still warm and smooth. In fact, she was warmer than the girls.

“If I want to film some milf scenes, I want you and Lana at the same time.”

“You’ll have me whenever you want,” Iulia promised me.

We escorted her out, and she prepared herself to teach our newcomers. Lana and I exchanged glances. “Should we edit the movie?” she asked.

“For sure,” I said. “I can’t wait to see the finished product.”

We went back inside. On the couch, Sara and Ida sat fully nude and played with two vibrators. Sofi and Ariella took several photos of them. This entire mansion smelled like musk and sex and those fragrances certainly will increase in the coming weeks.

We went back to the office and worked together side by side. It was something so erotic being alone in a room with another woman. “I’m finding it difficult to concentrate,” Lana said as she leaned forward and edited the video. Her breasts fell onto the table, providing me with a better view of her cleavage.

“Why?” I asked her.

“I keep replaying the good bits,” she said. “It’s such a turn-on seeing you with so many girls.”

I shared her frustration too. I also couldn’t help but rewind clip after clip. It didn’t need much editing either. We just had to remove some redundancies, but apart from that, it was almost finished.

“Should I turn on the AC? It’s getting hot here,” Lana suggested.

“That sure would help,” I said. She rose to her feet and fetched the remote controller that was on the bureau. She turned it on and sat back down. The AC made her hair flutter lightly, just making her look more gorgeous.

“The tennis court was amazing,” she said.

I rolled my office chair closer to her monitor. My balls hung over the net, and they stood in line just so they could suck me. “It was fun playing tennis too,” I said.

“I noticed you got some moves,” Lana said. “I used to play too, but never found the opportunity after I became a workaholic.”

“I see,” I said. “Nothing stops us from playing together now.”

“That would be nice,” she said, watching intently as I was given a head. “Damn, that’s a good blowjob. She licks the sides. She slobbers. She moans. That’s a true star.”

I recognized her too. It felt as good as it looked like. “She’s truly talented,” I agreed.

“Do you mind if I change my outfit? It’s a bit hotter than usual.”

“Sure,” I said.

“Do you want something to drink or eat?”

“Grab me a water … some strawberries wouldn’t hurt.”

She rose from the chair, and I watched her ass in the mirror of the monitor. I started growing painfully hard. It wasn’t just Lana’s presence and our being here by ourselves, but the film we’d shot yesterday was magical. I sat here with a constant boner, watching myself having my way with so many girls. As I saw the scenes, I remembered how it had felt. It didn’t matter if some of them were a bit more experienced than others. A pair of lips felt great regardless.

Lana returned, wearing a pencil skirt and top with spaghetti straps. Now there was more nudity than clothes, and it certainly wouldn’t help my horny dilemma. She sat down, her tits jiggling inside her skimpy bra. She passed me the water bottle and placed a bowl of strawberries on the table. “That’s so much better,” she said and reached for one, biting so the juice trickled down her lips, chin and dripped onto her cleavage. She took a napkin and dabbed it across her tits, reminding me of how easily they jiggled.

I grabbed a strawberry as well and popped it into my mouth. They were perfectly bittersweet. Once I reached for another, my hand bumped into hers.

“I didn’t know you would be so hungry after eating that giant breakfast,” she said.

“I burned a lot of calories yesterday,” I said.

“Open, let’s feed each other,” she suggested. “If we spill … let’s lick it up.”

“Are we still working?” I asked.

“We are almost finished. We work well together.”

She was right. I opened my mouth, and she placed half of the strawberry in my mouth. I took a bite and let the juice trickle onto my chest. She placed the other half in my mouth, and I chewed it as well, letting several rivulets trickle down my chin and pecs.

She pushed her hair behind her ears and leaned into my chest. She kissed the bottom of my abs, moving up and licking the trails on the way. Every kiss sent a shiver down my spine. I quivered with pleasure, as she reached my neck.

“Your turn,” she said and bit my earlobe.

I took a strawberry and plopped it into her mouth. She sank her teeth into it and spilled the juices all over herself. I watched the trickle as it started its slow descent into the valley of her breasts. “Should I take my top off?” she suggested.

“It’ll be hard to clean you otherwise,” I said.

She pulled the top over her head and unhooked her bra. Finally, she freed her gorgeous breasts. I leaned closer to her orbs and buried my face between them. I pressed my tongue flat against her flesh, reaching the sweet strawberry juice and licked all the way up. She arched her back and pushed her chest against me. I ended up on her neck, kissing her.

“Tastes even better,” I said. “Stuff one in your cleavage and let me eat it.”

She grabbed one and stuffed it into the valley of her breasts. “Bon appétit.”

I buried my face between her boobs, opening my mouth as I reached the strawberry. It had never tasted so sweet. She took another and placed it in her cleavage again. “Fetch it and let me have it.”

I gladly plunged between her tits again, opened my mouth and caught the strawberry. I moved it to her lips and dropped it off, so our lips touched. She chewed, so the pink juice dribbled down her flesh, and I didn’t ask for permission as I licked her again. She shivered with pleasure, and I caught sight of goosebumps flaring across her arms.

“Hmm, Josh,” she said, giggling. “Did you know that strawberries are some of the most erotic things you can eat?”

“So you chose them carefully?” I watched her face. It should’ve been glaringly obvious, but she looked as turned on as I did. I picked up the sweet scent of fresh honey between her legs. She prepared for my length. She prepared for me to take her.

“There’s nothing in this world that turns me on as much as seeing a good-looking man fucking several girls … Just touch me.”

I reached inside her skirt, tracing the little hair she had on her mound till I reached her heat. “You’re as wet as a river,” I told her.

“You’re hard as steel,” she said. I waited for her next sentence. I wanted to know if she would give me the green light, so we could peel off our clothes and have some office sex. “Let’s finish this up, and let’s go to the hot tub together on our balcony. We’ll make it before dinner.”

“You’re making my balls blue,” I said.

She giggled naughtily. “The build-up will be worth it, trust me.”

“Your tits are so distracting,” I said.

“I won’t cover them up,” she refused. “I want you to be as hard as a bar of steel when you enter me.”

“This will be challenging.”

“Maybe you can shave me too. I haven’t been bald in a while.”

“Gosh, you’re so seductive,” I said and reluctantly turned my eyes from her and onto the monitor. I tried to work, but it was difficult as hell. I knew she was topless and wet right next to me. I mustered my discipline and worked. She did too, leaning forward so her boobs fell onto the table. Her thick, lustrous hair cascaded down her, making her goddess-like body glow of beauty and health. Her tanned, copper flesh was irresistible, and it was downright painful to work under these conditions.

I took a sip of water and tried to focus. She showed me some soundtracks, and it didn’t take long till we had the finished product. I cracked my knuckles, and she glanced at my bulge. “You’re still hard, right?”

“Oh yeah,” I said.

“Do you want me to shave you too?”

“Sure, why not,” I said. “But I want to fuck you badly.”

“You will,” Lana said. She was different compared to the girls. She always took her time and didn’t want to jump at any acts.

We rose and headed up to the top floor. “Prepare the hot tub while I grab the toiletry bag,” she said.

“What about the girls?”

“They probably think we’re busy in the office,” she said with a wink.

I pushed the button and filled the hot tub. I took off my clothes and approached the railing. Some of the girls were swimming, and some others sat in the shade. They were nude as usual, having fun and talking about life. I gently stepped in while the warm water reached my ankles. I sat down and relaxed, waiting for the goddess to come.

Lana came shortly after, holding onto her toiletry bag. While she strode toward me, her beautiful, busty breasts jiggled. She neatly placed the bag on the table next to the hot tub. She climbed up the ladder and descended with her apricot facing me. She submerged half of her body under the water and waded to me.

“How am I supposed to shave you?” I asked. I couldn’t see her forbidden fruit from this view. It was hiding under the water.

“Right here,” she said and took a seat on the edge of the hot tub. That was Sofi’s favorite spot. She used to sit there and masturbate since she hated it underwater. Lana spread her legs for me. Her butthole kept playing peek-a-boo with the water, but her pink slit was fully visible. Several beads of water clung to her inner thighs, and her dripping tits looked stunning as her suckable nipples stiffened.

I waded to her while she reached into the bag. She brought out the shave gel and the shaver. “Start with the shaver and then go for the razor,” she said.

I rolled my eyes. “Only because I haven’t shaved a woman doesn’t mean I don’t know how to shave at all.”

“Just checking,” she said, opening her legs a bit more.

I reached for the device, and before turning it on, I leaned closer to her magical, pink hole. I brushed some of the hair aside, so I could see her tunnel of love a bit better. The hole was so beautiful it made me want to worship it. I inhaled her musky, sweet flavor and rubbed my thumbs over her squishy folds.

“It’s gorgeous,” I said.

“You can kiss it later if you wish,” Lana said.

“I got to earn it, I suppose.”

“You already have … a thousand times over.”

“I guess you owe me one then,” I said.

“I owe you the world,” Lana said, her voice turning serious. “I was at a place in life I didn’t want to be in … Working for someone I disliked. You saved me.”

“You can’t give me all the cred,” I said, pushing her buttons and seeing her squirm lightly. “I can’t think of any other woman in such a high position to defect to me. You were the third woman who joined us.”

“I know talent when I see it,” she said.

Lana suddenly stopped me and placed a towel beneath. “I don’t want to be swimming around my pubic hair,” she said and gave me a wink. “The coast is clear, make me bald.”

I grinned and punched the power button. The shaver glided smoothly over her private part, trimming the hair from her copper skin. I took a couple of breaks to splash some water over her mound and went back to shaving her. Her pink flesh emerged from the pubic hair. I turned it off and inspected her skin. There were just stubbles left and after that, she would be completely bald.

I laid the electric shaver aside and was about to reach for the shaving gel, but Lana took it. “Let me shake it for you,” she insisted. She took it in her hands and started violently shaking it as if she were jerking my cock, making her rack gloriously jiggle.

“Damn, like two wrecking balls,” I said as she handed me the gel.

Lana chuckled. “I’m assuming you’re talking about your balls, right?”

“Those too,” I said and covered the small stubbles with the gel, making sure I didn’t miss an inch. The cool touch of the gel contrasted with the warmth of her skin as I spread it evenly across her mound. I slowly guided the razor up and down her skin all around her intimate area, exposing her pink flesh. It felt great doing something for Lana, and the moment alone with her brought me happiness.

“You’re being so gentle,” Lana said in a husky voice. She leaned back, her nipples sharpening.

“Why wouldn’t I?” I asked. “This along with your heart are your most valuable assets.”

Lana’s eyes welled up. “I love you, Josh.”

“I love you too, Lana,” I said. When I said Lana at the end, it sent a shiver down my spine.

I laid the shaver aside and splashed some water on her vagina, making sure to clean the gel off her. What was left was a pink, bald pussy, symmetric and crisp. I parted her lips, peeking into the hole before she insisted on jumping down and wrapping her arms around me.

She suddenly pulled me in a hug, pressing herself against me and flattening out my cock which hardened. I wrapped my arms around her, letting them roam around her addictive flesh. She perched on her tiptoes and delivered a wet kiss on my lips.

“Thank you,” she whispered, her breath hot and husky against my face.

“Why are you whispering?” I asked in a lowered voice.

“Makes the moment feel more special and private,” she said, waggling her eyebrows. “It’s not every day we have a private moment for ourselves. So many girls are competing for your attention.”

“You’re right,” I said, parting her cheeks and sliding my fingers through the crack like a credit card. “Are you ready to shave me?”

“You just want to jump straight to the fun, don’t you?”

“My balls are still blue from the office,” I said.

“You aren’t the only horny person in this hot tub.” Lana traced the curves of my chest and ran her hand south, finding some pubic hair.

“Although my erection will be in the way.”

“It’s okay,” Lana said with a grin. “I know how to handle one.”

“I’ll stand up while you’re on your knees,” I said.

“My favorite position,” Lana said.

I rose, the water reaching my testicles. She picked up the shaver and smashed the power button. She put the towel onto the water and started shaving off my pubic hair. I felt a shiver run down my spine as she took her time. My cock towered to new heights and cast a shadow over her. She was in a perfect position to give me head.

I peeked into the valley between her boobs that were adorned with droplets. The water ran down the hill of her breasts. I grabbed my cock, pulling it slightly down, so the slit was aimed directly at her lips. “Can you see better now?” I asked her.

“That’s perfect,” she said. She continued to shave my balls and then moved to the mound. “I can hold it.” She curled her hand around my erection, giving it a lovely stroke as she moved it aside. She continued to shave me till there were only stubbles left.

“There we go,” she said and kissed my manhood right on the sensitive head. “Your cock looks so much sexier.”

“I haven’t had time to shave,” I said. “Too much fucking going on.”

“Ditto that,” she said. She rose, turned to the toiletry bag and bent over. Gosh, Lana had the most beautiful ass in the world. It had the perfect heart shape, the camel toe fully visible. I wanted to stick my hard cock right into her love hole while she stood there.

She whirled around, giving me a wink as she caught me looking. “What are you staring at?” she asked flirtatiously.

“Blame your looks for that,” I said.

We both settled down. She inched her hips closer to mine, curling her fingers around my beast again. In retaliation, I fondled her breasts, stroking the curves of her orbs.

“Am I making you excited?” she asked, taking her time as her hand ran up and down my stiff length.

“Hmm, yeah,” I said and enjoyed her soft, warm hand stroking my most intimate part. “You have a touch to die for.”

“I enjoy it whenever you touch my boobs too,” Lana said. She spat in her right hand and smeared her pearly spit along my cock. My hand trailed down to her pussy, rubbing her clit a little. I was so horny that I just wanted to stick it inside her and get it done with.

“Alright, the build-up is finished … plunge it inside,” I said.

She sank her teeth into her lips, and I could tell she was so aroused she couldn’t hold it in either.

She straddled my legs, locking her arms around my neck and pushing her busty boobs against my face. “Do you think they’ll hear us?” she asked, rising so her beautiful pussy hovered right above my cock.

“I don’t care.” I braced for impact, holding onto her legs and waiting to enter her love hole. She grabbed my shaft and swiped the head back and forth. It felt like slow motion as my heart kept pounding in my chest.

“Lana …” I said, flicking my eyes to her. She blocked the sun, but she was all the light I needed.

“Relax,” she said in a hypnotic voice. “It will go inside me … What were you thinking of in the office, besides yourself and the hundred lucky girls?”

“You,” I said, feeling the head of my cock constantly rub back and forth against her folds.

“What did you want to do with me?”

“Fuck you.”

“Like this?” she asked and pushed in the head of my cock. I stared wide-eyed as her juices trickled down the shaft in multiple rivulets.

“Deeper,” I pleaded in a husky voice.

She placed her hands on my shoulders and let gravity take care of the rest. I let out a sigh of relief. Her pussy covered me like a glove. She bottomed out on the first downward stroke. “I feel so stretched,” she said with her eyes closed. Her breath was hot and husky against my chest. While she embraced my cock with her vagina, I just wanted to slide it in and out, but she lingered, teasing me.

“Hmm, Lana,” I said. I reached her gorgeous ass and palmed her cheeks. I lifted them slightly in pursuit of that sweet friction.

She wrapped her arms around my neck and started riding me. “Is that better?” she asked, passionately looking me in the eyes.

“Way better,” I said, holding onto her ass and helping her ride me.

The water splashed all over the place. “Oh, that’s nice,” she said. She made me come face to face with her jiggling and bouncing breasts. She then came to a halt, catching her breath. She swiveled her hips, grinding my cock while she pressed herself against me and rested her head on my shoulder. I drew her face to mine and kissed her while I micro-thrust up and down, fucking her slow and deep. Our tongues swirled together. She tasted minty and clean and her probing tongue sent electric shock waves shooting down my spine. I was in heaven as she massaged my tongue with hers.

She came off my lips, a string of saliva stretching from her lips to mine. “I’m a couple of strokes away from exploding,” I told her tits. Since she was so tall and sat on top of me, I couldn’t get her boobs out of my face, not that I wanted to either.

“I’ll take you there,” she said and started riding me, making water splash.

Sinking my fingers into her ass, I thrust my hips up, timing myself with her movements so we didn’t work against each other. After a few gentle movements, we were in sync and the pleasure filling me was intensifying. I wanted to fill her up more than anything in the world.

“You are so fucking big,” she moaned and arched her back. Her body went rigid, and she leaned back, pinning her hands against my thighs for support. Goosebumps flared across her body and she groaned breathlessly.

“I’m right there,” I said. My orgasm came in like an erupting volcano, and my balls exploded, sending salvos of hot cum deep into her womb. I threw my head back as my body shivered by the prolonged climax.

We continued to slow fuck while I emptied the last of my seed into her pussy. She leaned against me breathless, her tits heaving. I rubbed her bare ass while I let my cock soften inside her cum-drenched hole.

“Oh, you were right,” I said, catching my breath.

“About what?” she asked, pushing my hair behind my ears.

“The build-up was worth it.”

* * *

I helped the girls move the couches and seating to the main living room. We had to bring in the sun loungers and chairs from the terrace and place them correctly for all the hundreds of girls. We also placed some mattresses on the floor, so they could lie there. On the couch, we sat hip to hip, their soft thighs massaging mine.

We’d just eaten dinner, and it was a couple of hours ago I’d taken Lana in the hot tub. I looked forward to watching the movie more than anything. Even if I spent many hours editing it with Lana, I wanted to see it with the cast, wondering whether they would like it or not.

Lana had to walk in a meandering pattern, so she didn’t step on any of my girls. They were lying and sitting all over the place, holding onto bowls of fruits and berries. Lana sat down next to me. “Are you ready?” she asked us, and we all answered her.

I lay back on the couch, and a girl behind me placed her hands on my shoulders, squeezing them lightly. I let her massage me. “Is that okay?” she asked me sweetly.

“That’s perfect,” I said.

If we hadn’t been watching a film where I took all of them, I wouldn’t be able to focus. This room was filled with so many girls that it was distracting. They all vied for my attention, throwing glances at me and waving. While the girl behind me gave me an intimate shoulder massage, another pressed her lips to my neck. Sometimes it felt like I was in heaven, and I had no complaints at all.

Lana hit the play button, and the film started rolling. The twittering bird’s effect went so well as I woke up, getting blown by Sofi, Ariella, Ida and Sara. It was followed by them riding me awake.

With my wet erection wagging side to side, I went into the bathroom where additional girls waited for me. We hopped into the hot shower, and they bent over, pushing their asses to my joystick.

I recognized them both sitting on a sun lounger next to the couch. They shared it and snuggled tightly together. They waved at me when I fucked them on the film. They found it thrilling to watch themselves have sex on camera. They dried me in the bathroom and then came the first cumshot. I emptied myself in her mouth, making her eyes sparkle, and she smiled like she was seeing heaven.

Putting on our clothes and descending to the ground floor, we sat at the table, and they started blowing me while I waited for something to eat. The calm music slowly turned to sensual as I took them on top of the table. Lana sure knew how to choose the right soundtrack. The girls I had eaten whipped cream out of chuckled at the scene, and I remembered the taste of them so well.

Once I had licked them clean, it was time for the fun and games at the swimming pool which was followed by the massage. The tennis court was gold too, especially as they lined up just to suck my cock.

I watched myself do crunches on the recline bench, and then having the girls be prepared to take me down their throats. My cock hardened to concrete, and it was difficult to sit and watch it. I’d never seen such an arousing film, and it made me proud of what we’d accomplished.

It then ended at the rooftop terrace, and I planted my seed deep into Alice. We lay down under the open sky. No blanket was needed, as they were all the warmth I needed.

“Where’s that?” Sofi asked.

“Our second mansion,” I said.

“What a beautiful rooftop.”

“We can make one here too,” I told her.

“I would love to sleep outside,” she said. “Especially now in the summer. It’s so hot.”

Lana placed her hand on my crotch. “It certainly was a success.”

“You damn right it was,” I said.

The rest of the girls agreed, and they were all fired up to film more porn. While Lana uploaded the clip to our website, I helped the girls rearrange the chairs and sun loungers. They all demanded a hug before going to bed, and I couldn’t refuse to squeeze them all before calling it a day.


Chapter 8

Iwoke up to the sight of something bobbing up and down under the sheets. I felt the orgasm building rapidly as I knew clearly well what they were up to. I lifted the sheets and was greeted by the sight of Ida and Sofi sharing my morning glory.

“Why are you hiding?” I asked.

Sofi came off my erection. “We didn’t want to wake them up.”

I smiled and leaned back. Their saliva trickled down every side of my cock, and it pooled around the base. I let them continue to enjoy it, and I leaned back, letting them blow me till I fired into their mouths.

I let out a moan as one of them sucked the semen right out from the tip. The orgasm made my body jolt. Smiling, I looked down at the sheets. It was hot as I didn’t know whose mouth I’d finished in. They crawled out of the sheets, and Ida dumped some of my reward into Sofi’s mouth. They happily swallowed it before lying down with me, cuddling up.

“How was your sleep?” I asked them.

“Good as always,” they said.

“The movie turned me on,” Sofi admitted. “I even dreamed of it.”

“Oh yeah?” I said.

“I stood in a line with the other girls, but when it was my turn, you fucked me till you exploded.”

“Nice,” I said.

“Ida also dreamed about it.”

I turned to her, and she nodded. She reached for the nightstand, having to mash her tits against Ariella’s on the way. “I need to see it again,” she said. “It was like a work of art.”

“It sure was,” I agreed. It felt like a great accomplishment, and I would love to do a sequel.

“Where did she upload it?” Ida asked, tapping around on her phone.

“You should find a snippet on Pornhub and the rest is on our website,” I said.

“I can’t find it on Pornhub,” Ida said.

“Just go to our website,” I told her.

She found the movie and started watching. She giggled. “It’s so hot,” she said and reached down to finger herself with her free hand.

“We had so much fun filming it,” Sofi said and reached for my semi-hard cock. “How about the Universe’s Luckiest Man … You fuck a thousand girls in a single day.”

“A thousand?” I questioned and looked at her as if she were mad. “That won’t physically be possible in a single day.”

“Alright, let’s spread it out for ten days,” she said, rolling her eyes. “It doesn’t make much of a difference.”

“I hardly think anyone would watch a ten-hour-long porno,” I said. “One hour is plenty already.”

“I could watch this on repeat for ten hours,” Ida admitted, grinning at scene after scene.

“What will you do today?” Sofi asked. “Can we film some scenes?”

“We should find time later,” I told her. “But I have to make an application for all the newcomers.”

“How will that be?” Sofi asked.

“If we need a girl, I can just go into the application and call them,” I said.

“Can’t we use WhatsApp for that?”

“Nah,” I said. “I want something exclusive, and I don’t trust them for privacy reasons.”

“You’re the boss,” she said, wrapping her leg around mine and rubbing it lightly.

We waited for all of us to wake up till we rose to our feet. We had something to eat before we went back to work. I sat in the office with Lana. She wore a bathroom robe tied loosely in the middle. She’d just taken a shower and radiated heat and sexuality.

“Where did you upload the film?” I asked her.

“Snippets to the usual sites and the full length on ours,” she said. “It’s exclusive, behind a paywall at ten bucks. I won’t be surprised if we have a half million sales already.”

“Me neither. Ida couldn’t find it earlier on Pornhub though.”

“I can show you,” she said, typing on the keyboard and clicking around. She narrowed her eyes on the screen and typed something again. “Weird.”

“Try to log in,” I said, watching over her shoulders as she didn’t find it either.

She tried to log in but it returned an error. “Alright, something’s kind of fishy,” she said. “Have you checked our inbox yet?”

I went to our email, and I found one from Ayloo that looked similar to the one we’d gotten from OnlyFans. “I think we have our answer,” I said, pressing my lips in a firm line as I clearly understood we’d been backstabbed again.

Lana moved her chair next to mine, and I opened the email. I read it out loud for her. “Your account has been terminated and the affiliate contract for breaching the agreement … What the fuck?” I wasn’t mad like when OnlyFans had nuked our account. We were small then and dependent upon them. We weren’t dependent upon anyone any longer, but we still got a lot of visitors coming from Ayloo’s tube sites.

Lana drew in a deep breath. “We aren’t going to pay them a dime at the end of this month,” Lana said, gritting her teeth.

“What have we possibly done that breached the contract?” I asked her. “Wait a minute, let me find this.” I rose from my seat and searched into our documents.

“Josh, it doesn’t matter,” she said with a sigh. “Porn contracts are always bogus. Trust me, we haven’t done anything wrong at all.”

I found the contract and read from line to line. The complicated sentences gave me a headache, and seeing Ayloo made me want to tear it into pieces. “Should we sue them?”

“It isn’t worth it,” she said. “It’s going to take years of headaches and millions in lawyer fees. That time would just be better spent working and developing our business. I’m just … I’m not mad. I’m disappointed that’s all.”

“Why are they being so bogus?” I asked. “There’s nothing in the email that pinpoints what we did.”

“I can put money on it has something to do with competition,” Lana said. “I can call Leah. She should know what’s up.”

I remembered her now. It was Leah Alexis who’d come to us with this contract. Lana didn’t waste any time and hit her up. They spoke for a little, and Lana looked even more concerned than earlier, furrows creasing her forehead. “She sounded heartbroken,” Lana said.

“Why?” I asked.

“I don’t know. She wanted us to meet later,” Lana said.

“Alright,” I said. “I really want to know what we did wrong.”

“We haven’t done anything wrong,” she insisted. “We’ve just grown so quickly that I believe they don’t want us as a competitor.”

Maybe she had a point. I shrugged and decided to move on. I felt anger toward them. There were no friends or trust in the business environment. One screwed over another without a second thought. That was the reality of the situation.

Trying to get my mind on something else, I went back to coding and started working on the application. I really needed to do something else to take my mind off these latest events. It helped, and as I got my fingers dirty, I realized how much I’d missed it. The bugs sure sucked, but the relief when I finally solved it was like an orgasm in itself.

“Josh, the girls say the lunch is ready,” Lana had to remind me.

I was so into the code that I’d completely lost myself. I had to drag myself away from the keyboard. We went downstairs and bumped into a couple of nude newcomers. They carried a box of dildos in their hands that happened to carry a musky fragrance.

“What are you up to?” I asked them.

“We came back from our cam lesson,” they said, grinning. “We’re ready to start.”

“Good luck,” I told them.

“Thanks,” they said and giggled shortly after. I found it funny that they were all running around nude, not that I minded.

We settled down with Sofi, Ariella, Ida, Sara and some of the newcomers they’d gotten along well with. Ariella prepared burgers for us that I couldn’t wait to dig in and try.

“Can we film some scenes after lunch?” Sofi asked after taking a bite out of hers.

“Lana and I have to meet someone,” I told her. “We got an unexpected email.”

“Don’t leave us hanging,” Sofi said.

“We got booted from all of Ayloo’s websites,” I said.

“What?” Sofi said, lowering her burger back on the plate. “Why would they do that?”

“We don’t know yet, but we’ll meet someone who works there,” I said.

“We don’t need them, right?”

“We don’t, but there was still a lot of traffic coming from those sites,” I said. “It’s like you can’t trust anyone these days.”

“Maybe they’re jealous,” Ida said. “Exactly what you taught me.”

“I suspect so too,” Lana said. “Either way, we’ll let you know when we get back. The World’s Luckiest Man has sold over half a million copies, so it’s not like we need them.”

“Screw them,” Sofi said and waved her hand dismissively.

“We’ll grow so big that they’ll come crawling back on their knees to us,” I said, chuckling at the scene. I had very little remorse for a turncoat. OnlyFans wasn’t doing that great and their reputation suffered after kicking us out. I wouldn’t be surprised if they would soon fall to their doom, and so would Ayloo. What was left would be us. I knew we could conquer the adult world easily … making all the upcoming pornstars and aspiring talent turn to us.

We drove to the same café where we’d met her earlier. “I like Sofi,” Lana said, turning to me with a grin. “I missed my carefree youth.”

“I never experienced one, but she always gives me a taste of how it is,” I said.

Lana wore elegant shades and a purple, tight-fitting dress and had painted her lips like a cherry. “What shall we do when they come crawling back on their knees?” Lana asked, smiling sweetly.

Her smile infected me. It was a scene not difficult to imagine. I was confident. We had hundreds of girls and made record profits every month. We were rising every day and would continue to do so for the foreseeable future.

“We buy their tube sites at a bargain price and give them the middle finger,” I said. “There’s still value and a market for tube sites. It’s just that they’re incompetent.”

“I like the sound of that,” Lana said, spreading her legs and looking up at me.

We pulled in, and Leah Alexis waited by the entrance. Her lips curled in a smile but it was brief and weak. She looked mentally exhausted which robbed the beauty away from her. She didn’t display that happy, bright glow from when I met her for the first time.

We jumped out of the car, and Lana gave her a hug first, wrapping her arms around her. Leah was dressed in a jeans skirt and white crop top with sleeves. “How’s it going?” Lana asked.

“I’ve seen better days,” Leah said, sliding her hands down Lana’s back and letting go when she reached Lana’s ass. Leah turned to me, and she opened her arms to me, flashing me her wonderful, enhanced bust that tested the limits of her top. I fell into her arms without second thoughts, melting as I drew in her sweet, floral perfume.

“That was a killer movie,” Leah said.

“The World’s Luckiest Man?” I asked. I was too busy exploring her flesh to think properly, my hands roaming around her back.

“Uh-huh … what did you think I was talking about?”

“We’ve done many killer scenes,” I said and pulled her against me slightly harder, her firm, silicone tits mashing against my chest. The last time we met, I dreamed of touching them. I wanted to free them from their confines and see them at the peak of their glory.

We broke the hug, and I believed she noticed what I was fantasizing about, her eyes flitting from her two gravity-defying orbs and back to my eyes. “Come and let’s talk about what happened,” Leah said with something obvious weighing her down.

We followed her inside the café, went up to the second floor and had a seat on the balcony. Luckily, there weren’t many here at this time of the day. We enjoyed the view of LA and the sea in the background. It was a quiet place surrounded by palm trees.

“You look really upset,” Lana quickly pointed out and placed her elbows on the table.

“I am,” Leah admitted. “What they did was disgraceful, but not much I can do now that I don’t work there any longer.”

“You left?” Lana asked. She looked genuinely surprised, and from what I remembered, Leah had a pretty good position at Ayloo.

“They fired me when I voiced my opposition,” Leah said, lowering her eyes. “I never thought in a million years they would do so, but they did.”

“I’m sorry,” Lana said, taking her hand and giving it a squeeze of affection.

“I’m glad you called,” Leah said, Lana’s touch making her smile. “I was so embarrassed … I wanted to go hide.”

“It’s nothing to be embarrassed over,” Lana said.

“It is,” Leah said. “I thought they were my friends … I thought we were a family, but apparently not. My voice wasn’t as important as I thought it was.”

“It definitely was important,” Lana said. “They were just too blind to see it … Many corporations are like that. Too much ego. Too much greed.”

“Maybe you’re right,” Leah said and cast a glance toward the ocean.

I felt Leah at that moment. I remembered when I had worked for a corporation that showed no respect for my well-being either. Sometimes leaving was the best option. It created new opportunities you wouldn’t have discovered otherwise.

The waitress came over, and we ordered some pastries and tea like last time. Lana stared wistfully at the sea. Even if it was sunny, it felt like gray clouds hung over her. “You wanted to know what happened,” Leah said and turned her gaze back to us.

Lana and I nodded. “Were they afraid of competition?” I asked.

“Yup,” Leah said. “You’re smart enough to guess it.”

“It wasn’t so difficult to suspect,” I said. “It just caught us a bit off guard. I mean they are bigger than us.”

“Not that much bigger,” Leah said. The waitress came over with pastries and tea. We had a bite of the strawberry tart and took a sip of the tea. “Well, to spill the beans, they were concerned that you would grow bigger than them. Even if it would benefit them because of the affiliated program, they kind of let it slide but there had been discussions before about terminating it. Then you did the World’s Luckiest Man and practically broke the porn internet. Now it wasn’t only fear of competition, but they were jealous of you.”

The last part didn’t make much sense to me. “What?” I asked her. “Jealous?”

“Why are you surprised?” Leah asked, chuckling for once as she shoved another strawberry in her mouth. “You fucked a hundred girls in a single film, plus you filmed the most viral porn made in more than a decade. The CEO, managers and directors at Ayloo wished they were you. Some of them have been actors and producers before, and they found it hard to believe what you accomplished.”

They were competitors after all, so it wasn’t difficult to see why they would be jealous, but at the same time it didn’t make much sense that someone in their position would be jealous. “I understand … somewhat.”

“Right,” Leah said. “Basically, it was the final nail in the coffin … I objected but it cost me my job.”

“You did the right thing,” Lana said. “Those are some strange pigs working there … They have girls and wealth too. Why would they be jealous?”

“I thought about that too,” I said.

“But those are useless when you don’t have youth and potency,” Leah reminded her. “Josh has it all … Not many grow filthy rich while being so young. They all monitor your content, seeing what kind of life you’re living. They wished it were them. But instead, their numbers are sinking, along with their age, libido and potency.”

She put it in perspective, and I clearly understood now why they acted that way, even if it was dishonorable. “I hate turncoats,” Lana said. “Someone who loves sex will always be my friend. We are already fighting a tough uphill battle against payment processors and religious fanatics. We don’t need infighting as well.”

“It’s been my philosophy too,” Leah said. “But unfortunately, they can’t see past their own noses.”

“Leah,” I started after finishing my tart. “We need more managers. Lana and I have worked ourselves to the bone. You’re more than welcome to join us. In fact, we’ll probably need more.”

Leah smiled brightly as if there was hope in this world. “I … would love to,” she said, the beautiful glow returning to her face. “I would love to start working with you again.” She nodded at Lana and turned to me. “And to start a new adventure with you.”

“Then that’s settled,” I said. “You won’t be unemployed for another day. It’s mostly Lana and I who work at the office, but we need more. We’ve just expanded with ninety-five more girls, opening a camming section. We have a main manager taking care of that business at the moment, but more help is needed.”

“Who’s been editing your clips so far?” Leah asked.

Lana pointed at herself. “That’s been me.”

“My niece just dropped out of college,” Leah said. “She’s been editing videos since she was a child.”

It sure sounded interesting, especially if she was as gorgeous as Leah. “Bring her in for an interview,” I said. “We need people we can trust. Lana, you can then focus more on the business aspect. You’re more needed there.”

“You’re right,” Lana said. “You take action so quickly.”

“We have to,” I said. “We have to be ahead of the game.”

We gave Leah an in-depth introduction of what we’d been working on so far, and I explained to her our camming model, and how I could film porn with them whenever I wanted to. Even if she was wearing a bra under her top, I swore I saw her nipples stiffening against them.

“A hundred girls under your thumb,” Leah said, and I picked up the sweet scents coming from between her legs. “That’s …”

“That makes him attractive,” Lana helped Leah finish her sentence.

“That’s the word I was looking for … Attractive,” Leah said.

I had learned already that the more women I added as lovers, the more they wanted to be with me. Women and girls were drawn to popularity and status, and as I continued to rise on that ladder, more and more would flock to me.

“Should we call it a day?” I asked.

Leah nodded. “Again, I’m sorry I didn’t do more to stop them.”

“No, no, no,” I said, holding up my hand. “We don’t need them, and if that’s their mentality, we don’t want them either.”

“Okay,” Leah yielded, nodding submissively.

We took our stuff and went outside. We hugged each other goodbye and gave Leah a time to come over tomorrow.


Chapter 9

Leah became productive as soon as she sat down in the office with us. She and Lana were very involved and came up with so many ideas on how to improve the user experience, different camera angles and sex positions.

They worked so well together; it was almost like they were twins. Weeks passed quickly and we had the most productive time since we started. At the end of the month, we were making as much as when our partnership with Ayloo ended. It wasn’t our loss but theirs, and I would remember it when they came crawling back to us.

The camming section had become a complete success with more traffic pouring in than ever. The guys kept throwing donations at my girls like crazy, showering us with profits. I sometimes joined them on live sets, railing the girls. It was thrilling fucking my cam girls live on camera, flooding their wombs with my semen and spraying it all over their breasts.

I sat back in the office chair. A couple of weeks ago, I finished the application, but I fixed a few bugs now and then. Today, Leah would bring her niece over. It would help us a lot to have someone edit our movies, so Lana could focus on something else.

“Won’t editing porn be a bit different than the YouTube clips?” I asked Leah.

She turned around in her office chair. She wore a tight shirt with her upper buttons popped free. She also wore a perfectly fitting, black pencil skirt and stockings. She was as sexy as Lana, and even if she’d worked for us for a couple of weeks, I had never seized the opportunity to fuck her even if I wanted to.

“It’s all the same,” Leah said. “I was the one who taught her to film and edit … I promised her mother to keep the porn away from her, but with smartphones these days, she eventually discovered what I was up to.”

“Was it awkward?”

“No,” Leah said. “She’s a big porn fan.”

“Does she also film stuff?” I asked, growing suspicious.

“Sort of … She has never had a boyfriend, as far as I know, but she has an OnlyFans page,” Leah explained.

“Is she doing well?”

“Not really, and it’s making her a bit depressed.”

“She’ll make more money here,” I said.

“I know … she’s thrilled to meet you,” Leah said. “She used to be your fan till you got kicked off the platform.”

“Nice,” I said. I couldn’t wait to meet her.

Eventually, it was time for her to show up. I hadn’t seen any photos of her, so I was kind of looking forward to this. I hoped it would be a pleasant surprise. “She’s calling,” Leah said and answered her phone. “Are you there? Okay, I’m coming.” Leah lit up upon hearing the sound of her niece’s voice. She sounded happier than ever. “I’ll go fetch her.”

“We’ll be waiting,” I told her. She jumped to her feet and strode to the door. My eyes were glued to her bottom as she continued down the stairs.

I turned to Lana. “Does she look good?”

“I have never met her,” Lana said. “But with Leah’s genetics, you’ve nothing to worry about.”

“I have no doubt about that,” I said, folding my hands behind my neck.

“Should we invite Leah to our bed?” Lana asked. “I think she’s a bit lonely during the nights.”

“If she wants to,” I said. In fact, I’d been thinking about it every day since she moved here. She always wore elegant and alluring clothing, not showing too much skin but never covering up too much. It just left the perfect amount of flesh to spark my imagination. “Sara’s on her weekend, so there’s plenty of space.”

“Leah can be a bit shy,” Lana said. “She doesn’t like invading someone’s space.”

“This is her space now,” I said. “She can invade me all she wants.”

Lana giggled. “I get what you’re saying, but she needs a nudge.”

“I would have never imagined when taking her looks into consideration,” I said. What Lana said was true. When I first met Leah a while ago, she behaved as coquettishly as Lana. Judging by Leah’s age, I believed her to be a lot more confident and dominant in bed. I loved those women too. I sure needed a break from my submissive girls. Sometimes, I just wanted to lie down, relax and have an experienced woman take care of me.

Lana said, “The layoff sure did a number on her.”

“I get where she’s coming from,” I said. “I wouldn’t have taken it much differently if I believed someone to be my friend then they clearly weren’t.”

Lana nodded. “Backstabbers are the worst … But I think there’s more. She needs some of that natural antidepressant.”

I turned to her, seeing her lips slide into a grin. “You want me to creampie her?”

“Don’t you?” she asked.

“I certainly do,” I said. I had wanted to since I saw her. It was a luxury having so many girls and women at my disposal. If I didn’t want a barely legal teen, I could go for a gorgeous milf. To switch things up kept my libido strong and healthy so they could all get their fill. There had been a lot of teasing in this office too. Being alone here with Lana had felt arousing in many ways, but even more so with Leah. She loved sex as much as Lana, and couldn’t stop talking about actresses and movies from back in the day. They also mentioned now and then when they were active, spreading their legs in front of a camera.

“What are you up to later?” Lana asked, taking a sip of her water.

“I’ll do some anal scenes with Sofi and Ida … We came up with a great idea to have Ida masturbate with a flute and then teach Sofi how to play.”

“They then go for your flute, right?”

“You guessed right,” I said.

We heard them approaching the door, and I rose to my feet. Leah stepped in first with her niece right on her heels. She presented her to us, “Say hi to Natasha.”

Natasha was a couple of inches shorter than me with dark hair and warm, blue eyes. She wore glasses that went incredibly well on her. Straining against her pink top, her busty boobs were natural and enormous. I stiffened upon seeing them and then had to quickly raise my eyes back to hers to not come off as a perv.

She reminded me of Ariel Winter, the actress from Modern Family. “I know what you’re thinking,” she said. “And I’m not Alex Dunphy.”

I chuckled. “I had to check,” I said and extended my hand to her, shaking hers. Her porcelain skin was as flawless as it could be and surprisingly white to be LA. She looked incredibly beautiful, especially with her curvy body and impressive assets. “Have a seat and let’s get to know each other. The strawberries are for you.”

“I love strawberries,” she said, her eyes widening. She sat down, and before introducing herself, she plopped one into her mouth, smiling as she sank her teeth into the berry. Leah handed her a napkin, and she dried the juice from her lips. “My name is Natasha,” she said. “Apart from doing Twitch and OnlyFans, I love movies … And not just porn.”

“Glad you added it in the end, that can easily be misunderstood in this context.” We shared a good laugh, and I already felt like I got along well with her. She felt like a natural in this environment. I was curious when she mentioned Twitch. “What kind of video games are you into?”

“Literally anything,” she said. “I like FPS, RPG and fantasy. Not just online, but I’m a sucker for Nintendo. I dressed up as Princess Zelda for Halloween when I was younger.”

“Hold on,” Leah said, urgently bringing up her phone. She passed it to me and showed me a photo of a younger Natasha. She looked adorable and had even written the Triforce on her hand.

“How old were you there?”

“Let me have a look since I have dressed up like her so many times, I’ve lost count.” Her eyes lit up when she saw that photo. “That’s the very first time. I was ten years old. Ten years ago, to be precise.”

“I have a recent one too,” Leah said, tapping on her phone and showing me an older version where her curves had fully blossomed and her beautiful tits strained against her dress.

“That’s definitely from Breath of the Wild,” I noted.

“So, are you also into games?” she asked, her cheeks pinkening.

“I used to be till work devoured me.”

“I see,” she said, giving me a sympathetic look. “I try to combine my hobbies with work and it’s worked out so far, so I haven’t really missed out on any games, thankfully.”

“Maybe you can help me catch up,” I told her. I could envision us sitting side by side and playing together, and it made me smile.

“I would love to,” she said, pushing up her glasses on her cute nose.

“Maybe you can dress up as video game characters and do some scenes too,” Lana suggested, waggling her eyebrows.

“That’s a damn good idea,” I said, laughing. “I would love to fuck Princess Zelda.”

“I would love to get fucked by Link … You kind of look like him,” Natasha said, narrowing her eyes on me. “You just need the elf ears and the tunic.”

“The tunic will be difficult if it’s a tight one.”

“I know you’re pretty well hung down there,” Natasha said, trying to stifle a laugh.

“You’ve probably seen it all,” I said. We’d struck gold; I knew already she was perfect for the job. I was glad she’d come to us. “What about coding, are you into it as well?”

“I know the basics of PHP, but I found editing to be way more fun. Otherwise, I would have been bald because of the hair-pulling bugs.”

“I feel you,” I said.

“Leah has told me about your story. It’s quite inspirational. I was bullied when I was younger … I was too much into fantasy games and dressing up … And I happened to hit puberty before anyone else, and be a bit dorky on top of it.”

“Natasha, don’t be harsh on yourself,” Leah said and patted her back.

“You would have been mine if we had gone to the same school,” I said.

“If we only had a time machine,” she said wistfully.

I explained to her what types of videos she would be editing and how we wanted them to be edited. I showed her a little sample and made her sit next to me. It was a scene we’d filmed recently on the beach.

“Beach sex,” Natasha said, biting her lower lip. “That’s so spicy.”

“Yeah, not the first time that daredevil pulled me into one of her stunts.”

“Who’s the daredevil?”

I jerked my head at the blonde chick. “Sofi … my first lover. I love everyone equally, but she was the first, so she’ll always have a special place in my heart.”

“I see, it’s hard to take that spot,” she said. “Even if I’ve shown my kitty to the entire world, I’ve never had sex.”

Leah had already told us she hadn’t had a boyfriend, but it surprised me when I saw her. She didn’t have a Vogue face, but I still found her incredibly cute. Her massive tits sure made up for it and also her curves. “Do you mind showing me your OnlyFans?” I asked her.

She nodded eagerly and logged into her page. “A sec.”

“Five hundred fans … that’s not bad.”

“Sure, but taxes and the high cost of living eat it all away,” she said. She was usually in some fantasy game character costume and in some others she played video games nude. “I just hate their policies … I would love to shove the Switch controller up there, but they warned me.”

“We get those warnings too,” I said and felt her pain.

“You have to stick with someone who likes adult work,” Lana said. “OnlyFans clearly doesn’t.”

“I agree,” Natasha said.

The content she had was quite good. It definitely stirred my cock to life. It was something different seeing a young girl dressed up as a fantasy character while genuinely being interested in video games.

We moved back to the beach sex with Sofi. Natasha immediately came up with suggestions, placing some nice effects and editing the clip to perfection. “You’re a natural,” I told her.

“Thank you,” she said. “I had a YouTube channel way back in the day. I did a lot of video game reviews.”

“Did it turn out well?” I asked her.

“It’s still alive, but it was more profitable doing Twitch and OnlyFans,” she said. “I still upload now and then, but YouTube is pretty much dead … I’d rather do RedTube.”

I knew she meant it as a joke, but RedTube would forever leave a foul taste in my mouth after what they did to us. “Well, the choice to hire you is a no-brainer,” I said. “When can you start?”

Her eyes widened. “Really?”

“Uh, yeah? Why are you surprised?” I asked her, giving her a look.

“I don’t know,” she said eagerly, blushing. “I tried to find some traditional editing jobs, freelancing, etc, but I couldn’t find many good offers. So, I’m just flustered. This means a lot to me.”

“I know you’re the right girl for the job. Certainly, with your YouTube and Twitch experience.”

“But I’m a big porn consumer too. I guess that and gaming go hand in hand.”

“Where have you been all my life?” I asked.

She chuckled. “Right here,” she said and opened her arms. I was glad it happened so naturally. I was also surprised I had managed to keep eye contact throughout the entire time. Her breasts were as big as ripe watermelons.

After the interview, I escorted her out, introduced her to some of my girls. I had started learning their names a bit better and was glad of it. It made them feel more like they mattered. I followed her to the gate with Lana and Leah on my heels.

“So,” I said. “I’ll see you next week, and I can’t wait to work with you.”

“I can’t wait to work for you,” she said.

“You are different,” I pointed out.

“In what way?” she asked curiously.

I turned around and jerked my head at the estate. “Almost every girl we’ve brought here looks at this mansion in awe. You hardly seem to care.”

“Oh,” she said, waving her hand dismissively. “Just give me a bedroom, a computer, a Nintendo … And a guy to play with and I’m happy. That’s all I want.”

“You’ll have it all,” I said, opening my arms and pulling her into a hug. I felt her massive tits mash into my chest for the first time, shivering with pleasure as she radiated warmth like no other girl.

When I broke the hug, she hugged Leah and Lana goodbye. Closing the gate, I looked at Leah. “You have one gorgeous niece … both on the inside and outside.”

“Do you like her?” she asked proudly.

“Uh, yeah. She’s the coolest girl I’ve ever met. Plays video games, likes porn and isn’t spoiled. She’s the only girl I’ve brought here who has given zero shits about my wealth.”

“She isn’t completely oblivious to it though,” Leah explained. “If you buy her some diamonds that are a part of some video game character she’s playing, she’ll be on her knees for you.”

“I gotcha.”

“But I get what you’re saying, and I’m proud of her,” Leah said. “She’s overcome so many obstacles. The bullying was bad, but she’s strong, and beneath that strength is an incredibly sweet and tender heart.”

She was speaking the truth. It wasn’t difficult to see that. We made our way to the mansion, and Sofi sat with Ida with shades on. Sofi swung her feet off the sun lounger and came to me. “Lift my skirt,” she demanded.

I lifted it and saw the diamond butt plug she’d bought a year ago. “I’ve missed that thing,” I said.

“Are you ready to film?” she asked, twirling around.

“I sure am,” I said. Natasha sure had made me stiff, and I really needed to deposit a load.

“What about Ida, is she also prepared?” I asked Sofi.

“She is, but she hasn’t done anal before,” Sofi said, crooking her finger to Ida. She jumped to her feet and strode toward me, her dark, blonde hair fluttering behind her. She was also dressed in a skirt and a top for once, skipping nudity. “Turn around.”

Ida did and Sofi lifted the skirt, showing off a glittering, diamond butt plug that stretched her forbidden hole. “Nice,” I said. “Are you ready to take it there?”

“I’ll give it a shot,” Ida said, twisting her neck to look at me and flashing her ass a second longer. “I’m more excited about the flute though.”

“Let’s go to the studio,” I said. “The new chick turned me on.”

“Is she a cam girl?” Sofi asked as we went into the mansion.

“No, she’s Leah’s niece, but she’ll be our editor.”

“Oh, nice,” Sofi said. “I’ve never seen a rack like hers.”

“She’s well endowed,” I said. “And she’s humble about it.”

“She doesn’t want to bathe in gold?”

“Nah, she’s the opposite,” I said. “You’ll get to know her since she’ll be working with you too.”

“So, she will also film porn?” Sofi asked, smiling.

“No, I meant editing-wise,” I said. “But she certainly will be down for that too.”

We entered the studio on the second floor which was equipped with a king-sized bed, lighting equipment set up, boxes of toys, shelves of sexy clothes, bottle of anal lube, camera equipment and comfortable armchairs. The walls were painted white, and the studio faced the rising sun, so natural light flooded into the room, making it bright and shiny.

Ariella prepared the room for us since she would film the scene. “Have you prepared everything?” I asked her.

“Uh-huh,” Ariella said. “I’m ready whenever you are.”

Ida plopped down on the bed and crawled till her back reached the pillow. Ariella gave her the flute. “Do I just play, and you just come casually walking in here?” Ida asked.

“Exactly,” Sofi said. “After you’ve taught me to play a melody, we start masturbating, talking about how horny we are and then Jack walks into our rescue.”

“Okay,” Ida said. I took a seat on the armchair in the background while Sofi stood next to me. Ariella prepared the camera and gave Ida a thumbs-up when it was rolling. The sunlight perfectly streamed through the window and lit up Ida, making her dark blonde hair look like flowing gold. We had barely even started, and it already looked artistic.

Ida crossed her legs and reached for her flute. She brought the instrument to her lips, and her fingers danced over the keys. It was incredibly soothing, making my chest tingle. I lost myself in her music and the beauty of having that young girl play for me. She closed her eyes and lost herself in the music too.

Sofi casually walked in, making Ida open her eyes. They gave each other a hug, asking how they’d been. Sofi sat down next to Ida, and the light bounced from hair to hair. They both glowed like two angels from my fantasy.

“Can I try?” Sofi asked.

“Here,” Ida said kindly. The flute was wet as if she’d sucked on it. Sofi didn’t mind and happily placed it between her lips. She tried to play, but she found it difficult.

“You made it look so easy,” Sofi said with a laugh and tried to play some more. They had a little back and forth, and finally, Sofi managed to play a lovely melody. “Thank you for teaching me … That felt like an orgasm.”

“Oh,” Ida said, looking at her curiously. “I have never had one.”

“Never?” Sofi asked sympathetically.

Ida shook her head, her cheeks blushing. “Nope.”

“Maybe I can teach you … You taught me to play after all.”

“Wouldn’t that be kind of dirty?” Ida asked, her eyes twinkling.

“No,” Sofi said, shaking her head. “It will be fun.” She pulled up her skirt, revealing the fact she hadn’t heard of panties. She reached down to her slit, trailing her finger down till she reached her sensitive region. Ida also lifted her skirt and followed Sofi as she taught Ida to masturbate.

“Does it tickle?” Sofi asked, moaning lightly as she kept pushing her buttons.

“A little,” Ida said. As I sat here and watched, I had the perfect view of their beautiful slits. My cock throbbed in approval as I wanted them both.

“Do you know what would feel even better?” Sofi asked, sinking her teeth into her bottom lip and eying the flute.

“No,” Ida said.

“If we use the flute … We can hit the spot.”

Ida’s cheeks pinked. “Should we masturbate with it?”

“Do you want to?” Sofi asked Ida.

“If you want.”

Sofi nodded eagerly and took the flute. She brought the mouthpiece close to her slit and drew a circle on top. She slipped it in, pushing it deeper and deeper. “Oh, this is so much better,” she said. She pushed in half of it and twisted it. She then slid it out, and it came out glistening wet. She handed it to Ida, her eyes widening.

“It’s all wet and sticky,” Ida said. “Maybe I have to clean it before I push it in.” She raised the mouthpiece to her lips and blew a lovely melody, but it was a bit disrupted because the instrument was so wet. She licked the sides of the flute, and Ariella zoomed in on Ida’s tongue. My balls started aching as I couldn’t stop fantasizing that it was my instrument she was licking.

Ida then pushed the mouthpiece into her love tunnel. She threw her head back and moaned lightly. “The edges are perfect,” she said.

“Push it in and out,” Sofi said. “It will feel so much better.”

“Can you help?”

Sofi nodded eagerly and grabbed the flute, sliding it in and out of Ida’s love hole. “How’s that?”

“Oh … It’s nice. I just wished it were thicker.”

“Maybe I know someone who can help,” Sofi said, turning her horny eyes to me. Feeling hypnotized, I watched the flute in Ida’s slit. I lost myself in the beautiful scene of those two masturbating; I didn’t realize Sofi was calling for me. She cleared her throat again, and Ariella turned to me and lowered the camera.

“Are you sleeping?” Ariella joked.

“Ha-ha, no,” I said. “It was such an artistic scene seeing you two masturbate.” I stripped off my clothes till I stood there fully nude. No foreplay was needed on my end since I was already fully erect and had been so for a while.

Ida slowly slipped the flute out from her mouth, and when I came in, both of them smiled as if the sun was rising. Their eyes were glued to my erection. They made room for me, and I sank between them.

“What a flute,” Ida said and wrapped her hands around my thick girth.

“Do you mind if we play with it?” Sofi asked and also curled her fingers around it.

“Not at all,” I said. “As long as it sounds nice.” I leaned back as they took turns sucking me off. They slobbered over my cock, licked the sides, sucked my balls and kissed every inch of my shaft.

I then mounted them both and had my way with them in various positions till my attention started drifting to their rosebuds. I was on top of Sofi, sliding my cock in and out till I was a couple of thrusts away from firing inside her.

I pulled out and looked at them both. “Are you ready for anal?”

“I was born ready,” Sofi said and glanced at Ida.

“I guess I am too … but you have to guide me through this,” Ida said.

Ariella put the camera aside. I sure needed a break, but Sofi still wrapped her fingers around my length. “If you do anything too crazy, I’ll explode,” I warned her.

“I love a loaded gun,” Sofi said and waggled her eyebrows. She didn’t stop stroking me.

“Sofi, I’m not joking,” I said as a drop of sweat trickled down my temple. “I need a break too.”

She let go. “Alright, let’s make this anal creampie the hottest we’ve ever made.”

Ariella brought out the enema and the lube. “Lana taught us this when we were on vacation,” Ariella said. She pushed the enema inside the lube, squeezed it and filled the bulb.

“We sure need a vacation,” Sofi said, leaning back with her hands behind her.

“We can afford to buy our own jet now,” I said. “Where do you want to go?”

“Let’s go to Greece. Take a week there and then go to Monaco.”

“Monaco, eh?” I said. That was the millionaire’s paradise. It was where the music video of Window Shopper was filmed. I had dreamed of being able to visit such a place, cruise around in a Maserati while sleeping in a mega yacht. “If we do, we might as well rent a yacht too.”

“Why not buy one?” Sofi suggested.

“Let’s think about it, but I’m definitely down to go overseas, what about you guys?”

“I’ve never been overseas before,” Ariella said, sounding frightened.

“Me neither,” Ida said.

“It will be interesting to see something different. Let’s talk about it later,” I said and patted Ida’s thigh. “On all fours, let’s wrap this scene up.”

Ida sat in a doggy position. Ariella dipped her finger in lube and then lightly pushed it inside Ida’s backdoor. “I’m just lubing up the inside a little before I push in the enema.”

“Okay,” Ida said, closing her eyes. “I have no idea how he’ll fit when your finger feels big.”

“You just have to breathe,” Sofi said and caressed Ida’s fine ass. “It’s not as hard as it looks.”

“Anal or his penis?”

“Anal,” Sofi said, laughing with the girls.

Ariella carefully slid in the enema and slowly squeezed it, making Ida giggle. “Hold it inside, and I’ll do Sofi,” Ariella said. “Then we can go back to filming.”

Ariella filled the enema and went to Sofi’s ass. She slowly slid it in and filled Sofi’s butthole with lube. “So, their backdoors are ready,” Ariella said, putting the equipment aside and grabbing the camera.

I lined up my cock with Sofi’s butthole, letting Ida take notes as I gave it to the most experienced girl first. I pushed the head inside through the rim, parting her bleached star. Once an inch was inside, I reached her wet anal cave that was soaked in lube. I easily slid my erection into her rectum, the exit squeezing my shaft hard. Sofi drew in a deep breath, and I slid out, making her smile. I thrust myself back inside her, and she gasped.

“Oh, you’re so thick,” she said, and I pounded her ass, making my balls slap into her flesh. After having enjoyed her ass, I pulled out from her wet backdoor and lined up my erection to Ida’s puckered hole.

I stroked her cheeks. “Are you ready?” I asked her.

Biting her nails, Ida nodded. “Just slowly.”

I grabbed the tip and gave it a nudge, so I parted her puckered hole. I slowly thrust my hips, sending inch after inch inside her beautiful ass. She took it surprisingly well, holding onto the pillow as my length stretched her butthole.

I slid all the way out and had my way with her. She groaned for every smack, sinking her fingers into the pillow. “Ahhh,” she said and arched her back, her body stiffening because of my thick size. I was about to climax. She was so tight that every thrust sent another shockwave throughout my body. I pulled out my shaft, seeing her rosebud fully open before it constricted.

“How was that?” I asked Ida.

“Not as bad as I expected it to be,” Ida said, pushing her hair behind her ears.

“Sofi, lick her while I finish inside you. I’ll creampie both your pussy and ass.”

Ida lay down in front of Sofi, and I lined up my cock with Sofi’s ass. I grabbed both her ass cheeks and with a single thrust, pushed inside her. I pounded her hard, making her bounce away from me for every thrust. She did her best licking Ida as I had my way with her.

Finally, I couldn’t hold it in. It felt too good to be raw in her butthole. I pushed all the way into Sofi’s ass and emptied myself. I quickly withdrew my cock and went straight for her pussy, pounding her hard so every drop of cum got squeezed into her hole. I savored the sensation, leaning back as her velvety walls hugged my cock.

Moaning, I pulled out, seeing Sofi arch her back beautifully. The creampie started simultaneously in both her holes. It trickled out from her rosebud and pink hole at the same time. It looked like a dual, pearly waterfall.

We filmed another scene too where Sofi spread her legs in a missionary position, and I pushed my cock into both her cum-drenched holes. She just smiled all the way as I kept playing with my cum and her love holes. “This is so filthy,” I said and pulled my cock out from her ass. The show was over and the buttermilk had pooled right below her.

“It looked sexy as hell,” Ariella said. “I wonder if the new editor will be shocked or not.”

“Nah, she likes porn too,” I said.

The girls took a couple of minutes to suck me clean, and when Sofi came off with a smack, she asked, “Can we hop into the hot tub?”

“Sure,” I said.

“Can we take a shower first?” Ida asked. “I still got lube all over my ass.”

“I’ll prepare the hot tub for you upstairs,” I said. We parted ways. Ariella went to our office to hand the clips over to Lana while Sofi and Ida hopped into the shower.

I filled the hot tub, enjoying the sunshine after another hard shift. Ida’s ass had felt wonderful, and I took some notes to do the same creampie scene but with both of them instead of one. Since Ida was an anal virgin, I wasn’t sure how she would have reacted.

Dressed in a swimsuit, Ariella showed up. “Hi.”

“What’s up?” I asked.

“Not much … that creampie was hot,” she said. “I remember when we first did anal. Now it’s like a walk in the park.”

“Yeah … we are professionals after all.”

We both sank into the hot tub while letting the sun caress our skin. We enjoyed the gorgeous view of skyscrapers and the ocean. I draped my arm over her shoulder, and she leaned her head on me.

“They can shower for an hour, no joke,” Ariella said.

“Let them,” I said and relaxed in the warm water.

Someone opened the window below. “It’s roasting,” Lana said, and I heard how she sat back down on the office chair.

I exchanged glances with Ariella, but she lowered her voice. “Shall we eavesdrop?”

“There are hardly any secrets under this roof,” I told her.

“Come on, it’s thrilling,” she whispered.

I just shrugged. “It’s probably work-related.”

“I don’t know,” Leah said with a sigh. “Do you really think he finds me attractive? I mean, there’s so many pretty birds twittering all around him.”

“Are you serious?” Lana asked her. “He’s been staring at your enhanced bust more times than I can count.”

“But what about all those other girls?” Leah asked. “Do you think he’s into older women too?”

“He’s fucked me several times and has been equally as hard.”

I turned to Ariella, who was grinning. “I told you,” she mouthed.

She had a point. It was thrilling to eavesdrop, especially when it was gossip. I raised my finger over my lips and listened intently.

“I’ve never been so shy before,” Leah said. “I’ve never been so turned on either.”

“What do you do with your lust?” Lana asked.

“I’ve masturbated every single night since I moved in here,” Leah admitted. “Before it was like once or twice a week, but now it’s multiple times a day. I’m tired of typing since I’ve been pushing my buttons all night long.”

“He turns me on as well,” Lana said. “It’s difficult not to think of his popularity and thick cock while working for him.”

“I feel you … At least you know how it feels. All I have is my imagination.”

“Leah, I’ll talk to him, and he’ll definitely be down.”

“Are you sure?” Leah asked.

“I’m a hundred percent sure,” Lana said. “Otherwise, he wouldn’t find me attractive.”

“Yesterday, I got off to an old clip when he was fucking you. I found it hard to sleep afterward. I couldn’t stop thinking of him sliding his cock inside me. I can’t even work properly.”

“You need his cock,” Lana said. “It sounds urgent.”

“You’re right,” Leah said. “I just haven’t done it in a while … Some cum sure would help my mood.”

I quickly flicked my eyes to the door and sternly raised my finger to my lips. Ida and Sofi were striding in with a towel wrapped around themselves. “What?” Sofi asked.

I emphasized the hush again and pointed down. They came to a halt and listened to the conversation too.

“Josh will fill you up,” Lana promised. “No one fucks like him.”

“I feel like a horny teenager all over again.”

Sofi and Ida slowly descended into the hot tub. “What’s going on?” Sofi asked in a lowered voice.

“We’re eavesdropping,” Ariella said.

Sofi and Ida covered their mouths and tried to stop themselves from giggling. “Are they discussing how to fuck Josh?” Sofi asked.

“What else?” Ariella whispered.

“It would be easier if we could have a threesome,” Leah said. “I probably would act a bit weird if it was just him and me.”

“Then we’ll have a threesome, okay?”

“Thank you for being understanding,” Leah said.

“I’m here for you no matter what. Are you feeling better now after having worked for us?” Lana asked.

“Except for my hormones, I have never felt so good in my life. It’s like a new chapter.”

“I felt so too when I started working for Josh,” Lana said. “The best decision of my life.”

“I wish I defected earlier … would have been less embarrassing than getting the boot.”

“Darling, don’t sweat it. You’re in good hands with us. We don’t need them and never will … Should we go down and get something to eat?”

“Sure,” Leah said and they both left the office.

“Ooh,” Sofi said. “Someone would like to be railed.”

“I should’ve guessed,” I said, leaning back in the warm water. “She’s acted a bit strange lately.”

“Why haven’t you taken her yet?” Sofi asked.

“I just believed she was still depressed that she’d gotten fired … not that it was some kind of love drama involved.”

“Just give her a healthy dose of cum, and she’ll be glowing again … A milf threesome will be hot too. Let me know if you need a camera girl,” I said.

“Sure,” I said, leaning back while my joystick rose above the water.


Chapter 10

Standing on the tennis court, I tossed the racket up and down in my hand. We’d decided to wake up early to play some tennis. Yesterday, we’d filmed the anal creampie, and it was Lana who’d suggested we play together. Sofi and a girl I’d fucked from The World’s Luckiest Man were game.

Lana wore a white skirt and a sports top. With her height and curvy body, she looked no different than a stunning, professional tennis player. “Is Sofi and the other girl coming?” Lana asked.

“They’ll be here in a minute,” I said. “Or I hope. Sometimes she can spend hours in front of the mirror.”

“We’ve all been young,” Lana said, smiling at the memories. This morning, we’d spoken to some of the cam girls. I also met Iulia, and we discussed some business-related topics. She had quickly turned the girls into money makers, and the cam girl revenue kept growing. I filmed some additional scenes with them yesterday too. It was a luxury just being able to select which girl I wanted to have sex with and they would come to my room like a DoorDash delivery, all fresh, wet and horny.

Iulia sat with a couple of the cam girls eating breakfast on the terrace, enjoying the sunrise and gorgeous view of LA. Yesterday, Lana hadn’t said anything about the conversation with Leah, or given me a hint of the threesome, but I sure waited for it. There had to be a reason why she suggested playing tennis.

Sofi and a girl named Ashley came running from the other mansion. They were also dressed in skirts and a sports top. “What took you so long?” I asked them.

“Long?” Sofi asked as if I were mad. “I had to choose a nice outfit.”

“It doesn’t matter,” I said and tossed the ball up and down. “Let us know when you’re ready.” They chose their rackets and had a little warm-up.

Lana and I warmed up as well, smashing the ball to each other instead of over the net. Lana’s hair swayed with every movement. She responded with a swift forehand, the racket meeting the ball with a satisfying thwack. I retaliated with a backhand and shot the ball back to her.

“Damn, you’re good,” I flattered her and found it difficult to keep up as the ball bounced back and forth.

“It’s been a while,” she said, swinging the racket and striking the ball. I swung it as well and placed a nice volley. She jumped up and smashed it back to me. I was unable to strike it back. She waggled her eyebrows. “The girls are doomed.”

“No doubt about that,” I said.

Sofi and Ashley signaled they were ready. “Time to kick their asses,” Sofi said. Even if it was early in the morning, she was as hyped as she could be. We had a topless judge sitting on the umpire stand.

“You wish,” I said. She blew me a raspberry, and I threw them the ball. “Beginners start.”

“And losers will lose,” Ashley said. She served with precision, sending the ball hurtling across the net. Lana hit the ball back. Sofi ran forward and struck the ball to me. The ball kept wheezing back and forth. It was thrilling, and satisfying every time I smashed the ball.

We took numerous water breaks. It was as clear as the day that Ashley was the best player among us. “How long have you been playing?” I asked, seeing the thin sheet of sweat on her forehead.

“Since I was little,” Ashley said. “If we win, I want a scene with you.”

“You’ll have it,” I said. I wanted her anyway, especially after seeing her play. She was incredibly hot to watch, groaning hard for every smash.

“And my friend will join,” Ashley said with a grin. “You still haven’t fucked her since the World’s Luckiest Man.”

“I’ll give her a fill too,” I promised her.

We went back and played some more. We high-fived each other when we got a point. “Ugh,” Sofi said and blamed her miss on her clothing. “I think this top is hindering my movement.”

“I think so too,” Ashley said, waggling her eyebrows.

“My hands are all sweaty,” Sofi said, turning to Ashley. “Can you help me undress?”

Ashley grinned and helped pull the top over Sofi’s head. Once it cleared, Sofi’s bust jiggled till they found equilibrium. Her teardrops were slightly sweaty and gleamed in the sun. “Do you need help too?” Sofi offered her.

“Uh-huh,” Ashley said, and Sofi helped free her bust. I recognized her better now that she was nude. She had been one of the girls I had fucked on top of the table. She was the one who applied whipped cream to another girl’s fruit. I licked my lips as my cock thickened.

They both turned to me with their backs slightly bent, preparing to play another round. My eyes flicked from rack to rack, and I found it difficult to hold onto my racket when their young, creamy tits were so distracting.

We started playing and kept the ball bouncing, but I missed several shots, and they were several points ahead of us.

Finally, they won and high-fived each other. They opened their arms and closed the gap, their tits pressing together so they concealed their nipples but not the outer parts of their boobs.

“You cheaters,” Lana said jokingly.

“We won fair and square,” Sofi said, breaking the hug and showing me her wonderful honeydews again.

“You distracted him with your tits,” Lana pointed out the obvious fact.

“That’s his problem,” Sofi said with a laugh.

“We have to play this another day,” I said. It felt refreshing to do something other than getting blown in the morning.

The topless judge congratulated Sofi and Ashley, and Ashley turned around and told me flirtatiously. “You, me and Jenny later,” she said and formed a heart with her hands, striding to Iulia and the rest of the cam girls.

“You better fuck her hard,” Lana said. “Give her the punishment she deserves for cheating.”

I chuckled. “I’ll give it to her,” I said as we strode back to the first mansion. Ariella was dressed in her morning robe and stifled a yawn. Some of the girls were awake too, sitting in front of their laptops and doing some cam stuff. Not all of them worked in their rooms but some preferred to sit outside and masturbate.

“How was tennis?” Ariella asked in her morning voice.

“It was lovely,” I said.

“Who won?”

“Sofi … but that’s just because she and her naughty friend kept flashing their tits.”

She laughed. “I should’ve guessed. Breakfast is coming right up.”

“Should we hop into the pool?” Lana suggested. “There’s no one there at the moment, and we sure need to wash ourselves.”

“Sure,” I said. She took off her clothes except for her panties and bra. We hopped into the pool. broke through the surface and came up for a breath. It was warm but refreshing. We swam to the edge of the infinity pool, gazing out and relaxing.

“Where’s Leah?”

“She’s helping her niece with the move,” Lana said.

“Is she alright?” I asked Lana, taking yesterday’s conversation into consideration.

“Why are you asking?” Lana asked and turned to me, covering the breathtaking view with her stunning flesh.

“I don’t know … I can’t put my finger on it, but it seems like she’s kind of sad.”

“She is,” Lana said. “And I think you know why.”

I blinked at her infectious grin. Something told me she knew something I didn’t. “What now?”

“I opened the window on purpose,” Lana said, giving me a look. “I knew you were up there.”

“You dirty fox,” I said.

“I just wanted you to hear how much she craved you,” Lana said. “I also knew it would turn you on a bit more, raising the libido till she will spread her legs for you.”

“You’re a master at eroticism,” I said.

She reached my cock and stroked it to full mast. “Gosh, you’re thickening quickly.”

“It’s because I’ve wanted Leah for a long time,” I said. “But the way she acted, I believed she was just sad from being fired.”

“That too,” Lana said and twisted her hands around the crown of my erection. “You heard how many times she’s masturbated, right?”

“Several times a day,” I said, sighing in relief as Lana’s experienced hands kept working on my length.

“And she got off to you … It certainly would be better to just give her a fill, don’t you think?”

“You’re right,” I said.

“I think it’s also time we film something at the office. You haven’t done that before.”

“Yeah,” I said, glancing down as she rubbed my cock against the fabric of her panties. “Ariella can film and then we can let Natasha edit it. Her first edit, she’ll see how naughty we are.”

“That’ll be amazing,” I said, sucking my lips as she kept rubbing the sensitive head against her panties. “When will she be back?”

“After lunch,” she said. “If your balls turn too blue, you can have fun with Ashley in the meantime.”

“I have no choice,” I said as it felt like my balls were boiling.

She let go of my shaft and pressed my erection flat against my waist. I leaned forward to her lips and closed the gap with a precious kiss. My hands settled on her ass, and I squeezed it hard, loving my life at the moment.

* * *

Ashely licked the cum from her friend’s chest. I’d just filmed a scene with them live on camera. We had around three hundred thousand viewers, and they were getting crazy with the donations.

“I think you missed a spot in my cleavage,” Julia said. Ashley dived back and kissed from the very bottom and up to her neck. “Hmm, that’s better.”

The chat had voted where I should place my load, and I’d aimed it right at her chest. It was fun taking them both, but now I looked forward to Leah and Lana more than anything.

I put on my clothes and hugged Julia and Ashley goodbye for now. I didn’t know when the next time would be due, probably within a couple of weeks, since I fucked several of them each day.

I descended the stairs, passed some nude girls on the couch and headed back to the first mansion. I was right on time as Leah entered the gate and parked her Mercedes in our parking. I didn’t know whether Lana had talked to her yet, but it didn’t matter. She came out beaming.

“Where’s Natasha?”

“She’s home,” Leah said. “She had some additional things to take care of, but she’ll be back later.”

“I see,” I said. I waited a little, so a silence descended upon us. I looked her in the eyes for ones instead of her silicone tits, and a blush appeared on her cheeks. What I had discussed with Lana was still fresh in my memory, and I wanted to get to the bottom of it as soon as possible. “You look lovely.”

“Thank you,” she said, dipping her head. Her beautiful blush deepened to the color of a rose. She was dressed in a white skirt and a matching top with sleeves. It had a plunging V-neck that exposed her sexy cleavage.

“There has not gone a single day without me thinking of taking you one way or another,” I told her.

“I can say the same,” she said and twirled her hair on her finger.

“I thought you were a bit sad because of the layoff.”

“No,” she said, shaking her head. “Maybe a little, but I was mostly a bit insecure.”

“Do you want me to make you less insecure?” I asked, searching her beautiful face.

“If you want,” she said as if it were a dream come true.

“Of course I do,” I said. “The AC at the office does very little to cool me down when I have two hot women like you up there … There’s only one way to cool me down.”

She giggled. “What do you have in mind?”

“Let’s have an office threesome … It’s long overdue for us to film something there as well.”

She bit her bottom lip first and moved closer to me. “Am I good-looking enough to make you hard?”

“Reach in there and see for yourself.”

She made me come face to face with her cleavage. She snaked her hand inside my shorts and curled her soft hand around my cock. She gripped it, holding onto it for dear life as if she hadn’t held a man in years. With a shivering breath, she melted. “So hard and strong,” she said with her hot, husky breath against my face. She stood so close, and I inhaled her floral, feminine perfume along with her sticky sweets. I wanted to tear off her skirt and reach her flower as well, raising it to my nose and inhaling the rosy fragrance.

Opening my eyes, she was still holding onto me, slowly stroking my length. I thickened to a bar of steel, and my eyes flitted from her cleavage to her eyes. I needed to give her additional confirmation. My hands settled on her round ass, palming her cheeks. It was only a light, white fabric separating her skin from mine. I felt the heat radiate from her flesh to my palms.

She opened her eyes and slowly withdrew her hand, looking a bit demure as she had finally touched my manhood. “I haven’t touched a man in years,” she said. “I’d forgotten how good it feels.”

“The missing puzzle piece of your life?” I guessed.

Sinking her teeth into her lip, she nodded. “You’re right … Toys can’t replace a throbbing shaft, and nothing can replace a man’s seed.”

“Nothing can replace a woman either,” I said.

“Not all men are men though,” she wanted to make a point. “You’re so popular … The way everyone here looks at you, takes orders from you and obeys you … it makes you unexplainably hot. It’s in our blood. Every woman wants a strong, popular man.”

I learned that recently. There was a reason why you would see a giga Chad with several girls and the average Joe with one if he was lucky to find any. The more women who vied for your attention, the more would flock to you, spreading their legs and begging for your strong seed. “I can show you that strength later,” I told her. “Ariella will happily film it. It will be your own personal memory.”

“Do you want to touch me too?” she asked.

My hands settled on her waist and slid down till I reached the seams of her skirt. I plunged my hands inside, reached her panties and entered uncharted territory. I got closer to the hot center, and it was like coming close to a blast furnace. I reached the stubbles, and she was bald and sexy. I then brushed my thumb over her clit and reached her warm, holy region. She was as wet as a warm bath scented with heavenly perfumes. Once I touched her pink canal, I found it nearly impossible to retreat. I rubbed my thumb over her and slipped it in. I dreamed it was my cock sliding inside her walls, in and out till I gave her the seed she desperately needed to become a happy woman.

I pulled out, seeing an honored smile blossoming on her lips. “You do want to touch me,” she said in a lowered voice with hints of disbelief.

“Of course,” I said and sucked her nectar from my thumb, which reminded me of the strawberry sauce you would pour over a delicious tart. “Should we make some plots and head into the office … After all, we have some work to do.”

She could hardly object, hurrying inside to get it over with. As soon as she saw Lana, she opened her arms and pulled Lana into a hug. “Easy there,” Lana said before she wrapped her arms around Leah’s back. “What’s going on?”

“You spoke to him, didn’t you?”

“Of course … And I was right that he wanted you from the beginning.”

“Thank you for being a good friend,” Leah said.

“You’re welcome,” Lana said, winking at me. I once again stared at those two beautiful women embracing each other.

I called for Ariella who was at the other mansion. She quickly came over, dressed in a knee-length flowery dress. “Are you ready to film?”

“Uh-huh,” she said happily. “That mansion is so pretty.”

“It’s probably because it’s new,” I told her. “I don’t think it looks that much different.”

“Maybe to your eyes,” Ariella said. “Everything there is shinier. But the inside … literally smells like a vagina.”

“It’s because they’re busy playing with toys,” I told her. “We’ll film at the office with Lana and Leah.”

“A milf threesome … that’s hot,” Ariella said.

“I know,” I said. I had fantasized about this for a long time. I knew Lana had all the right experiences, but I was curious to see what Leah could accomplish with her expertise. We went up to the office. While Lana, Leah, and I planned how it would go down, Ariella brought in the lighting equipment and the camera.

“What a spacious office,” Ariella said. Since she had never been here, she looked surprised.

“We’re continuing to expand the number of employees so we sure need the space,” I told her.

“Also, for the fucking,” Lana said.

We explained the flick to Ariella. “Lana would try to work while Leah and I flirted with each other. She brings in some fruits and asks me to lick the spills up. Lana then leaves us and we become so horny that it spirals into sex. Lana says it’s inappropriate, but Leah persuades her to have some cock herself. It would brighten her mood up.”

Ariella grinned. “It sounds as porny as it gets,” she said. “Anyway, I’m ready whenever you are.”

“I’ll get the mangos,” Lana said and headed downstairs.

“This office is so versatile,” Leah pointed out.

“It sure is,” I said.

“Back when I worked at Ayloo, I always dreamed about having office sex,” she said.

“Sounds odd not to at a pornographic corporation.”

She waved her hand dismissively. “Those who work there are average joes,” she said. “And boring … I think they get high on their own supply.”

I narrowed my eyes and wasn’t following her. She made a hand sign as if she were jerking off. “They do that all day long … nothing left for a woman.”

“I gotcha,” I said, chuckling a little. “A lot of seed wasted.”

She shook her head. “It’s probably the type of seed you don’t want anyway … Most women want a healthy dose.”

“I got one for you,” I said.

“Can you please finish inside me?” she asked in a pleading voice.

“Of course,” I said. “I will pump it as deep inside as possible.”

“And I want to suck you clean afterward … I’m so man-famished I don’t want to spill a single drop.”

“I’ll feed you well,” I promised her. I felt bad for her that she’d been without cum for so long. You could clearly see that something was missing in her life. I was glad I could provide it for her, claiming her as mine in the process.

Lana came back with the bowl of mangos and set it on the table. “Ariella, I’m ready when you are,” Lana said.

Ariella adjusted the lights a little bit and took a cube of mango. “So sweet,” she said with an adorable giggle and reached for the camera. “Alright, action.”

We started our work shift as usual. I kept glancing at Leah’s cleavage, and she clearly noticed my curious eyes. In return, she kept glancing at my crotch, and her lips slid into a grin when she saw it throb against my shorts.

We shared the bowl of mangos, and Leah spilled some on her chest, which ran down her mysterious cleavage. Her tits would remain a mystery till I had taken her top off, burying my face inside and letting her breasts warm me.

Lana rose. “I have to go to the bathroom.”

Leah then turned to me, swinging around in her chair. “What were you looking at?” she asked.

“I think you spilled some on your neck,” I told her.

“Oh, I don’t have a napkin,” she said. “Do you think you can clean it?”

“I can try,” I said. I pressed my tongue flat on her neck and swiped all the way up, making her shiver on top of it.

“I think … you should go a bit deeper. I’m sure I spilled some there too.” She twirled her hair on her finger.

I eyed her cleavage. “It’s a bit difficult to reach that spot when your top is on,” I told her.

“A second,” she said and happily took off her top. She tossed the garment onto Lana’s chair and faced me as she freed her boobs. Once the bra fell off, her tits didn’t sag an inch. They sat firm and high on top of her chest as if enhanced by magic. I cupped them both, forgetting for a second that I was supposed to clean her. I explored her boobs as if sculpted from my horniest dream. Her nipples pointed right at me, thick and suckable. The color of her chest was slightly creamy, a little whiter than Lana’s tanned tits.

After I’d fondled them both, I fixed my eyes on her cleavage, her breasts so tight they could easily catch a toothpick. I buried my face between the valley and licked the sides on my way. I finally reached the bottom, and I licked the mango juice from her, making her grab my head and giggle.

“Hmm, Jack, you’re getting wild,” she said, laughing as I continued to clean her well.

“How’s that?” I asked her, coming off the valley between her breasts with a smack.

“I feel dirtier than clean,” she said, sinking her teeth into her lips.

“I believe there was something you looked at too … Or am I mistaken?”

She shook her head, making her tits shake. She eyed my bulge, her lips curving in a smile. “Maybe I can clean you there as well.”

I rose to my feet, and she descended to her knees. She unbuckled my belt quickly, pulling down my shorts and underwear till my erection snapped back up and almost struck her chin. It caught her off guard, and her eyes widened as my beast threw a thick shadow right on top of her. She studied my length in genuine awe. Even if she had seen it on camera, it looked different in real life.

“It’s beautiful,” she said as if she were worshiping it. She started on my balls, sucking on both of them. She delivered kisses up my length till she reached the precious head. She kissed the tip and every smack sent her deeper and deeper till the crown was in her mouth. She closed her eyes as if she were dreaming, melting into a smile as she realized she was actually having an erect cock in her mouth, hard, strong and youthful.

She came off with a smack and stroked it with both her hands. “It’s the most beautiful cock I’ve ever seen.”

She was about to open her mouth again, but Lana walked in on us and stiffened on the threshold. Her hand flew to her mouth. “What are you two up to?”

Both of us stiffened, pretending to be shocked. “Uhm …” I said and fumbled for words.

“That’s inappropriate,” Lana said. “We have work to do after all.”

“Maybe you can help me work him first,” Leah suggested. Leah then moved her head aside, showing the size of my beast.

Lana’s eyes widened, and she dropped the papers onto the floor. “Oh my … what a size,” she said.

“There’s room for one more,” Leah said.

After having seen my erection, Lana couldn’t resist. She took off her top and her bra, and we descended into full porno mode as both of them were on their knees, sharing my cock from one mouth to another. They worked in sync, kissing from the base up to the tip while the other ran her tongue up and down. I shivered with pleasure as I stood there and fondled their tits.

“Rise,” I said, having to take a break as I felt it move too quickly. Leah came off my cock slowly like a reverse kiss. “Take off your clothes,” I said.

They rose to their feet. Leah fell into my arms, and while Lana undressed, I pressed my lips onto Leah, sliding my tongue inside her wet mouth. I lost myself in the sweet taste of her tongue and the warmth of her body pressed up against me. Her heart thumped rapidly. She was alive, sharing her energy and love with mutual pleasure.

I slid my hands down her waist and reached the border of her nude ass. My eyes popped open, and I broke the kiss. I noticed both of them were fully nude. I realized Lana had skillfully undressed Leah in the process.

“Magic,” Lana said with a wink.

They jumped on top of the table, and I was mostly curious about Leah’s heavenly region. I spread her legs, and her creamy kissable thighs led to a crisp pink slit, perfectly waxed and soaking with her nectar.

I rubbed my thumb over the beads that clung to her folds, and her heavenly flavors pulled me closer and closer. I pressed my tongue flat on her, making her giggle upon first contact. She wrapped her legs around me, and I lapped her, tasting a novel woman. Her pussy tasted sweet with only the barest tang of musk. I worked my tongue up her slit until I reached her tiny clit, buried in the folds of her glistening labia. I gave it a soft, worshiping kiss before I came off and plunged my head between Lana’s copper legs, licking her bright, pink opening that was in stark contrast to her flesh.

Licking my lips, I reached for my cock and entered Lana first. It felt way better doing missionary while standing. I penetrated her so deep that I bottomed out and watched her big titties shift and jiggle into place. She gasped, and her nipples turned diamond-hard. She bit her lip and inhaled sharply. “It’s a monster.”

I curled my arms around her curvy thighs and gave her my beast, ramming myself into her sex. She moaned up to the ceiling. It felt so powerful to make a goddess-like woman like her moan so loudly. She grabbed the keyboard, clenching it as if it would break. She tossed it aside and desperately kept crying out my name.

I fucked her so hard the table started rocking and creaking under us. It didn’t stop me from having my way with her, continuing till I was dangerously close to reaching the peak.

One stroke away from ejaculating, I pulled out. I had a promise to keep and aimed my erection at Leah who waited anticipatingly to get fucked by me. I rubbed the crown along her wet folds, seeing it stir some life in her. I looked into her eyes as she squeezed her breasts together. I knew what she was thinking, just push it in already.

I gave the crown a nudge and entered a new slit. My cock glided through her velvety walls that fluttered around me, and she sighed in relief as I gave her the missing puzzle piece.

“That’s so nice,” Leah said, shivering with pleasure as I bottomed out. She moaned as I lingered inside her cave, savoring the sensation of having a hot woman wrapped around my sex. I pulled out, and my manhood came out soaked. I pushed back inside again and the sounds of our flesh slapping rose in this room.

I continued to bang into her, my tempo increasing tenfold. Her arms flailed. She accidentally pushed the monitors and keyboards onto the floor, making her cheeks blush. It was the least we had to worry about since it cost us peanuts. This climax was worth way more. I kept fucking her hard, watching my cock disappear inside her only to reappear the following second. Her firm tits shook with every fuck. Lana leaned over and fondled them both, holding onto her dear friend as she finally got a cock she’d dreamed of.

For every thrust, her pussy contracted and contracted. She was climaxing hard as she released an earth-shattering moan and tensed on top of it.

The tenseness spread to her pink canal, and she became so tight that I couldn’t hold anything in either. I grunted and spilled my seed inside her, slowing down my thrusts as the head became sensitive and numb.

I pulled out from her cum drenched hole, and she looked at my cock with hunger and lust. I pushed it to her mouth. She gladly opened, sliding it over her tongue till the tip was poised at her throat. She sucked on it hard, squeezing out several drops of cum that fell down her gullet. She smiled wider and brighter for every drop of semen she extracted from my balls, and even when I swore nothing was left, she kept sucking, refusing to leave my cock.

I pushed her hair behind her ears, and her stretched lips slid into half a smile. Eventually, she came off. “Sorry … it’s just so attractive,” she said.

“How was it?” I asked her.

“I feel a thousand times better … more alive,” she said. Her happiness infected me, and the final shot was her pussy dripping with my cum.

We put on our clothes and the office was barely recognizable. There was sweat, nectar and semen on top of the table. One of the monitors was on the floor with a big crack in the screen. There were papers all over the place and a musky fragrance hung in the room, refusing to go away.

“Damn, you fucked them hard,” Ariella said. “And those are some expensive monitors.”

I chuckled. “We are basically billionaires. We have plenty, so it’s nothing to worry about.”

“Oh, I felt a bit guilty when I pushed it down,” Leah said.

“Why?” Lana asked. “It was hot as hell.”

“I don’t know,” Leah said. “I didn’t do it on purpose. It just felt so damn good.”

We sat down and watched the clip. Ariella was right. I did fuck them hard, especially Leah. It was something incredibly sexy having my way with an experienced woman, but even more so when there were two. Leah’s flesh was so tempting that I thickened again upon watching her.

“Maybe next time I want some cum,” Leah said, sitting next to me, “I can go down on you and give you a quickie, especially if your balls are blue.”

“I would love to,” I said and would never deny access to her hot lips. “Let’s get something to eat … And Ariella, you keep us company for once.”

“It’s nice you’re thinking of me,” Ariella said. “But I love cooking.”

“I want to cuddle with you in the meantime,” I said.

“So be it in then,” she said with a chuckle.

I took my women with me outside to the terrace.

* * *

Natasha showed up in the evening and greeted me by the gate. I greeted her back with a hug. “Sorry, it took so long, but I had some personal stuff to take care of. Mom wanted to say goodbye and all that. She bombarded me with questions.”

“You were living with your mom?” I asked and arched an eyebrow.

“Uh, yeah?” she said as if it were a no-brainer. “Hello, I’m twenty years old. Guys nowadays live with their parents till their thirty. Rent is like through the roof.”

“I guess you’re right.” I was a bit clueless in that regard since I’d never been in that situation.

“Didn’t you live with your parents before your success?”

“No,” I said, shaking my head. “I moved out early, but I had a well-paid programming job, even if it sucked health-wise.”

“Moving out early, that’s what superstars do,” she said.

“I guess,” I said. “I was just surprised since you said you did OnlyFans.”

“I hide under my sheets,” she said, giggling. “I’m just joking. My mom is very liberal. I don’t think she would’ve cared if she found out. She just nags, nags and nags at me to get some fresh air. I think that would disappoint her more.”

“The fact that you’re in your room and not shooting nudes?”

“Exactly,” Natasha said.

“I see where she’s coming from,” I said. “You have no excuse to be inside here though. You got a pool, a beautiful garden and plenty of girls to chat with.”

“Wrong,” she said flirtatiously. “My two excuses are work and video games.”

I laughed and yielded. I showed her the office and where she would be working. We sat down together in case she had any questions.

“I’m familiar with this editing software,” Natasha said. “But it’s not difficult to learn a new one either. It’s kind of like when you know one programming language, you know most of them.”

“I see what you’re saying,” I said.

“I’m ready to tackle my first film,” she said, her lips sliding into a smile. “Where’s the raw film?”

I pointed at the monitor. “I have to take care of some emails, so I’ll be here if you have any questions.”

“Okey dokey,” she said. She plugged in the earplugs and quickly unplugged them after a couple of minutes. “Do you have an identical office as a studio?”

I chuckled and already knew why she asked that. “Nah, we filmed here.”

“Damn, you guys are adventurous,” she said with a giggle. “Damn, Leah has a nice pair of tits.”

“Not like yours,” I said and waggled my eyebrows.

“They’re roughly the same size,” she said, giving them a gentle lift. “Big boobies run in our genes, but since they’re so big, they sag easily with age.”

“If we only had some magical spell we could defy gravity with it.”

“The spell is called silicone,” she said. “For a thousand rupees, you can buy your princess and mistresses a nice pair.”

I chuckled at her nerdy humor. She pushed her glasses onto her nose and got back to work. Leah and Lana were out for a coffee, probably discussing the threesome and what it was like.

I answered a couple of business-related emails and contacted our developers to add some new sections to our website. We had to hire. The camming section needed a lot of work. Everything had to be running flawlessly. We couldn’t give our competitors room to grow past us.

We exchanged some words now and then, but what I liked about Natasha was that she was focused. She smiled throughout the shift and clicked and pointed around. “Editing is like art,” she said. “Kind of like sculpting. You give me a block of marble, and I polish it to something nice and shiny.”

“For sure,” I said. “What do you plan on doing later?”

“Play video games unless you want to do something.”

“I haven’t played in a while … Maybe we can play together?”

Her eyes widened. “I would love to … Counter Strike 2 just came out, do you wanna play?”

“I would rather not get my ass kicked by a girl.”

“You’ll get your ass kicked regardless of the game,” she said, waggling her eyebrows.

“I’ve no reason to doubt you. Alright, I’m game. If you promise to go easy on me.”

“After dinner,” she said, winking.

Lana and Leah entered the office. “How’s it going?” Leah asked and smiled brightly upon seeing her niece.

“Your boobs are nice,” Natasha said.

“Good girl, you’ve started work already,” Leah said and saw what Natasha was editing.

“I don’t see it as work,” Natasha said. “I love editing … But Christ, the camera, the lighting, this editing software. It cost like a fortune.”

“Well dah,” Leah said playfully. “You are sitting in the most luxurious mansion in Beverly Hills. This isn’t a one-room shack.”

“Yeah, I suppose,” Natasha said and didn’t care that she was in Beverly Hills for that matter.

“I suppose?” Leah said playfully and imitated her voice. She was definitely in a lot better spirit than earlier. I had buried her sadness under my seed, that was for sure. “This is like a dream come true for every girl out there.”

“Blah,” Natasha said. “They’ll probably just mistake me for Alex Dunphy more often here.”

Lana and I laughed. “I’m sure that will happen,” I said.

We watched the finished product together. I was stunned by Natasha’s editing skills. The video was way more polished. She had added some special effects, and she had made a short, sweet intro on top of it. “That’s beautiful,” I said.

“I know,” Natasha said, looking proudly at her work. “Although … You should have done some more positions.”

“This was the first time we had office sex,” I told her. “We sure will be doing a lot more in the future.”

“I see,” Natasha said.

“Let’s go outside, get some sunshine, eat some dinner and then we can go inside when it’s dark.”

“It’s always dark in the bedroom,” Natasha said.

I loved her humor and extended my hand to her. “Come, don’t leave me hanging.”

She accepted my hand, and I lifted her to my feet. “I’m like a vampire.”

“You’re prettier than that,” I pointed out.

“There are sexy vampires too,” she said. “I can show you some on my computer. I got a whole folder of them.”

“For inspiration?”

“Kind of, I love all kinds of fantastical creatures, some more than others.” I took her with me to the garden, and I introduced her to my girls. They happily greeted Natasha with smiles, hugs and kisses. Sofi went on a chatting spree with her. Even if they had vastly different interests, they still talked about various topics. The conversation was mostly about OnlyFans, and Sofi found her costumes to be funny.

“I can help you dress up if you want,” Natasha.

“I would love to,” Sofi said. “We have to switch things up a bit … But before we talk about anything, holy moly, your boobs!”

They all giggled, and Natasha’s breasts were all of a sudden in the center of attention. They threw several questions at her, whether her back hurt, if guys loved them and if they could see and touch them.

“My back doesn’t hurt. I’m kind of used to it,” Natasha said, proud to be well-endowed. “And yeah, they’re attention seekers.”

“You didn’t answer my other question,” Sofi said, studying the marvelous shapes. “Can I touch?”

“Sure,” Natasha said and yielded to Sofi’s and the rest of the girls’ curious hands. They took turns, palming and fondling them. It was hot to watch them all touch and squeeze her breasts. They were so big that there was space for all of them.

We ate dinner outside, watching the sunset together and going over our plans. “You guys, it’s time to take a vacation. It’s also time to buy a private jet.”

“Wow, a private jet,” Ariella said. “I would have never imagined to even fly one.”

“What is our budget?” Lana asked.

“We can easily buy one for fifty million,” I said. “I checked online and the maintenance cost shouldn’t be more than half a million per year.”

“We make more than that per day,” Sofi pointed out.

“I know,” I said. “There’s no reason to fly commercial airlines any longer.”

It excited them. Lana would research where it was possible to buy a private airplane. I also told my girls I would spend my evening and night with Natasha. When the sun had set, she eagerly tugged at my arm. “It’s dark now,” she said, her eyes sparkling.

“Alright,” I said and rose with her. She had a room on the third floor. She could have had a queen-sized bed if she wished, but she’d prepared her table and couch instead. “How are we supposed to play?”

“You sit on the opposite end of the table,” she said. “But you have to bring your computer.”

“Will you help me out with the installation?”

“Of course,” she said happily.

I went into our storage room and found the most powerful laptop. We had bought them for the cam girls, but they sure should work for gaming too. I also took with me a monitor and the rest of the equipment.

“Where did you find that?” she asked.

“We got like a hundred of them,” I said.

“I thought you would bring the computer from the office,” she said. “I forgot that your life is gravy.”

“We worked hard for it,” I reminded her.

“I know, but it’s still gravy,” she said. She was quicker than I was, helping me set it up as if it were second nature to her. All of a sudden, the computer was up and running. She installed CS2 and then plopped down on her chair.

“Hey, you have to give me a brief introduction,” I reminded her.

“I thought you said you had played it before,” she said.

“It was ages ago,” I said. “Be a good girl, sit on top and show me.”

She rose and made her way to me, taking a seat right on top. Her ass was magical, covering my entire crotch and her crack sank onto my tip. I curled my left arm around her waist. The screen lit up her face as she clicked around. “It’s nice when you hold me like that,” she said.

“I like it too when you sit on top,” I told her. I didn’t want to take it too far too soon, but I did want to see her marvelous breasts in their full glory. Even if it was summer, she wore a ridiculous amount of clothes. A traditional skirt with a top and a blouse. I was used to seeing my girls run around half-naked with their tits jiggling freely.

She gyrated her hips a little. “I’m just trying to find a more comfortable position,” she said, grinning. “So, put your hand on the mouse, and I’ll enroll you in my lesson.”

It was brief. I remembered most of it myself as soon as I started shooting, switching weapons and walking silently. The maps were surprisingly similar to the older version I used to play. “So, it’s not that different from CSGO.”

“I played 1.6 too,” I told her.

“I thought you said you needed help,” she said. “Maybe this was a ploy, so I could sit on top of you.”

“Maybe it was both,” I said, waggling my eyebrows. She jumped off, casting a glance at my bulge and smiling when it throbbed.

“Should we play one against one?” she asked.

“Sure,” I said. It felt so nostalgic. I hadn’t played in a while, but exactly from what I remembered, it wasn’t fun sitting by myself in a room and playing. There were so many that sprayed porn, turning me on and making me want to jerk off. These days were different. I had an abundance of girls vying for my attention, begging for my erection. Most importantly, I had a new girl in front of me who loved games as well.

We started, and as soon as I took a step, I fell and died. “What the hell?”

She stifled a giggle. “If you don’t duck there, I can reach you from where I spawn.”

“You little fox,” I said.

I respawned again and made sure not to commit the same mistake. I approached site A to plant the bomb, but I stopped to look at her.

“What are you looking at?” she asked.

“Your keyboard has been awfully quiet,” I said.

“I’m not watching pornos if that’s what you’re accusing me of … And besides, I’m the counter-terrorist. I wait for you to plant the bomb, that’s how it goes.”

I was getting suspicious and as soon as I brought out the bomb, she knifed me. She burst out laughing. “Where the hell were you?” I asked.

“Right behind the box,” she said. “You were too busy looking at me.”

I rolled my eyes. “Next time,” I said.

She kept her mouth shut, and I noticed again her keys were awfully quiet. Again, she sniped at me, and I fell. “Are you camping?”

She blew me a raspberry.

“I’ll get you now, you little fox,” I said. I tried to focus, but it was distracting being alone with such a flirtatious girl, especially by the way she behaved. I felt an urge to pull her pants down and spank her.

The next round I was very careful, not bothering with planting the bomb. I knew she was there waiting for me anyway. I tried to flank her and caught her crouching on top of a box with a sniper. I fired my AK and shot her dead.

“No!” she said, curling her cute hands into fists.

Now it was my turn to blow her a raspberry. We continued to play, and it was incredibly fun even if it was just the two of us.

“I want to sit next to you,” she said after having beaten my ass more than twenty times.

“Let’s play something else,” I suggested, leaning back on my computer chair.

“Tired of getting your ass handed to you by a girl?” she asked flirtatiously, folding her arms.

“You guessed it right,” I said. “Let’s play Nintendo.”

Her eyes lit up. “I was about to suggest the same. You told me you’ve never played Breath of the Wild, right?”

I shook my head. “Nope.”

“We’ll play together. You’ve missed out on so much,” she said. Jumping out of her chair, she pulled out a drawer and stood bent at the waist. As she searched around, she flashed me her full moon, which was only protected by a light skirt. Since the garment was so bright, I could see through it when I peered. She was as well-endowed bottom-wise as she was chest-wise. She made sure to sway her apricot back and forth while she searched, humming a fantasy melody in the process.

I didn’t know if she showed me her ass on purpose or not, but my lips slid into a grin. “Where did I put it?” she asked herself and started putting games aside to find it.

“Do you still buy physical copies?” I asked her.

“I’ll do so till I die. I mean digital is nice for traveling but the physical copy is like your special stuffed animal, nothing can replace it.”

“Be gentle on your back. I can help you if you wish,” I said. She was still bent at the waist and my mind started drifting to penetrate her instead of playing a game.

“Because of my orbs,” she said. “My back is well trained, but an extra pair of eyes wouldn’t hurt.”

I came over and stood right behind her while she was bent over and her ass crack was poised at my bulge. “Is that the only drawer?” I asked and tried stepping aside so her glory hole wasn’t so dangerously close to me.

“No,” she said and took a step in my direction, making it difficult for me. She pulled open the one above. “But I swore I put all of my Switch games in the bottom drawer.”

She arched her back, and I looked over her shoulder. I saw deep into her cleavage. If her breasts had been a bit smaller, I might have seen her nipples, but they were so big that the fabric still covered them.

She twisted her neck. “Am I in the way or do you see anything?” she asked in a cute voice.

“I see,” I said. I had no other choice but to take a step closer so my bulge rubbed against her ass. She bent over further and flipped through the games till she finally found it.

“Tada!” she said, whirling around and holding it up to the ceiling with both hands. Now she generously flashed me her breasts instead, making them sit a bit higher.

“So, it was there after all,” I said. I didn’t help much. I had mostly ogled at her.

“I usually try to be organized, but sometimes it can be a bit stressful.”

“Don’t worry about it,” I said.

We both sank onto the couch, and she grabbed the controller. “When this game was out, I didn’t see the sun for an entire month.”

“Vampire, eh,” I chuckled.

“You would have been one too,” she said, pushing her glasses up her nose.

“I could go months too without leaving my room, but not for games though, work.”

“Do you miss those days?”

“No,” I said, laughing. “There’s absolutely nothing to miss about those days. This is life.”

“Playing games together?”

“Sort of,” I said, chuckling at her humor. She handed me the controller since I’d never played before. The graphics were so bright and colorful, it took my breath away. “Wow, it’s so pretty.”

“That was my first impression too,” she said. “The horse looks so pretty.”

“How do I bring out the map?”

She leaned forward, so her breasts fell on top of my arm. “This one,” she said, pushing the button.

She guided me through, and every time I needed her help, her tits, one way or another, made contact with my flesh, making my internal temperature spike. Since it felt so good, I kept asking her for help.

“Inch your hips closer,” I beckoned her. She did till they touched, making a subtle pink color bloom on her cheeks. “Do you work out?”

She looked flustered. “Do I look like someone who works out?”

“Your bottom certainly looks like it,” I said.

“So that’s what you were staring at when I tried to find the game,” she said accusingly, placing both her hands on her hips.

“You didn’t do that on purpose?” I asked and watched her face closely.

“Uh-uh,” she said, shaking her head, but I caught a subtle grin that made me suspicious.

We continued to play, roam around this fantasy world. It was epic at first, but even with how colorful that game was, Natasha occupied more of my mind than the game. I asked her again how to shoot some arrows, and she gave me a look. “That’s the third time,” she said and leaned over, making her chest fall over my hand again. The warmth that radiated from her breasts was so intimate and addictive, that I wanted it against me for the rest of my life.

“Hey, I haven’t played this before.”

“This was like my escapism,” she said.

“From what?” I asked her.

“Life I suppose,” she said. “I hated school and didn’t have any friends there either.”

“I see. I find it hard to believe that not even guys were into you.”

“I guess they just made fun of my breasts. That’s at least what the girls did.”

“They were obviously jealous.”

“I know,” she said with a shrug. “But it wasn’t fun either way.”

“There was no one else to play with?” I asked her.

“Not really.”

“Was this only in High School?”

“No, I’ve always been dorky. I guess I’m a bit eccentric too.”

“Eccentric is just another word for being unique. It’s a compliment. Natasha, you’re beautiful.”

“Thank you,” she said, her cheeks blooming into a rosy color. She suddenly placed her hand right on my crotch, and it made her hand jump as if she’d touched an oven. “I swear I didn’t mean to. I’m just used to sitting by myself and having armrests.”

I pecked her forehead, silencing her with a brief kiss. “It’s okay. The girls touch me all the time.”

“Okay.” She sounded a bit shy as if she wanted something but couldn’t say it.

I paused the game and looked at her. “You want something, eh?”

She glanced at my crotch. “That’s true … But I’m lacking the experience, so that makes me insecure about going to battle.”

I tried to hold in my laughter, but it was difficult. “Why are you laughing?” she said half-accusingly and half-jokingly.

“Because you’re funny,” I said. “I love your humor. How do you get experience points?” I asked her. “You’re the gamer, not me.”

“You have to practice first, but my master will have to let me.”

I put the Switch controller aside. “Ask me.”

“Master, can I play with your sword? I want to gain experience points.”

“I grant you access, my fair maiden.”

“Next time we do this, I want to dress up as an elf.”

“Whatever makes you happy.”

“At this game, you certainly will kick my ass … maybe stab me too if you wish,” she said and waggled her eyebrows. She reached my belt and clumsily unbuckled it, showing off the fact she truly was a fair maiden and not an experienced, dirty mistress.

I lifted my pelvis, so she could pull my shorts down, and then she curled her fingers around the waistband of my shorts, gently pulling them down till she revealed my sword. She stiffened and her hand flew to her mouth.

“It’s as legendary as the sages said it would be,” she said and watched as it slowly towered up to her face. “Oh, how strong can it be?” It thickened and thickened till it was about to reach its full stature.

“It will thicken a bit more once you wield it,” I told her.

“Do you remember what they call the sword from Legend of Zelda?”

“The Master sword.”

“This is the true Master Sword,” she said and curled her fingers around it. “Holy moly it’s thick. It’s bigger than a porn cock.” She giggled and couldn’t stop commenting about the size. “So, master, guide me through this.”

“Start off with spitting in your hands and then stroke me up and down.”

She followed my advice well, spitting onto both her hands and spreading her natural lubricants over my blade. “How am I doing, master?”

“You’re doing well,” I said, moaning lightly as she squeezed her hands together. I leaned back on the couch. My breathing slowly deepened for every stroke and at the same time, the fantasy music ran in the background, making it feel more special.

I raked my fingers through her lustrous hair. “Gosh, your hair is so thick and glossy.”

“It was gifted to me by the gods,” she said, her lips curving in a smile.

I watched her thick lips, and I badly wanted them wrapped around my cock. “You have leveled up now,” I told her. “To level up again and get more experience, wrap your lips around my sword, but be careful so you don’t wound yourself. It’s very lethal.”

“Yes, master,” she said submissively and slowly approached my erection, licking her lips and opening wide. I leaned back and waited for her wet mouth to engulf the head. I was about to thrust my hips, helping her send it deeper, but suddenly, her phone rang.

She groaned. “Gosh, I know it’s Mom.”

“It’s fine,” I said, chuckling. “You can talk to her. We got all night after all.”

“Master, will you let me talk to my mother?”

“I will, as long as you’ll stroke me in the meantime. It’s a challenge that will make you rack up experience points quicker.”

She grinned, answered and cradled the phone to her shoulder. “Hi, Mom,” she said while her hands were wrapped around my erection, running them up and down.

“Hi, darling, how are you doing?”

“I’m fine,” she said.

“How’s your first day there, have you found any new friends yet?”

“Plenty,” she said. “They are the friendliest girls I’ve ever met.”

“My sister said the same … What about boys?”

“There’s only one boy here,” Natasha said, giving me a look while working on my length. Her mother sounded as hot as Leah, and when thinking of it, she certainly must be as well-endowed as both of them.

“Fun for him. Please tell me you aren’t playing any video games. I hear you’re moving your hands.”

Natasha was about to have a giggle fit. “I’m playing a game, yes.”

“But Natasha, we’ve spoken about this before. You have to go out and see the sun once in a while. You can’t be working for eight hours and then play games for the rest of the day.”

“I know, Mom,” Natasha said, rolling her eyes as if they had this conversation countless times before. “But it’s night now.”

“Yeah, and you should go to bed soon,” her mom reminded her.

“I’ll just finish up what I’m playing and then I’ll go to sleep.”

“I thought of a lovely idea. Why don’t you dress up as some character and go outside and play? Maybe you can find some other girls who share the same interests … or are they all LA girls?”

“No, they’re diverse,” Natasha said. “They come from all over the place.”

“How’s Beverly Hills?”

“It’s fine. But my bedroom is very spacious.”

“Please don’t tell me you’ve just been inside since you got there?” Her mother then went on a lecture-spree, and Natasha rolled her eyes again. She kept glancing at my cock, and probably just wanted to stuff it into her mouth. Not being able to restrain herself, she risked it, opening her mouth and engulfing the tip. I was about to gasp since she acted so suddenly and so boldly. Her experience points went through the roof as she tried to suck me for the first time in her life while speaking to her hot mom on the phone.

“Darling, what are you doing?” her mom asked while becoming suspicious.

Natasha came off my cock and covered her mouth before she would have a laughing fit. “I’m having an ice cream bar… It’s hot here after all.”

“What flavor?”

“Salt and caramels.”

“Okay, I won’t bother you any longer … I miss you, that’s all.”

“You don’t bother me,” she said.

“I’m glad. I’ll talk to you tomorrow. I love you, Natasha.”

“I love you too, Mom,” Natasha said and finally hung up. She drew in a deep breath. “Gosh. Don’t get it twisted. I love her, but she repeats the same thing over and over again.”

My eyes were still wide at the daring move she had just performed. “I can’t believe you sucked me in while talking to her.”

“Ice cream,” she said, giggling. “I wanted to say a sword, but I’m pretty sure she would’ve figured it out.”

“You think so?” I asked her. “Your mom must know you pretty well.”

“She knows me the best,” she said, covering her mouth and chuckling. “Alright, so did I at least suck you well?”

“It was hot while you talked to your mother.”

“Nice,” she said. “I’ve always wanted to suck a cock. It’s hotter than penetration. It’s usually what I masturbate to.”

“You can keep going,” I said.

“Am I talking too much … master?”

“You’re perfect, but the master wants his cock sucked.”

Natasha tossed her phone aside and curled her fingers around my girth. She aimed the head at her mouth and took it into her young and inexperienced mouth. She slid it over her tongue and flicked her eyes to me, sealing her lips tightly around my manhood and bobbing her head back and forth.

I reached her marvelous breasts, squeezing them beneath the garment. I was dying to see them uncovered and especially to have them wrapped around my cock. “Natasha … take your clothes off.”

“Yes, master,” she said after slowly coming off my cock. Saliva dribbled down my shaft and pooled around the base. She unbuttoned her blouse and tossed it aside.

“You don’t like folding your clothes either,” I pointed out.

“That’s another thing my mom always nags at me,” she said with a chuckle. She started to pull off her top. Her big boobs caught the edge of the fabric and resisted as she continued to pull the top higher. I watched her tits, awe-struck by the incoming titty drop. Finally, she pulled the top clear and her tits deliciously dropped into place, jiggling and swaying as they found equilibrium.

“Man, what a titty drop,” I said, mesmerized by the scene.

“It always happens,” she said.

“Geeze,” I said. Now that she was left in her push-up bra, my eyes were glued to them. I had never seen such a deep cleavage with country miles of delicious, soft flesh. “What size are you wearing?”

“You’ll find out the secret once you unhook my bra,” she said teasingly.

She twirled her hair on her finger as I skillfully unhooked her bra. It fell on her thighs, but I didn’t check the size yet. I stepped back and drank in the sight of her enormous, creamy breasts. They were capped with areolas and topped with thick, suckable nipples that looked surprisingly small because of her enormous breasts. They hung like two bells, but judging by their size of them, I was surprised they didn’t sag more.

She lifted them with a smile. “Do you like my melons? I’m pretty certain if you taste them, they’ll strengthen you greatly. You’ll need the strength for your heroic journey.”

“I’m just stunned. They’re huge.”

“The goddess, Mia, bestowed them upon me as a gift,” she said happily and lifted one boob at a time up and down.

“Mia?”

“My mom,” she added.

“Right,” I said. I picked up the bra and read her size. “Triple D … I didn’t even know there was such a big bra size.”

“There aren’t many of them, and their bras are always expensive, and some of them suck too.”

“I’ll order some high-quality ones for you. Don’t lose sleep over it … lift them for me so I can get the teat in my mouth.”

She gladly lifted both her tits to my mouth. I started on her left and latched my mouth onto her nipple, sucking on it like a babe. She tasted sweeter than a melon, and her soft flesh was truly addictive. I came off her tit and kissed my way to her right. I latched my mouth onto her other nipple, sucking on it till she couldn’t stop giggling.

“Is my fair maiden alright?” I asked, looking at her closely.

“Giggling is a symptom when you’re getting strengthened … but for ultimate strength, you have to go down to my sacred pink lake, and I’ll bestow upon you extra steel that’ll strengthen your sword.”

She lifted her pelvis for me, and I pulled down her skirt. I revealed her curvy hips and her princess Peach panties. They looked so cute on her. I slowly slid them down till I reached her sex. I made sure to put the panties right below her since her lake was so wet it was dripping. I leaned forward and prepared myself to have a drink and get the strength that I needed to continue my quest.

As a tradition, I pressed my tongue flat on her and licked with every inch of my tongue up to her clit. I pressed my lips on it and kissed it before licking her all the way down. Her lips curved in a smile.

“How is it?” I asked her.

“Oh, I love it … You’re making my sacred lake flowing. It’s an honor for a fair maiden, and a dream come true.”

I continued to lap every inch of her vagina. I parted her lips, so I slid my tongue into her hole. She was right, my cock was throbbing harder than ever. “I feel it,” I said, looking up at her. “I feel the steel strengthening my sword.”

“Maybe we should continue our quest in bed … I’ve wanted to lose my maidenhead for so long, especially by a strong hero like you.”

We were both naked, and she extended her hands to me. “Please, master, take me to bed.”

“Jump onto me,” I told her. She jumped and threw her arms around my neck, pressing her fruit right against my waist while my cock rose against her ass.

I took her with me to bed, gently laying her down. I found her mouth and kissed her, sucking her lips while leaning onto her soft boobs that cushioned the impact.

As I lay on top and kissed her, my erection found her sacred region. I did nothing to guide it in. “Oh, it’s inside,” she said, her eyes widening.

I adjusted her glasses back on her nose, kissing her neck while I started thrusting into her. She wrapped her arms around my back and held onto me, pressing me hard. The moment felt magical. It was just her and I in this bedroom, which made it feel so much more special. I attacked her neck with several kisses, wanting to merge with one. Her moans steadily rose in my ear, letting me know we were on a path to a crescendo.

“The magic is becoming stronger,” she said in a husky voice, shivering with pleasure. “Stab me … Stab me deeper with your sword.”

I shifted my hips, so I could reach deeper. “Is that better?” I whispered close to her ear.

“Hmm yeah … you have the biggest sword in the world. Only a strong hero can wield it.”

Her pussy started embracing my cock. She was about to squeeze the magic out of me. “I’m right there,” I said as I slid my cock into her depths, making the bed squeak and creak.

“Will you give me your magic?” she asked desperately.

“I’ll give you every drop.”

“I’m climaxing,” she said, her body tensing. She gasped suddenly, and I continued to passionately kiss her neck, prolonging her orgasm. The moment she climaxed, she tightened, pleasuring my sensitive crown which triggered my demise. My body jolted as if by some sort of spell, and I released the stored-up magic and flooded her sacred region.

I lay down on top of her, savoring the sensation of another heavenly climax. “Oh, Natasha, you’re wonderful,” I whispered in her neck.

She was still hugging me. “I’ve never felt anything like that,” she said. “I’ve never experienced magic like that.”

“Only my Master Sword will make you squirm.”

I pulled my head back, seeing her grin. “You’re right … And only the master will be able to enter and use me.”

“Ah, Natasha, where have you been all my life?”

“Mostly in my bedroom,” she said, giggling. “Can you unsheathe your blade?”

I slowly pulled out from her soaked canal. I had filled her up to the brim, making her leak buckets. “You didn’t think I was too thick?”

“I’m used to playing with big dildos,” she said. “I think I’m a bit looser than average.”

“Your vagina hugged me perfectly,” I said.

She positioned her panties right under her slit. “So your magic doesn’t stain on the sheets … Do you want to sleep here?”

“Of course,” I told her. “But usually, I sleep in my bedroom. There’s space there for you as well.”

“Maybe I can try it,” she said. “But I have never slept with other girls before.”

“They’re all kind,” I said and lay down, cuddling with her. I pulled the sheets over her body, but not too far up, so I couldn’t see her melons.

“Well, dork talk aside, that felt so good,” she said and broke her character. “I’m glad I finally lost my virginity … But your cum does truly feel magical, and I don’t know if it’s normal to soak me the way you did.”

“I’ll admit there’s more semen in my testicles than average,” I told her. “I also recover a lot quicker.”

“The gods blessed you,” she said.

“I thought you said dork talk aside.”

“Being a dork is just me, so that’s not possible … But again, you honored me. I wasn’t sure if you wanted to or not. I do know you fuck a lot. That’s your job, so I didn’t want to be intrusive.”

“You carefully stepped in there with experience points and all that.”

“Yeah, pretty much. Admit the dork talk was fun.”

“It was lovely,” I said. I felt a bit bad since she tried to make eye contact, but my eyes kept trailing to her boobs.

“In my fantasy world, my tits have eyes too, so you don’t have to feel bad if you make eye contact with my nipples. I’ll still be able to see you.”

I lifted her chin and pressed my lips to hers. “You’re beautiful both on the inside and outside.”

“Thank you,” she said. “I can’t wait to start my journey with you guys … Maybe I’ll learn something new and be outside in the sun more.”

“You don’t have to feel you have to come with us all the time. If you want to stay here and play games, that’s up to you. After you’ve edited the videos, do whatever you want. I’m not your mom.”

“But you’re my master … so I still want to please and obey you.”

“I’ll be pleased if you come with us on a vacation.”

“A vacation … will it be like an adventure?”

“It will be,” I told her. “We’ll fly on a giant bird overseas and discover the unknown lands.”

She buried her head on my shoulder. “Count me in.”


Chapter 11

Idrove down the highway with Lana by my side. It had come to this. We were on our way to buy a private jet. It had been one of my lifelong dreams. I couldn’t help but reminisce back when I was in my claustrophobic one-bedroom apartment. I dreamed of it all, wealth, women and power, but now it had all come to fruition.

The camming section had been an enormous success. We currently had a revenue of more than two hundred million per month. Half of it came from Man’s Wet Dream website and the other half from the camming section. We would continue to build on and always be ahead of the game.

“How was your night with Natasha?” Lana asked curiously.

“That girl is beautiful in every way possible … There’s more to her than a triple D cup. Sadly, that’s what everyone is mistaking her for.”

“Leah has told me about her before. She’s a bit of a workaholic too, and loves to be by herself.”

“We spoke a lot,” I said. “I love her dorky humor. Yesterday, I stabbed her with my sword.”

“Oh yeah?” Lana said, chuckling.

“She also gained experience points and leveled up in her sexual skills.”

“No girl waits more than twelve hours to spread her legs for you,” Lana said, consolidating the fact that I was irresistible.

“You’re right,” I said, enjoying the fact that I was so popular and had so many girls at my disposal. “She’ll come with us on a vacation.”

“Nice, Leah warned me that she wasn’t a fan of traveling.”

“I talked her into it,” I said.

“Did she wrap her tits around your … sword?”

“Damn, I didn’t think of that,” I said, and my cock hardened again as I fantasized about her soft, velvety flesh around my girth. “Well, we’ll have plenty of time. She’s everything we need. The perfect editor and the perfect girl. Thank God Leah won her over. By the way, she blew me while speaking with her mother.”

“She’s taking it to the next level,” Lana said. “I have never done anything as daring as that.”

“She’s the right girl for the job.” We continued to cruise to the dealership. We had hired an expert to go through the aircraft specs, making sure we were guided in the right direction. Sofi and Ariella were cruising right behind us. I wanted them to have a say and find a plane that suited them.

We arrived at the hangar and greeted the broker. We went on a little tour as he showed us the aircraft and explained the differences and maintenance costs of them. He showed us a Boeing Business Jet for 50 million.

“Maybe we can make the cockpit into a nipple … or maybe your cock?” Sofi suggested.

“That’s not appropriate,” the broker said. “And you’ll also have a hard time parking the jet.”

“Fuck that guy,” Sofi whispered.

I waved my hand dismissively. “Give us a tour. It looks more interesting than the other jets.”

It was spacious and could have thirty passengers. You could recline every seat and there was a nice king-sized bed big enough for six if we squeezed tightly.

“What do you think?” I asked the girls who lay in the bed.

“This is dreamlike,” Sofi said, sprawling on the bed.

Lana sat on the edge with her legs crossed. “I’ve never even imagined owning a private jet, so I’m glad for anything.”

Ariella came out of the bathroom. “I didn’t know planes could have showers,” she said, looking equally as bemused.

“If you do settle for this, can we switch up the design?” Sofi asked.

“Of course, it’s ours.”

“I was thinking about making it more colorful, pink lights, purple pillows … silky golden sheets.”

“Shouldn’t be a problem,” I said. I felt thrilled to stand here and couldn’t wait to buy it.

“We can also film some sexy scenes here,” Lana suggested.

“You’re right about that,” I said, grinning.

We got up and went out of the plane. I talked to the broker. We managed to negotiate the price a bit and secure a parking spot at LAX. He would also help us find pilots. “I have a requirement. They’ll have to be women … a bit younger than average.”

“I’ll find them without issue,” he promised and I shook his hand before parting.


Epilogue

Ilet my girls board the plane, not because I wanted a perfect view of their asses, but because that was what men did. Lana, Leah, Sofi, Ariella, Sara, Ida, Natasha and a couple of cam girls were coming with us. One of the tall cam girls, named Sasha, would be our flight attendant, and she would also help us film a scene there. We decided to just do a short film. We were on vacation and wanted to relax, and whenever I would have my way with them, it would be off camera.

The Pink Express was written on the side of the plane. Since they wouldn’t let Sofi paint the cockpit like a cock or a boob, she wanted to name it the Pink Express, which we all approved of.

I walked up the boarding stairs and was greeted by two women, who dipped their heads. They were my pilots. One was fifty years old and had been flying for three decades. The co-pilot was two decades younger. They were both athletic and fit and were grateful for this job opportunity, telling me it was stressful being the captain of a commercial airline.

Most of the girls hadn’t been on this plane before, and they looked around in awe, studying the chairs, couch and furniture. Natasha was behind the TV, checking the plugs while her massive bust mashed into the screen, threatening to knock it onto the floor like a wrecking ball.

“What are you looking after?” I asked her and already had a clue.

“If I can plug my Switch into it,” she said, her lips curving in a smile.

She probably brought her computer too, as long as she would spend time with us during the day, I didn’t mind. We found our seats and sat down, waiting for takeoff. I could extend my legs all the way and recline the seat. There were no screaming babies in the background and no jackass asking to change seats. It was a luxury.

We took off and once we reached cruising altitude, I met up with the other girls. They were chatting, showing pictures of clothes and makeup to each other. They were also talking about what to do when we got there, showing pictures of Monaco.

“Do you guys want to watch a movie?” Ariella asked.

All of them agreed and thought it would be fun. “What category?” I asked her.

“Romance, dah,” Ariella said and turned on the TV. We settled down on the sofa, and I sat next to Natasha and Sofi. Even if Leah and Lana were in the background, the rest of us had to sit tightly to fit. I didn’t mind. I loved sitting hip to tip.

“How long is the flight?” Natasha asked.

“It should be around eleven hours,” I told her.

“What will we do when we get there?” Sofi asked. “I scrolled through some photos, and Monaco looks like a dream.”

It certainly was for the wealthy. It was there all the ultra-rich lived in order to dodge the taxman. We would rent a penthouse there along with a yacht, enjoying the Mediterranean weather. “Cruise around in a yacht we’ll be renting,” I told her.

“Will it have jet skis?” she asked.

“It will have everything,” I promised her.

Ariella found a suitable movie. It was a romantic film about love in Paris. It followed a young American woman who travels to Paris as a student. While in the city of love, she met a charming French Artist who was struggling to find inspiration.

Their encounter was brief but the sparks were there. As the student explored the city, she was drawn to the artist and his passion. The artist in return was captivated by the American’s free-spirited and outgoing life.

Despite their cultural differences and personal obstacles, they embarked on a romantic journey and spent many magical days together. Their romance was not without challenges since the student’s return to the States threatened to tear them apart, and the artist’s insecurities about his career and past relationships resurfaced, causing tension.

But in the end, they declared their love for each other and settled in Paris. It was predictable, but the girls loved it, especially Ariella. “What did you think?” Ariella asked.

“Fitting choice,” I said, keeping it brief. “We are heading to France, after all.”

As we left for the dining table, they couldn’t stop discussing the film. Natasha looked as confused as I did. “Where was the princess and dragons?” she asked.

I tried to stifle my chuckle. “I missed those too.”

Ariella helped the attendant to cook. The flight attendant and Ariella served us our food. “Keep in mind, I’m not an actual attendant,” she reminded us. “Don’t judge me if I’m clumsy since I’ve never been a waitress either.”

“You certainly look and act like one,” I flattered her looks. She was tall and elegant, and she certainly could be an attendant if she wished to.

“Thank you,” she said demurely.

I sat at the table with Lana. We were eating a roasted rack of lamb with mint jus, ratatouille, and rosemary potatoes. Ariella still held the title of the best chef in the world. Lana was dressed elegantly and classy as always. A short, silky pencil dress with a plunging V-neck. If it hadn’t been for the table, I would have seen her delicious legs.

“This lamb is divine,” she said and shoveled some into her mouth along with the rosemary potatoes.

“It sure is,” I said. I could peel the meat right off the bone.

“Maybe we can film you working as a businessman … you have back pain or testicle pain and the flight attendant might relieve it with a massage,” Lana suggested.

I glanced over at the attendant, who winked at me. She sat at the table next to us, eating with one of the cam girls. “Unlike being an attendant, I have experience as a masseuse, so your pain will certainly be relieved,” Sasha said with a wink.

“Sounds good to me,” I said. “It’s a long flight, so let me know when you’re ready.”

“Whenever you are,” she said.

I finished up my meal, and Sasha was kind enough to take it away from us. We sat looking out the window at the Atlantic Ocean, waiting patiently as we cruised. I reclined my seat back, giving me a perfect view of the main aisle. Sofi was holding the camera, standing fully nude. She shot several photos of the girls on the couch. Natasha had also joined them. They found it difficult to concentrate on the photo shoot. Natasha’s tits turned every head on this plane. Ariella and Ida flanked Natasha, holding up her boobies for the camera. They then resorted to taking some photos with toys and masturbation pics.

“Do you think OnlyFans would consider this a public space and have banned us?” Sofi asked jokingly.

“I don’t want to be reminded of them,” Ariella said, looking disgusted. “They still leave a foul taste in my mouth.”

I was also disgusted whenever I thought of them. Lana leaned over her laptop, flashing me her deep, copper cleavage. I wanted to see some more, especially after having seen Natasha’s. “Emails?” I guessed.

“Some work-related ones,” Lana said. “After this, there won’t be many of them.”

I looked over to Leah who also sat with her laptop. “The same,” Leah said. “But I’ll put the laptop down once we get there.”

“Alright,” I said.

I leaned back and relaxed as it was currently evening. Sofi padded over and sat sideways on top of my lap. “Always skipping clothes,” I said and palmed her fine cheeks.

“This is our place,” she insisted, curling her arm around my neck and pushing her teardrops to my face. “We aren’t in a public space any longer. Do you want to see our photos?”

“Let me see the one where you hold Natasha’s breasts.”

She showed it to me with a giggle. “Those melons make me green with envy … They’re so pretty.”

“Golden genetics,” I said and exchanged glances with Leah.

“They make us all green with envy,” Leah said. “Even if her mother is also well-endowed, Natasha’s breasts took it a step further.”

I had no doubt about that. Sofi showed me more of her little adventure, the masturbation photos and some from the shower. Ida and Sara were kissing each other. When Sofi scrolled through those photos, she just made my cock thicken, raising my desire to have a scene with Sasha. She also couldn’t stop gyrating her hips, rubbing her crack perfectly above my bulge.

Lana closed her laptop and put it back in her bag. “Is she turning you on yet?” Lana asked.

“So that’s your mission,” I told Sofi, watching her closely.

“That’s all of our missions,” Sofi said, pressing her lips to my cheek. “We have to inaugurate this plane properly.”

“Sure,” I said and crooked my finger to Sasha who happily came over. “Are you ready to relieve my pain?”

“I was born ready,” she said, smiling brightly. “Thankfully we can film another scene.”

I believed I had taken her last week or so. It was difficult to know exactly when there were so many of them, and I had my way with them on a daily basis. Lana and Sofi took care of the filming. We didn’t have any extra lighting with us. We hadn’t planned on filming any other scenes than this one, so it wasn’t needed.

I put on a nice and shiny suit. Lana had to help me with the tie. “There you go,” she said.

“Don’t judge me,” I said. I could wear fancy polo shirts and chinos, but I didn’t like suits for one reason or another. Mostly because they weren’t comfortable. I sat in the private office, and Lana and Sofi searched for the perfect angle. I had to lean back a little, so they could see my throbbing bulge.

We started filming. I typed on the keyboard and then called for the attendant shortly after. The high heels clacked against the floor. She leaned forward, making me come face to face with her firm, youthful tits.

“A glass of water please,” I said. “I’m dealing with some unwanted pain.”

“I’ll be right back,” she said with a smile. Opening the fridge, she stood bent at the waist. Her attendant uniform was so tight, it flashed her full moon perfectly. She came over, walking like a model on a catwalk. “Here you go.”

I popped it open and had a sip, my eyes glued on her as she walked back. I continued to work but shifted uncomfortably in my seat. Shortly after, I had to call for her again. “The pain won’t go away.”

“Maybe it’s due to stress from overworking,” she said. “A massage sure will help.”

“You sure?” I asked.

She nodded. “We can go to bed, and I’ll help you relieve the pain.”

We went together to the bed, giving Lana and Sofi time to find good angles. Once they’d found the perfect spot, I took off my clothes and neatly placed them on the chair. I lay down flat on my belly, and Sasha started the sensual massage. “Is it helping?” she asked close to my ear.

“Yeah … it is,” I said, purring in pleasure as she kneaded my shoulders and back. “But now I feel another pain.”

“Can you show me where?”

I turned around and pointed at my testicles. “They’re really painful.”

“There’s something there that needs to come out. It’s meant to be released.”

“Can you help me with that?”

She nodded and got a hold of my cock, and we descended into full porno mode. The hottest part was when seeing her suck me off, wearing nothing but a uniform. It felt so real too, and it had been a fetish to have my way with a gorgeous attendant.

Eventually, she peeled off her clothes. I descended between her legs and licked her peach. We did many positions. She rode me first on top, letting me squeeze her youthful teardrops. She then lay on the side, so I could penetrate her deeply while Sofi and Lana captured the perfect scene. I could see myself in the mirror, seeing my cock slide in and out of her while I groped her breasts.

I finished in a missionary position, emptying myself inside her with a loud, powerful groan. It felt like an explosion since I couldn’t remember the last time I had gone so long without a release. Four to seven times a day was the norm when I lived with so many horny girls that wanted to film one porno after another.

Sofi zoomed in on her dripping slit, and we also filmed when we put on our clothes. “Did I relieve the pain for you?” she asked.

“Oh yeah,” I said, smiling brightly. “I feel a hundred times better.”

“If you feel the same pain again, let me know,” she said, and we ended the clip with me sitting back in the office chair.

We sat together on the couch and played the raw clip on the television. “It was vanilla but I loved it,” I said.

“I say the same,” Sofi said. “Sasha, you have a beautiful vagina.”

“Thank you,” Sasha said, her cheeks pinkening like one. What Sofi pointed out was right. It was narrow and symmetric. The folds were small and cute, and the hole was perfectly pink, begging to be penetrated.

“When I see this,” Lana said. “It makes me think of doing a remake of the World’s Luckiest Man … but perhaps in different locations than just our mansion.”

I believed I saw what she was seeing. “Do you mean, traveling around to different places with different girls?”

“Yeah,” Lana said. “I’m not sure how it will work exactly, so the idea is still young and needs to be developed a bit better. It’s our most popular film to date, and we certainly should make a remake.”

“We’ll write that down on our notes.”

We had a little evening snack before they eventually went to bed. Some of them slept on the reclined chairs with a blanket over their nude bodies while some took the bed. I sat a little bit longer with Natasha. The Breath of the Wild had hooked me, and I thought it would be a perfect end to the day to play some with her in the sky. She clearly was the happiest when she had a game to play, and I also enjoyed keeping her company.

She yawned, and I put the controller down. “Are you growing tired?” I asked her.

“A little,” she said, leaning her head on my shoulders. “I’m nervous.”

“Of what?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “This is my first time outside of the States.”

“You haven’t dreamed of visiting France before?”

She shook her head. “Not really. How’s Monaco?”

“You’ll see it soon,” I said. Ever since she’d told me her breasts had eyes, I didn’t feel guilty about perving at them. They were so gorgeous, so it was impossible not to.

“Master,” she said in a hushed voice. “Can you carry me to our bedroom?”

I lifted her, and she threw her arms around my neck. “Sasha … tell the captain we’ll be sleeping.”

“Nighty night,” Sasha said, smiling brightly. I walked past the aisle. Leah and Lana slept next to each other on the business seating. In our bedroom, the light was on. The girls were still awake, checking out the photos they’d captured earlier.

“What are you up to?” I asked the girls as they immediately left room for us.

“We’re checking out some nudes,” Sofi said.

“We want to see them with you,” I told her. We stripped our clothes off, and we crawled to the middle. “You have to come closer,” I told them. “Natasha and Ariella, wrap your legs around mine.” They did and cuddled up with me. It was supposed to be a king-sized bed but it was incredibly small compared to the one we had at our mansion.

We spent the final hour of the day, scrolling through the nude photos. I zoomed in on Natasha’s breasts, mesmerized by the shapes of them. Sofi, who lay next to Natasha squeezed them to the point Natasha giggled.

“Can you wrap them around his cock?” Sofi asked with a grin.

“Of course,” Natasha said. “Do you want me to wrap them around your sword?”

“Sheathe the blade,” I joked with her. She straddled my legs, and my cock was semi-hard. “Ariella, rub your leg a bit more intimately, so I can grow harder.”

She followed my command. While Natasha was straddling my legs, Sofi sped up the process by plunging it into my mouth. I reached for Natasha’s melon, fondling them. As we worked in sync, it didn’t take long till I was fully hard again.

“Ah, Sofi, you can come off now.”

She came off with a smack. “Wait, Natasha, we have to spit on your chest.” Natasha happily exposed her tits to all of them, but they were so big that they had to spit several times.

Once her tits were wet, she then wedged my joystick between her breasts and wrapped them around. They were so big that they covered every inch. She had a laughing fit while being in this position.

“I can’t even see the tip,” Sofi said.

“I have to press my tits down,” Natasha said. On the downward stroke, the head poked out from the top of her chest. “There it is.”

“Wow … when we get back from our vacation, we have to film that,” Sofi said. The rest of the girls agreed that it was absolutely gorgeous to have her breasts wrapped around my cock.

Natasha came off and lay on top of me, giving Sofi more room to cuddle with me. We didn’t bother to pull up the sheets. It was too warm for that.

* * *

Our attendant, Sasha, woke me up first and told us it was time for landing. When we were about to land, we were all refreshed from a good night’s sleep. It had been the best airplane sleep of my life, and the most comfortable flight I’d ever been on. It felt so good that I wasn’t so keen on leaving the flight for that matter. My girls had no complaints either, except for Sofi who wanted to blow me this morning.

The pilots opened the door, and I smiled at our captain and copilot. “I’ll see you next week.”

“Enjoy your vacation,” the captain told me with a precious smile. I started getting greedy, wanting to invite them too for some additional pussy. When we descended the stairs, I realized I had plenty, but even if I was surrounded by a dozen girls, it still wasn’t the same amount I had at my mansion.

The limousine was already waiting for us. The driver opened the door, and we hopped in. There was space for all of us, and he took us into the city.

“Why haven’t we bought a limo yet?” Sofi asked. She was dressed in a white mini-skirt and a modest crop top, but it was still tight enough to showcase her gorgeous teardrops.

“Why do we even need one?” I asked her. “I prefer driving to being driven.”

“I can come up with a reason,” Lana said, crossing her legs, so the slits from her dress not only revealed her tanned legs but a part of her lower midriff. “To film some scenes.”

“Sometimes the ideas just flow,” I said, grinning.

“I’ll take those notes for you,” Lana said, writing them down on her phone. We cruised along the French Riviera. It was boiling hot, more than a hundred degrees, and if it hadn’t been for the AC, we would have melted. We looked through the window at the Mediterranean Sea which glimmered like a gem.

“The sea here is stunning,” they pointed out.

It wasn’t only the sea, but the sky was so much clearer. “It’s not till you leave LA that you realize how bad the smog is,” I said.

“It was the first thing I noticed too when I had a work-related trip to Prague,” Lana said. “The porn capital of Europe. The sky there is as blue as Montana.”

We chatted for a little bit till we entered Monaco. It was like night and day. The streets were sparkling clean. The architecture was stunning. There were no cheap high-rise buildings, but just traditional buildings with epic sculptures. It wasn’t only the architecture that I noticed, but also the number of flashy supercars. They were everywhere.

“This country is gorgeous,” I said.

“No wonder when it’s home to the wealthiest people in the world,” Lana said with a wink.

The limousine dropped us off at the most luxurious hotel situated on the hill. We were greeted by beautiful hotel staff who escorted us up to our penthouse. They didn’t look at me funny since I was the only guy among them. They kept their professionalism well enough, and they spoke English with the hottest accent.

The penthouse hotel was stunning. As soon as we entered the spacious living room, it took our breaths away. A grand chandelier hung from the ceiling, lighting up the bright interior featuring luxurious furniture. We stepped out to the terrace that offered a breathtaking view of the Mediterranean Sea where yachts glided through the harbor. The sun cast a golden light over the ionic Monte Carlo skyline.

My girls set their elbows on the railing and gazed out. All of them glowed because of the bright sun and luxury we basked in. “Should we get something to eat before heading to the yacht?” I asked my girls, squeezing myself between them.

They all agreed. We headed downstairs and found the most exclusive restaurant facing the sea.

They served us first an appetizer of Foie Gras Terrine with Fig Compote and Brioche. The goose liver was incredibly creamy and delicately seasoned. It went so well with the fig compote and the bread.

The main course was Wagyu Beef with Truffle Mash and Red Wine Sauce. The meat was divine and melted in my mouth. We then had crème brûlée as a dessert.

When we were full, we leaned back, and traditionally, I looked at Ariella. “What you prepare is still more delicious.”

“I agree,” Lana said. “You’re really talented.”

“Thank you,” Ariella said, her cheeks pinkening. “I worked at a restaurant before, and it was also my passion, but the stress wasn’t worth it.”

“You don’t have to ever worry about stress again,” I promised her.

We made our way to the harbor. The yachts bobbed in the water, and they came in all sizes. They ranged from sleek and modern motor yachts to majestic sailing yachts. Some stretched well over three hundred feet with more than five floors. I stared at them in awe. If we had such a yacht, we could bring every girl over, perhaps film World’s Luckiest Man 2. I truly wanted to own one, but since we were just on a vacation that would wait for now.

I met up with the staff and our captain Julia. I had been very clear I only wanted female staff since I knew the girls would ditch their clothes as soon as we’d boarded the yacht. “Hi, Josh,” she greeted me with a friendly smile. “The yacht, Diana, is over here.” She took us to the end of the harbor to a hundred-foot yacht. It was a brand-new motor yacht with a sleek and modern design. It featured a spacious deck, including a large sun deck with comfortable sun loungers and a spacious hot tub.

“Wow … it’s beautiful,” I said.

“Not only beautiful,” Julia said. “But very quick for her size.”

The girls stiffened in front of it, but Sofi threw her arms around my neck from behind, and I felt her breasts squeeze onto my back. “Let’s go!”

There were four young stewardesses who would help us out. They put down the gangplank. We boarded Diana and Julia gave us a tour. The main salon was decorated with high-quality materials such as polished wood and marble. Sunlight streamed in through the large windows and offered a stunning view of both the sea and the city. There were ten suites and one master bedroom with a king-sized bed, and several luxurious bathrooms.

We went up to the galley, and Julia showed us the spacious dining area with ocean views, a cozy lounge and also a high-end entertainment system. “Just let me know where you want to go and I’ll take care of it.”

“Take us farther out to the sea, so we can see the Riviera a bit better.”

“Aye, aye, captain.”

I relaxed on the deck as we started moving away from the harbor and to the sea. The sun was declining, but there would still be many hours of sunshine left. “This thing is a beast,” I said, admiring the view of the glimmering waves.

“It sure is,” Lana said.

Some of the girls were already helping each other apply sunscreen on each other. The tops and bras came off, and they passed the sunscreen bottle around. Sofi knocked on my back. “Ariella and I want to do you.”

“Alright,” I said. I lay down and pressed my cock between my waist and the bed. Their fingers danced across my back, spreading the sunscreen evenly. Ariella took my back. Sofi sat between my legs, lovingly kneading my ass. She groped it as intimately as I used to grope her. I closed my eyes and surrendered to the sensation, feeling not just the sunscreen but the tenderness and love in their touches. I felt their breaths simultaneously breathing down upon me, making me calmer. It was exactly what I needed after having boarded this yacht.

“Can you turn over?” Sofi asked after having massaged me thoroughly.

I turned around and closed my eyes. One of them took my cock into her mouth while the other kept applying the sunscreen over me. I thought it was Sofi at first, but the mouth definitely belonged to Ariella. Opening my eyes, I saw how Ariella deep-throated me with a passionate smile.

Coming off my cock on her next upward stroke, she teasingly said, “Just a little taste.”

“You did the job well. Let’s enjoy the view for a little,” I said. I sat back up and enjoyed the weather. We continued farther away from the harbor till we had a greater view of the French Riviera.

The stewardesses served us refreshing drinks, and Sofi asked one of them. “Can you get the jet skis ready?”

“Of course,” she said happily.

Sofi nudged me with her elbow. “Are you ready to ride?”

“I’ve never even ridden one,” I said.

“Sometimes I have to be the first.”

“Alright,” I said and patted Natasha’s thigh. “You’ll come with me.”

Her lips curled in a smile. “Will you do some fancy tricks?”

“I don’t have the experience for that,” I said with a wink.

Natasha chuckled. Her boobs were still at the center of attention. She wore a bikini that was far from skimpy, but it looked slutty when taking the size of her breasts into consideration. The bikini managed to push her breasts up a little, making them comparable to Leah’s enhanced bust.

I rose to my feet. Leah and Lana decided to remain. I extended my hand to Natasha and helped her up. “Come, let’s go,” I told her. We descended to the swim platform. The attendants prepared the jet skis for us and gave us a short introduction.

I exchanged glances with Natasha. “Do you want to go first?”

“Uhm … You go first,” she said. “I would like to hold onto you.”

I hopped onto mine and inched my hips forward, making space for her. She jumped on with a little shriek and threw her arms around my neck. She tried to press her boobs as close to my back as possible. “Are you ready?”

“Go,” she said, giggling. “We have many lives after all.”

I took her hand and kissed it. I throttled up the jet ski and felt an immediate surge of power propelling me forward. Natasha laughed hysterically as she held onto me for dear life. “Slow down! Are you crazy?”

“Better?”

“Better,” she said firmly as I slowed down.

I felt the rush of wind against my face, and the spray of water splashing around. The sensation of skimming across the water was both thrilling and liberating. It felt like freedom and even more so since we could ride wherever we wanted.

Sofi and Ariella rode together. They laughed and did the most abrupt turns, spraying water on Ida and Sara only to ride away and leave behind a burst of laughter. Sasha and one of the cam girls rode one as well. “Should we have some fun?” I asked Natasha.

“Go for it.”

We gained momentum and headed toward Sara and Ida. I did a similar abrupt turn only to splash a wave of water on them, leaving them dripping wet. Natasha and I laughed at them. “Catch us if you can!” I shouted at them.

“We’re coming for you!” Sasha said.

I made a turn and got chased by them around the yacht. On the other side, Ariella and Sofi came charging at us and made such an abrupt turn, that they sprayed a wave of water at us. They blew us a raspberry and went off, laughing. Sasha and the cam girl retaliated and also made a wave splash at us. “Take that!”

We followed them back and eventually retaliated.

“Hey, you guys!” I shouted at them. “Let’s race.”

“Where?” Sofi asked.

“To the yacht,” I said. “Come with me, let’s make it more exciting by starting farther away.”

They followed me as I took the jet ski and drove away in the distance. We were at least half a mile away from the boat, and we were lined up side by side. “The first one who reaches the yacht, wins,” I told them.

“What do the winners get?” Ariella asked.

“The honor of blowing Josh,” Sofi said, laughing.

“You better win,” Natasha said close to my ear.

“I will win.”

On the count of three, we throttled up the jet ski and surged ahead. The acceleration was intense and pushed me back. I tested the limits of this toy and accelerated as fast as I could. It was incredibly fast, and I felt the wind against my face. We effortlessly glided over the waves. The adrenaline rush was powerful and so was the thrill of racing. Waves churned behind us, and the roars of engines filled the air along with an occasional laugh or shriek from the girls.

We sped past the girls, who desperately tried to gain an edge on us, but without success. “The blow job is yours!” I said, raising my voice over the whistling wind and engine.

“I love you!” Natasha shouted back, holding onto me for dear life as we crossed the finish line. We raised our fists in the air and waited for my girls to return.

Natasha squeezed her arms around me. “Seems like I get to suck your sword later,” she said, pressing her lips to my cheek.

“Well deserved,” I said. Any pair of their lips felt well, but I wanted Natasha’s. The girls showed up shortly after. Even if they were losers, they were all thrilled.

“Not fair,” Sara said, soaked to the bone. “I think yours is faster.”

“It’s the same model,” I said. “You had to accelerate faster.”

“I was afraid of falling off,” she said.

“So was I,” Sara said.

We went to the swim platform and changed seats. I let Natasha try, and she laughed like mad as she drove the jet ski. “This is so much fun,” she said.

“Better than a game?” I asked her.

“Maybe,” she said. I could tell that she didn’t want to admit it.

After we’d played another round of water splash, we called it a day and went back to the yacht. Leah and Lana were still sunbathing and chatting.

“Can I have my price now?” Natasha asked and tugged at my shorts.

“Sure,” I said. “You girls, I want to lie with you while Natasha takes care of me.”

Ariella patted her curvy legs, and I used them as a pillow, easing my head down on her soft, warm thighs. I was then flanked by Sasha and one of the cam girls while Natasha crawled between my legs. “Master, can I pull down your swimming trunks?”

“Go ahead,” I told her. I lifted my pelvis and let her pull them down. My cock was semi-hard, and her eyes widened upon seeing my meat again. She wrapped her hands around my price and stroked me.

“Hmm, Ariella, your thighs are so warm.”

“Warm with love,” she said.

Sasha and the cam girl wrapped their legs around mine. I wanted their panties off, so I could feel their flesh against mine. “You two, take off your bikinis.”

“Help,” Sasha said. Sasha sat on her knees and turned around, letting the other girl unhook her bikini top so it fell right on my waist. Sasha then helped the other girl, freeing her breasts. I suddenly felt a bikini top land right over my eyes, and Ariella put them aside.

“Sorry,” Sasha said.

“Nothing to apologize for,” I said. Their bikini bottoms came off as well, and they went back to their positions, curling their legs around mine and pressing their vaginas onto me. I leaned back on Ariella’s nude thighs, enjoying the sensation of Natasha sucking my cock exclusively. I wanted this moment to last forever. Seagulls cawed in the sky, and the briny scent calmed my mind along with the girls that surrounded me.

“Can I give you a shoulder massage?” Sofi asked.

“Of course, but not sure where Ariella will go.”

“If I lie down, you’ll be able to reach his shoulders,” Ariella said.

“Ariella, move a little bit up, I want to be closer to your pink.”

She did so without hesitation, and for every inhale, I picked up her bitter-sweet scent. Sofi started squeezing my shoulders, giving me a sensual massage. I had a perfect view of Natasha who kept bobbing her head forward, sucking me down her throat.

On the next upward stroke, she came off. “Master, do you want to see my tits?”

“Always,” I said.

Unlike the rest of the girls, she hadn’t unhooked her bikini top yet, but did so, freeing her enormous rack that glowed with glory and beauty. She looked down upon them and let out pearly saliva that slid right through the valley. “Uhm, girls, can you help?” Sara and Ida were the first who spat right at Natasha’s rack and the rest of them lined up to spit at her chest till she was lubricated. Natasha went back to wedging my erection between the valley of her breasts and giving me a slow, sensual titty massage, keeping up the same pace as Sofi.

“That’s lovely,” I said, savoring the sensation of her soft, massive flesh that covered every inch of my manhood. “That’s great.”

Natasha had to push them down, so the head poked up from between her tits. She made sure to kiss the tip every time. The build-up was incredibly slow, making me squirm. Sara and the cam girl flanked me and tried to calm me down in the process, kissing my cheeks and rubbing their wetness over my legs.

It must have been one of the most dragged-out climaxes I’d ever experienced. I was stimulated from every angle possible, but I wasn’t in control. “Why are you squirming like that?” Sasha asked me, pressing her tits to my side.

“Natasha’s boobs feel so good,” I said, watching as she slowly pleasured my cock.

“Are you about to orgasm?” Sasha asked.

“Yeah.”

Sasha went to my neck and started kissing me, and Sofi skillfully dodged her lips as she continuously massaged me. In the end, I couldn’t hold it in. My body jolted, and I covered Natasha’s breasts in ropes of pearly cum. I slumped back on Ariella’s thighs all the while Sofi kept massaging my shoulders.

“Geeze, that felt good,” I said.

“Can we clean that up for you?” Sara and Ida asked Natasha, who eagerly nodded. They surrounded her and started licking my pearly cum from her breasts, swiping their tongues up and cleaning every trail till her tits gleamed.

“They’re as delicious as they look,” Ida said and couldn’t resist touching them. As Ida and Sara had been slightly bent over to lick Natasha, they flashed me their camel toes.

“Ida and Sara, take turns straddling my face, and I’ll lick you both a little. I’m hungry for a sweet fruit.”

Sara and the cam girl had to move down a bit, so Ida could straddle my face and lower her vagina onto my lips. I licked her youthful folds that tasted as sweet as a ripe strawberry. Closing my eyes, I sank my fingers into her buns and pulled her ass toward my face. They took turns, letting me lick them till I was fully satisfied.

“That’s enough for now,” I said, patting Sara’s ass.

“Why don’t we jump into the hot tub?” Sofi asked.

“It would be nice before dinner,” Ariella agreed.

“What should we do after dinner?” I asked them.

“We can watch a movie, and Ida can play some piano,” Ariella suggested.

“There’s a piano in there?” Ida asked.

Surprisingly there was one inside. This yacht sure had it all. It was difficult to rise from this stimulating position. The girls had to help me up, and we one by one descended into the hot tub which gave us a beautiful view of the declining sun. Natasha gave me a hug and pressed her round orbs against my chest.

“How was my titty job?” Natasha asked.

“You leveled up,” I said, stroking her dark hair. She looked cute without her glasses but adorable with them. “Can you see without your glasses?”

“Somewhat,” she said. “But I’m wearing lenses now. Some say I look better with glasses.”

“You look different but equally as good.”

Natasha buried her head in my shoulder, and I locked my arms around her back.

“We truly are at the top of the world now,” Sofi said proudly and turned to me. “I mean we pretty much have it all.”

I slowly shook my head. “There’s always more … Our adventure hasn’t ended yet.”

“I really don’t want to call you greedy, but you’re making it difficult,” Sofi said, crossing her arms under her chest and giving them a lift.

“You got it twisted,” I said. “It’s called being a man.”

Sofi rolled her eyes. “Whatever. In my eyes we have it all.”

Even if we didn’t have it all in my eyes, we were still pretty much at the top of the world. Even if there was definitely room for more, there wasn’t that much higher to climb. We could still own an island, buy all the porn companies and make them grow to the biggest business in the world. Even if being surrounded by so many beautiful girls felt comfortable and like an achievement, I didn’t want this adventure to end. There were still many more women to bed out there.

I palmed Natasha’s breasts, seeing her smile in the reflection in front of us. I honored them whenever I found one of their body parts attractive and made sure to touch and fondle them.

We relaxed for a little bit longer till Lana came over and poked my shoulder. I threw my head back, seeing her stoop over me. “Are you guys growing hungry?”

“We are,” I said, my eyes sweeping over her tanned, goddess-like body. “Tell the stewardesses to start cooking.”

We rose from the hot tub and helped dry each other. The girls put on their clothes, which were mostly skirts and tops. Leah and Lana wore knee-length, low-cut, summer dresses. The sun lowered toward the horizon, casting a magical glow over the waters of the Mediterranean Sea. We sat gathered on the deck, and the table was already set with white linens, gleaming silverware and sparkling glasses.

The stewardesses served us an array of hors d’oeuvres, including freshly shucked oysters on crushed ice and succulent lobster tail ceviche drizzled with citrus-infused olive oil. It was a delicacy that I couldn’t get enough of.

The main course was a grilled Chateaubriand steak, cooked pink and pretty and served with béarnaise sauce. Alongside the steak, platters of buttery king crab legs were ready to be dipped in butter. Truffled mashed potatoes and roasted heirloom vegetables accompanied the main dish.

We were in love and spoke very little as we indulged in these delicacies. “I don’t think you can doubt that I have a competitor now,” Ariella pointed out, licking the butter from her fingers.

“I can’t deny that this meal was delicious, but you’re wrong.”

“If you insist,” Ariella said, shoveling another piece of steak into her mouth.

For dessert, they served us crème brulee with high-end chocolate from Switzerland. It was an absolute delicacy. Before we would watch a movie and listen to Ida play the piano, we went out to the deck and enjoyed the sunset. It sank lower and lower and spread its magical colors across the sky. The colorful show faded till every star winked into existence. It was a beautiful cloudless sky, and we huddled up as it started getting cooler.

“Ida, are you ready to play some music for us?” I asked her.

“I’ll give it a try … but I get nervous in front of a large crowd.”

“Do your best,” I told her as we all went inside. The piano was right next to the TV. We settled down on the couch as Ida sat at the piano. She threw several glances over her shoulders, looking a bit nervous.

“Take your time and do your best,” I told her.

“I’ll try,” she said with a giggle. “But I’m sweating.” She wiggled her fingers and sucked in another breath. “Here goes.”

Her fingers started dancing over the piano keys, making the melody flow from the instrument. My eyes fixed on her with a quiet admiration as her music filled this room. My eyes narrowed on her, and her dark blonde hair fell in loose waves around her shoulders, swaying with the rhythm of her playing.

Her music was so heavenly, that my gaze softened. The entire world faded away, and the only thing I saw was Ida. I listened with both my ears and heart. The music made me dream of her nude, making love to her and keeping her safe and protected.

When she was finished, we gave her a standing ovation. She beamed, looking happier than ever. Opening my arms to her, I gave her a well-deserved hug and noticed how sweaty she was. “I’m sorry. I hope I’m not making you messy.”

“That was beautiful,” I told her.

“As beautiful as I played the flute?”

“As beautiful as you played the piano with your ass,” I said, making her giggle.

“I want to watch a movie now … I need to cool down,” I said.

“What should we watch?” I asked them.

“I don’t want to see a romance,” Ariella said. “It’s my favorite genre, but I’ve seen way too many lately.”

“I’m down for anything,” Lana said.

“Why don’t you choose?” Sofi said. “You never choose movies.”

“It’s because I’m not the biggest fan of movies,” I said.

“What do you have on your mind?” Sasha asked.

I thought deeply about it. “Something sexy … lots of action … and mostly women.”

“Oh, I know,” Sofi said, her eyes widening. “Kill Bill.”

“That’s a funny name for a porno.”

They all turned to me as if I were an alien. “It’s not a porno,” Sofi said, cocking her head to the side. “Wait, you haven’t seen it before?”

“I haven’t even heard about it. What is it?”

“It’s an action film.”

I laughed. “I meant a different type of action. Why don’t we watch porn from the late nineties or something with a plot?”

They all agreed, and we turned to Lana, who grinned. “I got a good one. One of my favorites, and I know it’s your favorite too.” She addressed Leah at the end. She connected her phone to the smart TV and scrolled through her porn collection till she found it. “Dream Quest.”

“Ah,” Leah said, her eyes brightening. “Natasha, you’ll definitely love this.”

“What makes this different from a regular adult film?” Natasha asked. “Don’t they all do the same?”

“Before tube sites came along there was way more plot involved. Dream Quest is about an average blonde knockout who has had enough of her mundane life. She’s pulled into a mystical world of seduction and danger.”

I was hooked too. We cuddled up on the couch and watched as the action started. The young woman got isekaied to a fantasy world. The acting was surprisingly good. The sex scenes were amazing and mixed well with the music. The costumes they wore reminded me of something out of Final Fantasy. Natasha cuddled up next to me, her eyes didn’t leave the film as it jumped from one sex scene to another.

“I’m in love,” Natasha said.

“I can imagine … this is probably one of the best pornos I’ve watched.”

There were several lesbian scenes too. One where the young woman got fingered till she climaxed and then masturbated with a dildo. “Can you touch me?” Natasha asked.

I slipped my hand inside her skirt and reached her pink region. She was as wet as a lake, surprising me. I fingered her till she squirmed, getting her in the mood for later. The movie made me pitch a tent as well, and when it was over, I noticed quickly that I wasn’t the only one who was also in the mood.

“What did you think?” Lana asked.

“I know Natasha loved it,” I said. “She’s soaked.”

Natasha blushed. “What about you? Your sword is harder than ever.”

“The sex was nice,” Ariella said. “It was something different, actually I loved it too.”

The rest of the girls agreed. “The best part of it was that it made me horny,” Sofi said. “Natasha isn’t the only one who’s wet.”

“Why don’t we finish up this day in the bedroom?” I asked them, and since the movie had turned them on, they quickly jumped to their feet and pulled me up as well. Life couldn’t get any better!


Afterword

Thanks for reading A Man’s Dream 3 If you enjoyed this book, please leave a short (or long!) review on Amazon or Goodreads.

If you want a free taboo harem book and want to know when I publish a new story, you can go to my website https://jackpinkhunter.com/ and sign up for my newsletter.

Or if you want to get in touch with me, you can contact me at author@jackpinkhunter.com
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