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Chapter 1: Alpine Arrival

The Gulfstream’s wheels kissed Swiss tarmac at dawn.

I stretched in the leather seat, working out kinks from the transatlantic flight. Around me, my eight pregnant wives stirred—various stages of consciousness, various stages of pregnancy, all equally beautiful.

Paige pressed her face to the window, phone already recording. “Oh my God, you guys. Look at the mountains.”

Her twin belly—twenty-eight weeks massive—strained against a pink maternity hoodie. The camera loved her. So did her fifty thousand subscribers.

“No faces,” Elena reminded her without looking up from her tablet.

“I know the rules, Ice Queen.” Paige zoomed on the snow-capped peaks instead. Smart girl.

The cabin door opened. Cold alpine air rushed in, crisp and clean. Nothing like the tropical humidity of Paraíso Cross. My lungs appreciated the change even if my body temperature didn’t.

“Everyone bundle up,” Jade ordered, already in professional doctor mode. Her twelve-week belly barely showed under the designer coat. “Altitude can affect—”

“We know, Doc.” Tamara rose with the easy grace only a yoga instructor could manage at twenty-four weeks pregnant. “Breathing exercises in the van.”

Three black SUVs waited on the tarmac. Elena had arranged everything. She always did.

The drive through the Alps was something out of a postcard. Paige livestreamed the whole thing—carefully framing shots to show snow-covered pines, not pregnant faces. Maya monitored the comments section, tracking GPS coordinates, making sure nobody could trace our location.

My exotic strategist never stopped working. Even at twenty weeks pregnant, her mixed Brazilian-Japanese beauty turned heads at every fuel stop. The caramel skin and molten amber eyes combo still caught me off guard sometimes.

“Breathe in for four,” Tamara coached from the middle row. “Hold for four. Out for four.”

Most of the wives followed along. Marisol’s honey-brown hands moved in rhythm with the breathing. Yoo-mi hummed a K-pop melody over it. Alyssa just smiled, one hand on her sixteen-week belly, the other squeezing my knee.

Her E-cup breasts had gone up another size. Pregnancy agreed with her.

Elena sat up front with the driver, silent and focused. My ice queen priestess, ten weeks pregnant with the baby we’d fought so hard for. Her sleek black bun hadn’t shifted an inch despite the flight.

She turned back to meet my eyes. The pale gray gaze that could freeze lesser men warmed just a fraction.

“Almost there.”

The chalet emerged from the pines like something out of a fairy tale.

Chalet Eisblüte. “Ice Blossom” in German.

Timber beams and huge windows, smoke already rising from chimneys, lights glowing gold against the afternoon snow. The kind of place that cost more per night than most people made in a month.

Elena’s trust fund at work again.

“Holy shit,” Paige breathed, forgetting to record.

We piled out of the SUVs. The wives scattered immediately, each drawn to different features. Alyssa made a beeline for the industrial kitchen visible through the windows. Jade inspected the medical supply delivery stacked on the porch. Yoo-mi tested the acoustics by singing a few notes that echoed off the peaks.

Maya pulled out her tablet, already running security sweeps.

Marisol just spun in a slow circle, taking it all in. “It’s beautiful.”

“It’s freezing,” Paige countered, but she was grinning.

Tamara led us through breathing exercises while we waited for luggage. The altitude was real—I could feel it in my lungs. But nothing we couldn’t handle.

Elena appeared at my elbow. “Come inside. I want to show you something.”

The great room stole my breath more than the altitude.

Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the mountains. A fireplace big enough to roast a pig crackled with fresh logs. Heated floors radiated warmth through my boots. Leather furniture, bearskin rugs, a Christmas tree already decorated in the corner.

But none of that mattered compared to what sat on the massive oak table.

A wooden advent calendar. Two feet tall, hand-carved, with twenty-four small doors.

Elena stroked it like a prized possession. “I had this commissioned months ago.”

The other wives filed in behind us, shedding coats and scarves. They gravitated toward the calendar like moths to flame.

“What is it?” Yoo-mi asked.

Elena’s smile could have cut glass. “Our schedule.”

She produced a small key, unlocked the top compartment, and pulled out a leather portfolio. Twenty-four envelopes lay inside, each one sealed with wax and numbered.

“Each day from now until Christmas,” Elena announced, “we open one envelope. Inside: the assigned wife, the rule for that day’s… session, and any special requirements.”

Paige’s eyes went wide. “You scheduled our fucking?”

“I scheduled our breeding,” Elena corrected. “There’s a difference.”

“Is there, though?” Alyssa asked, amused.

“Each of you will have your turn. Some days will be individual. Some will be paired. Some will be…” Elena’s pale eyes gleamed. “Creative.”

Maya studied the calendar with professional interest. “And we can’t deviate?”

“Not if you want to be a good wife.” Elena ran a finger down the numbered doors. “I call it the Advent Calendar of Obedience.”

My cock stirred despite the cold outside.

Jade raised an eyebrow. “I assume there’s a medical rationale for this scheduling?”

“There’s a breeding rationale,” Elena said. “We have limited time before the births begin. I intend to maximize every opportunity.”

Tamara laughed, rich and warm. “Girl, you are extra even for you.”

“I prefer ‘thorough.’”

Marisol traced the carved wood with obvious appreciation. “It’s beautiful work.”

“So are all of you.” Elena’s gaze swept across her sister wives, lingering on each belly. “I want this Christmas to be perfect. All of us together, no enemies, no threats. Just family.”

Something in her voice made my chest tight.

“And lots of sex,” Paige added.

“And breeding,” Elena corrected again.

Yoo-mi bounced on her toes—as much as thirteen weeks of pregnancy allowed. “So when do we start?”

Elena checked her watch. “You have two hours to settle in, unpack, and explore. Then we gather for dinner. After dinner…” She lifted the first envelope. “We begin.”

The wives scattered to claim bedrooms. Paige called dibs on the room with the best light. Tamara found a space perfect for yoga. Maya commandeered the office for her tech setup. Jade inspected the basement spa she’d be converting to a medical wing.

I helped haul luggage, playing pack mule while pregnant women directed traffic.

Alyssa cornered me in the hallway outside the master suite. “You okay with this?”

“With what?”

“Elena’s control-freak calendar.” Her green eyes searched mine. “I know you’re the king and all, but this is pretty…”

“Elena?”

She grinned. “Yeah.”

I pulled her close, careful of her belly. “I trust her. And honestly?” My hand slid down to cup her ass. “I’m curious as hell what she’s planned.”

“Mmm. Me too.” Alyssa pressed up on her toes to kiss me. “I’m guessing day one involves these.” She cupped her enormous tits.

“God, I hope so.”

She laughed and slipped away, hips swaying.

Dinner was a chaotic affair. Eight pregnant women plus me crammed around the huge dining table, passing platters of Swiss cuisine that Elena’s staff had prepared in advance. Fondue, raclette, roasted vegetables, fresh bread.

Paige livestreamed the “family dinner” with faces carefully cropped. Her fans ate it up.

Maya ran a security check every thirty minutes. Old habits.

Jade made everyone take prenatal vitamins.

Tamara led a gratitude circle that got surprisingly emotional. Marisol cried. Yoo-mi cried because Marisol cried. Then Alyssa cried, and suddenly half the table was tearing up.

Pregnant women, man.

I held it together until Elena spoke.

“I’m grateful we’re all here,” my ice queen said quietly. “All of us. Safe and together and…” Her hand moved to her flat-but-not-for-long stomach. “Growing.”

That did it. I had to blink hard.

After dinner, we gathered back in the great room. The fire roared. Someone had dimmed the lights. The Christmas tree glowed in the corner.

Elena stood before the advent calendar like a priestess at her altar.

“Day zero,” she announced. “Arrival day.” She lifted the first envelope. “Tomorrow, we begin properly. But tonight…”

She broke the seal and pulled out a card.

“Tonight is mine.”

My cock went instantly hard.

Elena’s pale eyes found me across the room. “The hot tub is ready. Everyone else: to bed. The king and I have a chalet to christen.”

The wives scattered with knowing grins. Paige wolf-whistled. Tamara threw me a salute.

Jade just said, “Keep her warm.”

Then we were alone.

Elena crossed to me, hips swaying in that predatory way she had. The ice queen who’d slowly melted over months of breeding. My high priestess. The woman who’d orchestrated an entire religion around fertility.

And she was ten weeks pregnant with my baby.

“Outside,” she commanded.

The hot tub sat on a covered deck, steam rising into the frigid air. Stars blazed overhead—more than I’d ever seen from Phoenix or the island. The mountains loomed like sleeping giants.

Elena stripped methodically, each piece of designer clothing folded and set aside. I watched every inch of porcelain skin reveal itself. Her high C-cup breasts sat perfect on her chest, nipples already hardening in the cold air, faint blue veins visible beneath that ivory skin. The narrow waist that would soon swell with my child. Those long, toned ballerina legs that could wrap around my waist or pin me in place with surprising strength.

She turned to step into the tub, giving me a view of her tight ass, those sculpted glutes flexing as she climbed over the edge. The steam kissed her skin, and she hissed at the heat.

I stripped faster, less gracefully. Yanked my shirt over my head, shoved my pants down. My cock sprang free, thick and hard, already leaking precum at the tip. Eight months of breeding these women and my body still reacted to Elena like it was the first time.

The water was perfect. Hot enough to sting, the jets pulsing against sore muscles.

Elena settled across from me, head tilted back, dark hair spilling over the edge.

“Come here.”

I waded over. She wrapped those killer legs around my waist, pulling me close. My cock brushed her stomach, her pussy, teasing both of us.

“Do you know why I made the calendar?” she asked.

“Control?”

Her lips quirked. “Partly. But also…” She took my hand, pressed it to her barely-there bump. “We won, Mason. All of it. The island. The Vatican. Our family. For the first time in my life, nothing is trying to take this away.”

“So you’re celebrating by scheduling sex?”

“I’m celebrating by making sure every woman here feels worshipped. Special. Chosen.” Her legs tightened. “Starting with me.”

She lifted up, positioned the swollen head of my cock at her entrance, and sank down in one slow, deliberate slide.

Fuck.

Her pussy swallowed me inch by inch. Tight. So fucking tight, even after all these months. Hot silk clenching around my shaft as gravity pulled her down until I bottomed out, the tip of my cock kissing her cervix.

The heat of her cunt, the heat of the water, the cold air biting my shoulders—every sensation dialed up to eleven. Elena’s eyes fluttered closed. Her mouth fell open in that silent gasp I’d learned meant she was already close, her inner walls already fluttering around me.

I gripped her hips hard enough to leave marks, using the jets for leverage, and started to move.

Slow at first. Long strokes that made her whimper. I pulled out until just my tip remained inside her wet heat, then drove back in to the hilt. The water sloshed around us, splashing over the deck. Steam rose between our bodies.

“God, your cock,” Elena breathed. “I’ve needed this.”

Snow started falling.

Light at first, just a few flakes. Then more. Soft and silent, melting on our bare shoulders, on her perfect tits.

Elena opened her eyes. Pale gray meeting my steel blue.

“Welcome to Christmas,” she whispered.

I thrust harder, faster. Her legs locked tight around my waist, heels digging into my ass, pulling me deeper. The jets pulsed against my balls, against her spread pussy lips, adding sensation neither of us had planned on.

“Breed me,” she gasped, fingers clawing at my shoulders. “Right here. Right now. Breed your ice queen under the stars.”

“Take it,” I growled, slamming up into her. “Take every fucking inch.”

She screamed. Didn’t care who heard, didn’t care about composure. The ice queen facade shattered completely as I pounded into her tight cunt, water churning around us. Her pussy clenched like a vice, those silky walls gripping and releasing in waves, milking me, demanding what only I could give.

“I’m going to fill you up,” I groaned against her neck. “Pump you so full of cum it leaks out for hours.”

“Yes. Yes. Give it to me. Give me your seed.”

The orgasm hit us both. Hers first, her whole body going rigid, back arching, tits thrust toward the falling snow as she screamed my name into the alpine night. Her pussy clamped down so hard it triggered mine. I slammed deep one final time and erupted, shooting thick ropes of cum directly against her cervix. Pulse after pulse, my cock throbbing inside her, emptying my balls while she shook and cried out and raked her nails down my back hard enough to draw blood.

I pumped into her through the aftershocks, grinding against her swollen clit with each thrust, milking every last drop into her hungry womb. Her legs trembled. Her breath came in ragged sobs. And still her pussy kept squeezing, kept pulling, kept taking everything I had to give.

We collapsed together, water and snow and steam. My cock stayed buried inside her, twitching with the last weak pulses of my release. Cum leaked out around my shaft, mixing with the hot tub water.

Her head on my shoulder. My softening cock still inside her. Both of us breathing hard.

“Day zero,” Elena murmured against my neck.

“What’s day one?”

She smiled. I felt it more than saw it.

“You’ll see tomorrow.”

We stayed in the tub until the snow fell heavier. Then we stumbled inside, naked and dripping, and collapsed into the master bed.

Sleep took me instantly.

Somewhere in my dreams, I heard an envelope being opened.


Chapter 2: Day 1: Milk and Cookies

I woke to the smell of vanilla and cinnamon.

The bed beside me was empty. Elena’s side still warm but abandoned. Early riser, that woman. Even on vacation.

I found my pants and followed my nose downstairs.

The kitchen was Alyssa’s kingdom now. Flour dusted every surface. Cookie sheets covered the massive marble island. And standing in the center of controlled chaos, wearing nothing but an apron over her sixteen-week belly, was my busty redhead MILF.

Her copper hair cascaded past her shoulders in waves. Freckles dusted her pale skin—over her nose, across her collarbone, and spattering those impossibly large E-cup breasts that strained against the apron strings.

She looked up when I entered. Emerald eyes sparkling.

“Morning, stud.”

“Morning yourself.” I leaned against the doorframe, just watching her work. “What’s all this?”

“Day one.” She gestured to a laminated card propped against the flour canister. “Elena left instructions.”

I picked it up.

Day 1 – Alyssa. Rule: Lactation Focus Only. No penetration until milk has been properly… appreciated.

My cock went hard reading it.

Alyssa grinned. “She knows what she’s doing.”

“She always does.” I set the card down. “So you’re making cookies?”

“Milk and cookies seemed thematic.” She piped icing onto a gingerbread man with practiced ease. “Plus I needed something to do with my hands or I’d have woken you up at five AM.”

“I wouldn’t have minded.”

“Liar. You were dead to the world.” She finished the cookie and looked up at me through copper lashes. “Want to help?”

I crossed to her. She smelled like sugar and something uniquely Alyssa—sweet and maternal and filthy all at once.

“What do you need?”

She handed me a piping bag. “Frosting. Follow the outline.”

We worked in comfortable silence for a while. The other wives started appearing—Tamara in yoga pants, Maya with her tablet, Paige filming a “morning routine” video for her subscribers.

Jade inspected Alyssa with professional interest. “How are you feeling?”

“Good. Hungry. These tits are getting ridiculous.” Alyssa adjusted her apron, which barely contained her swollen breasts.

“That’s normal. The increased blood flow—”

“I know the biology, Doc.” Alyssa smiled to soften it. “Doesn’t make it less weird when your bras stop fitting.”

Marisol poured coffee for everyone. Yoo-mi hummed Christmas carols while stealing raw cookie dough. Elena emerged last, immaculate as always, and surveyed her calendar system in action.

“Tonight,” she announced. “After dinner. The great room.”

Then she disappeared into the office to handle island business via satellite.

The day passed in lazy luxury. Tamara led a prenatal yoga session that I definitely didn’t spend the entire time staring at her legendary ass. Maya ran security checks. Paige edited videos. Jade reviewed medical supplies.

I helped Marisol shovel the deck. Helped Yoo-mi test the chalet’s acoustics. Helped Alyssa finish her mountain of cookies.

Mostly I just stayed out of the way while pregnant women nested.

By evening, anticipation hung thick in the air.

We ate dinner—Alyssa’s cookies for dessert—and then gathered in the great room as instructed. The fire roared. The Christmas tree lights twinkled. Outside, fresh snow fell in fat flakes.

Elena stood before the fireplace like a priestess at her altar.

“Day one,” she announced. “Alyssa.”

My redhead MILF stepped forward, a nervous smile playing at her lips. She’d changed into a deep green silk robe that set off her coloring perfectly.

Elena held up the laminated card. “The rule tonight: lactation focus. Mason will worship your milk before any other… activities occur.”

“Yes, High Priestess,” Alyssa said, only half-mocking.

The other wives settled onto couches and chairs. Paige had her phone out but Elena shot her a look. The phone disappeared.

“This isn’t content,” Elena said quietly. “This is family.”

Something warm spread through my chest.

Alyssa crossed to me. The robe whispered against her skin. She was trembling slightly—nerves or excitement, hard to tell.

“You okay with an audience?” I asked quietly.

“Are you kidding? I’ve been leaking all day thinking about this.” She pressed up on her toes to kiss me. “Breed me by firelight, Mason. Show them what you do to your milk-heavy MILF.”

Fuck, when she talked like that.

I untied her robe. It pooled at her feet.

Underneath: nothing.

Just Alyssa in all her pregnant glory. The sixteen-week belly starting to show. The wide hips that had already carried two babies. The thick thighs. And those tits—Jesus Christ, those tits.

Full and heavy and impossibly large. Pale skin with a network of blue veins showing the increased blood flow. Nipples dark and swollen. And already glistening with droplets of milk.

Earlier, she’d mixed some of her milk with spiced cream and nutmeg—her own “lactation eggnog” that she’d had me taste from a glass by the fire. The memory of that sweet, spiced flavor still lingered on my tongue.

I heard someone inhale sharply. Might have been me.

Alyssa guided me to the bearskin rug in front of the fire. The heat felt good on my back as I lay down. She straddled my chest, positioning those magnificent breasts right at mouth level.

“Drink from me,” she whispered. “Please.”

I sealed my lips around her left nipple and sucked.

The first taste of milk hit my tongue like a drug.

Sweet. Warm. Thick and rich with hormones. Uniquely Alyssa.

I sucked harder and the flow increased, a hot stream of breast milk filling my mouth. I swallowed greedily and latched on again, my hand coming up to knead the heavy flesh. Her areola was swollen and dark, puffy around my lips as I nursed from her like a hungry infant.

“Oh fuck,” Alyssa moaned, her head falling back. “Oh God, yes. Drink from me.”

Her right breast started leaking in sympathy, thin white streams running down her ribs, over the swell of her pregnant belly. I released her left tit with a wet pop and switched sides, latching onto the neglected nipple. She cried out, loud enough to echo off the cathedral ceiling.

The sensation of milk hitting my tongue while her pussy ground against my chest was intoxicating. I could smell her arousal now, musky and urgent, mixing with the sweet cream scent of her leaking breasts.

Behind us, I heard someone shift. A quiet intake of breath. The wives watching their sister get worshipped.

I worked both breasts systematically. Sucking hard until milk sprayed across my face, releasing to let her catch her breath, then latching on again to drain more. Her nipples were rock-hard in my mouth, distended and sensitive. Every pull made her whimper. Alyssa rode my chest, grinding her bare, soaking pussy against my sternum. I could feel her wetness through my shirt, could feel the heat of her cunt leaving a slick trail across my skin.

“Mason,” she panted. “I need—please—”

I pulled off her nipple with a wet pop. “What do you need?”

“Your cock. In my mouth. While you drink.”

I groaned.

We rearranged. Me still on my back, Alyssa reversed, straddling my face this time while she bent to unzip my pants. The sixty-nine position, but modified for her pregnant belly. Her swollen tits hung heavy above my stomach, already dripping.

She lowered her pussy to my mouth. Pink and glistening. Swollen lips parted to reveal her throbbing clit, her tight hole clenching on nothing. The scent of her arousal hit me like a wave.

The moment my tongue touched her slit, dragging from her entrance up to her clit, she moaned and swallowed my cock to the root.

Fuck.

I ate her with purpose, lapping at her soaking cunt while she worked my shaft. Her tongue swirled around my head, traced the ridge, then she opened her throat and took me deep. I could feel her soft palate, her throat muscles rippling around me as she suppressed her gag reflex.

Milk rained down on my chest and stomach. Warm streams that pooled in my navel while I feasted on her pussy. I sucked her clit between my lips, flicking it with my tongue, and felt her moan vibrate through my entire cock.

The taste of her cunt mixed with the taste of her milk still on my tongue. Sweet and musky all at once. Her inner thighs were slick with her own juices. I plunged my tongue inside her, fucking her with it while my nose pressed against her ass.

I felt her thighs start to tremble against my ears. Close already.

I doubled down, sucking her swollen clit hard while my hands found her hanging breasts. I squeezed both nipples and milk sprayed everywhere—over my hands, across the bearskin, pooling on the hardwood floor. Her tits gushed like faucets.

Alyssa came screaming around my cock, the vibration nearly making me explode.

Her pussy clenched rhythmically on my tongue, walls spasming as her orgasm tore through her. Her whole body went rigid, thighs clamping around my head. And her breasts let down completely—milk fountaining in thick streams that splashed across my abs, my chest, running down my sides to soak the rug beneath us.

“Holy shit,” someone whispered. Tamara, maybe.

Alyssa pulled off my cock, gasping. “I need you inside. Now. Please.”

“The rule—”

“Fuck the rule. Elena can punish me later.” She looked over her shoulder, green eyes wild. “I need to be bred. Right now.”

I glanced past her to where Elena sat. Our ice queen priestess had one hand inside her own robe, clearly touching herself. She met my gaze and nodded once.

Permission granted.

Alyssa repositioned, kneeling between my legs while I sat up against the cushions. Her hands wrapped around my shaft, slick with her own milk.

“First,” she breathed, “you finish where I want it.”

She stroked me with both hands while pressing her tits together around my shaft. The milk made everything slippery, warm. Her emerald eyes locked on mine as she worked me with that perfect combination of pressure and speed.

“Give me that cum,” she demanded. “All over these tits. Mark your busty MILF.”

Behind us, I heard someone inhale sharply. The wives watching their sister about to be painted.

I couldn’t hold back. “Alyssa—fuck—”

“Yes! Give it to me!”

I came hard across her freckled chest. Rope after rope of cum splashing across those magnificent E-cups, mixing with the milk still leaking from her swollen nipples. She kept stroking, milking every drop onto her skin.

“God yes,” she moaned, rubbing my cum and her milk together across her breasts. “So fucking hot.”

Before I could think, I leaned forward and dragged my tongue across her nipple—licking my cum mixed with her eggnog-flavored milk in alternating swipes. She shuddered through aftershocks beneath me.

“Tastes so good together,” I breathed.

Then she lifted that magnificent freckled ass and presented herself on all fours. Her pussy gaped wet and ready, pink folds swollen and glistening. I could see my cum from the first load smeared across her massive tits as they swayed beneath her pregnant belly.

“Now breed me properly,” she commanded, looking back at me with hunger in those emerald eyes. “Fill me up.”

I knelt behind her, gripped my still-hard cock, and positioned the swollen head at her dripping entrance. Dragged it through her wetness once, twice, coating myself in her juices. Then slid home in one long, brutal thrust.

“Yes!” She slammed back against me, impaling herself on every inch. “Fuck yes! That cock!”

Her pussy gripped me like a fist. Hot and tight despite how wet she was. I gripped her wide hips, fingers digging into soft flesh, and started to pound.

The position let me go impossibly deep. Each thrust bottomed out against her cervix, making her whimper and clench. Her massive E-cup tits, still slick with my cum and her milk, swayed beneath her with each impact. I watched them swing, hypnotized.

The firelight painted us in gold and shadow. I could see our reflection in the dark windows—me rutting into her from behind, her body taking every punishing stroke, her pregnant belly hanging heavy, her tits bouncing wildly.

“Harder,” she demanded. “Breed me harder.”

I gave her what she needed. Balls slapping against her swollen clit with each thrust, hands bruising her hips, cock splitting her open. She was so wet we squelched obscenely. I could feel her juices running down my thighs.

Behind us, I heard other sounds. Quiet moans. The rustle of fabric. The wet sound of fingers on flesh. The wives were touching themselves watching me breed their sister.

Alyssa reached one hand between her legs, fingers finding her clit. “I’m close. So fucking close. Fill me again, Mason. Give me more of that cum.”

“Where do you want it?”

“In my womb. Where it belongs.” She looked back at me over her shoulder, copper hair wild, face flushed, eyes fever-bright. “Breed your busty MILF. Knock me up again right in front of them. Let them watch you pump me full.”

That did it.

I slammed deep one final time, buried to the balls, and came hard for the second time. My cock throbbed and pulsed, shooting thick ropes of cum directly against her cervix. I could feel each spurt, feel her pussy clenching and milking, pulling every drop from my balls into her fertile womb.

Alyssa’s orgasm hit at the same time. Her cunt clamped down so hard it almost hurt, inner walls spasming rhythmically around my spurting cock. Her whole body shook, back arching, and her tits let loose one final fountain of milk that sprayed across the bearskin beneath us. She screamed my name, voice cracking, while her pussy milked me dry.

We collapsed together, both panting.

Warm applause from the peanut gallery.

I looked up to see all seven wives watching with various expressions of lust and affection. Elena’s hand was still in her robe. Tamara had two fingers working between her thick thighs. Even Jade looked flushed.

“Beautiful,” Elena murmured.

Alyssa rolled onto her side, one hand on my cheek. “Thank you.”

“For what?”

“Making me feel like a goddess.”

I kissed her, tasting milk and salt and Alyssa. “You are a goddess.”

She laughed. “Smooth talker.”

Jade approached with a towel. “Let’s get you cleaned up.”

While Jade tended to Alyssa, I noticed Elena approaching. She knelt beside me, close enough that only I could hear.

“Tomorrow is Tamara,” she whispered. “Prepare yourself.”

Then she was gone, gliding back to her position by the calendar.

I helped Alyssa to her feet. Milk still leaked from her nipples, leaving a trail as we headed for the stairs.

“Wait,” Jade called. “Alyssa, I need to check something.”

In the kitchen, under bright lights, Jade ran her portable ultrasound over Alyssa’s belly while the rest of us crowded around.

The screen flickered. Then resolved.

Two distinct gestational sacs.

“Twins,” Jade announced calmly. “Congratulations.”

Alyssa’s hand flew to her mouth. “What? But I—when—”

“The Twin-Factor Serum likely took effect.” Jade tapped the screen. “Two healthy heartbeats. Both developing normally.”

Alyssa looked at me, eyes shining. “Twins.”

I pulled her close, careful of her milk-slick belly. “Twins.”

Paige whooped. Tamara started crying. Yoo-mi launched into an impromptu celebration song.

Elena just smiled that mysterious smile and made a note in her calendar journal.

Later, after Alyssa had showered and fallen asleep in her room, I found Elena in the great room. She sat alone by the dying fire, staring at the advent calendar.

“You planned that,” I said. “The twin reveal.”

“Jade suspected. I wanted it to be special.” She patted the couch beside her. “Sit.”

I sat.

We watched the embers glow in comfortable silence.

“Twenty-three more days,” Elena murmured. “Twenty-three more wives to worship. And then Christmas Eve…”

“What happens Christmas Eve?”

Her pale eyes found mine. “You’ll breed all eight of us. One after another. A grand ritual to celebrate everything we’ve built.”

My cock stirred despite having just came.

“You’re insane.”

“I’m thorough.” She stood, stretched. “Get some sleep. Tomorrow, Tamara will break you.”

She left me alone with the fire and the calendar and the weight of anticipation.

I checked the next envelope before heading to bed.

Day 2 – Tamara. Rule: Prenatal positions only. No hands allowed.

Yeah.

I was definitely going to need my sleep.


Chapter 3: Day 2: Yoga by Firelight

Tamara woke me at dawn with her lips around my cock.

Not the worst way to start a day.

I groaned, half-asleep, and she hummed approval around my shaft. The vibration shot straight up my spine.

“Fuck, Tamara—”

She pulled off with a wet pop. “Morning, baby.”

I blinked at her. My thick-hipped Black yoga goddess, twenty-four weeks pregnant with a belly that showed it. Tight ebony curls in a pineapple ponytail. Warm honey-brown eyes sparkling with mischief. And that body—Jesus, that body.

The hourglass curve of hips that wouldn’t quit. The high, round ass that had launched a thousand fantasies. Toned thighs from endless warrior poses. All wrapped in espresso-dark skin that caught the early light like silk.

She wore yoga pants—barely—and a sports bra that highlighted her mid-D cups.

“You’re up early,” I managed.

“It’s my day.” She stroked my cock lazily. “Elena’s rules say I can’t use my hands on you during the actual session. So I’m getting mine in now.”

Smart woman.

She bent back to her task, taking me deep, throat opening in that way that still amazed me. One of her hands cupped my balls while the other steadied herself on the bed.

I threaded my fingers through her curls and just let her work.

She was an artist at this. Slow pulls, fast bobs, that swirling thing with her tongue that made my toes curl. When I got close, she backed off, keeping me on edge.

“Tamara—”

“Not yet.” She grinned up at me. “You’re going to need this load for tonight.”

Evil woman.

She left me hard and wanting, disappearing with a laugh and a swish of that perfect ass.

I took the coldest shower of my life.

Breakfast was chaos as usual. Eight pregnant women plus me meant noise and laughter and too many people trying to use the same bathroom.

Paige livestreamed her morning smoothie. Maya ran security checks. Jade made everyone take vitamins. Marisol cooked eggs while teaching Yoo-mi a salsa step.

Elena sat at the head of the table like a queen, watching her kingdom with satisfaction.

“Tonight,” she announced over coffee. “Tamara’s night. Great room, after dinner, firelight only.”

Tamara met my eyes across the table. The heat in her gaze could have melted the snow outside.

The day dragged. I helped Maya troubleshoot a satellite connection. Helped Jade organize medical supplies. Tried not to think about the fact that my cock had been hard since dawn.

Tamara spent the day preparing. I saw her through the windows, practicing poses on her mat, the mountains framing her like a goddess.

Dinner felt like foreplay.

Then we gathered in the great room.

Elena had outdone herself. The fire roared in the hearth. Every other light was off—just firelight and the soft glow from the Christmas tree. She’d moved furniture to clear a space on the hardwood floor.

Tamara’s yoga mat sat in the center like an altar.

The wives settled onto couches. Elena held up the laminated card.

“Day two. Tamara. The rule: prenatal positions only. Mason may not use his hands to touch her.”

I blinked. “At all?”

“Hips, chest, mouth,” Elena clarified. “But your hands stay clasped behind your back.”

Tamara grinned. “Sounds fun.”

She wore a matching set—sports bra and tiny yoga shorts that barely covered her ass. The firelight painted her dark skin in gold and amber.

She moved to the mat with that liquid grace only she possessed. Even pregnant, even showing, she flowed like water.

“First position,” she announced. “Downward dog.”

She bent forward, hands on the mat, ass up. The yoga shorts rode up, showing the curve of her cheeks. Her belly hung heavy beneath her.

“Come here, baby,” she called.

I moved behind her, already hard. Elena’s assistant appeared to bind my wrists with a silk scarf behind my back.

“No hands,” Elena reminded me.

Tamara spread her legs slightly. “Kiss your way up my legs. Show everyone how much you worship this ass.”

I knelt. Started at her ankles.

Kissed up her calves—toned from years of yoga. Over her knees. Along the incredible expanse of her thighs. The wives watched in silence, firelight dancing across their faces.

When I reached the curve of her ass, I paused.

“Don’t stop now,” Tamara breathed.

I bit gently through the thin fabric. She gasped. I worked my way across both cheeks, alternating between gentle kisses and sharp teeth. She squirmed, her professional yoga control starting to crack.

“Next position,” she managed. “Warrior two.”

She straightened into the wide-legged stance, arms extended. Her profile was magnificent—pregnant belly thrust forward, tits straining against her sports bra, that ass still jutting out.

“Get creative,” she challenged.

I circled her, using my chest to press against her back, my mouth finding her neck. No hands meant I had to improvise. I ground my cloth-covered cock against her ass while biting down on her shoulder.

Tamara moaned loud.

Her control was slipping. Good.

“Cat-cow,” she gasped out.

She dropped to hands and knees, arching her back. The movement made her ass lift higher. I positioned myself behind her, using my hips to press my erection against her through our clothes.

“Not fair,” she whimpered.

“You made the rules,” I murmured against her ear.

I thrust slowly, grinding against her. The friction made us both groan. I could see the wet spot forming on her shorts—she was soaked.

“Enough teasing,” Elena called. “Proceed to the main event.”

Thank fuck.

I stood back while Tamara stripped. The sports bra came off first, revealing her swollen breasts with their dark nipples already peaked. Then the shorts, peeled down over her incredible hips and ass.

Naked, pregnant, and glowing in the firelight.

Someone untied my wrists. Finally.

I stripped fast, cock springing free. Tamara’s eyes locked on it, hungry.

“On your back,” she commanded. “The mat. Now.”

I lay down on the yoga mat. The fire warmed my skin from one side.

Tamara straddled me, but not where I expected. She positioned herself over my face, that magnificent ass hovering above me, her swollen pussy lips glistening in the firelight. “First, I need your tongue.”

She lowered herself onto my mouth. The taste of her hit me immediately, musky and rich, her arousal coating my lips and chin. I sealed my mouth around her swollen clit and started working, sucking gently while my tongue flicked back and forth.

“Yes,” she hissed.

Tamara ground against my face, using my mouth like a toy. Her thick thighs bracketed my head, that incredible ass settling heavier on my chin. I could barely breathe and I didn’t care. I gripped those thick thighs for leverage, feeling the muscle flex beneath espresso-dark skin, and drove my tongue deep into her cunt.

She tasted like honey and salt. Her pussy was soaking, walls clenching around my tongue as I fucked her with it. Her moans filled the room, growing louder, more desperate.

“Yes! Right there! Don’t stop! Eat my pussy, baby!”

Her hips moved faster, grinding her clit against my nose while my tongue plunged inside her. Her thighs clenched hard around my head, almost cutting off my air. I sucked her clit hard, trapping the swollen nub between my lips and flicking it relentlessly.

She exploded.

She squirted against my chin, a hot gush of liquid that flooded my mouth and ran down my jaw and neck. Her whole body shook above me, thighs trembling, and she screamed her release to the ceiling. I kept licking through it, drinking her down, tongue working her through wave after wave until she sobbed my name.

“Fuck,” she gasped, finally lifting off my face. Her pussy left a wet trail across my chest as she repositioned. “Now I need you inside.”

She repositioned, facing away this time—reverse cowgirl. That legendary ass on full display, the light from the fire painting every curve in gold. She reached back and gripped my throbbing cock, rubbing the swollen head through her soaking slit.

“Breed me,” she commanded. “Show them how you fill your thick-hipped goddess.”

She notched me at her entrance, that tight ring of muscle kissing my tip, then sank down in one smooth, practiced motion. Inch after inch of my cock disappeared into her pussy until she was fully seated, my balls pressed against her clit.

The heat. The tightness. The way her walls clenched and rippled around me, already milking.

“Fuck yes,” Tamara hissed, grinding in a slow circle. “That cock feels so good inside me.”

She started to ride. Reverse cowgirl let me see everything—her magnificent ass rippling with each movement, those thick globes bouncing as she lifted and dropped. Her back arched, hands gripping my thighs for leverage. Her twenty-four-week belly hung heavy and beautiful as she worked herself on my cock.

The firelight caught every ripple of that legendary ass as she ground down, her pussy gripping me like a wet fist. I could see my shaft appearing and disappearing between her spread cheeks, slick with her juices. The contrast of her dark skin against my lighter flesh was intoxicating.

“Harder,” she demanded, bouncing faster. “Fuck me harder.”

I gripped her wide hips, fingers sinking into soft flesh, and started thrusting up to meet her. The wet slap of skin on skin echoed through the room, obscene and perfect. Her tits bounced wildly with each impact—I could see them in the reflection of the windows, dark nipples hard and swaying.

“There! Right there! Hit that spot!”

I didn’t stop. Just drove up into her while seven wives watched and the fire crackled and Tamara rode me like a woman possessed. Her ass slapped against my hips, the meaty smack drowning out the crackle of flames. Each thrust bottomed out, my cock kissing her cervix while she keened.

Her hand snaked between her legs, fingers finding her swollen clit, rubbing in frantic circles. “Close. So fucking close. Give me that cum, baby. Breed me in front of our family. Fill my black pussy with that hot white cum.”

The dirty talk pushed me over. I thrust deep one final time and came hard, cock throbbing and pulsing as I flooded her pregnant pussy with rope after rope of thick cum. I could feel each spurt leaving my balls, pumping into her hungry womb.

Tamara’s orgasm hit at the same time. Her cunt clamped down so hard I saw stars, inner walls spasming and rippling around my spurting cock, milking me dry. Her whole body shook, sweat glistening on her dark skin.

Her back arched impossibly, head thrown back. Her nails dug into my thighs hard enough to leave crescent marks. Her scream echoed off the windows as she came even harder than before, squirting around my buried cock, soaking my balls with her release.

Then silence except for our panting and the crackle of fire.

I pulled out slowly, watching my softening cock emerge from her well-fucked pussy. Cum immediately poured out of her gaping hole, thick and white against her dark folds, running down toward her clit and dripping onto the yoga mat beneath us.

“Beautiful,” Elena murmured from her throne.

Tamara looked up at me, dazed and satisfied. “Damn.”

“Yeah.”

Jade appeared with towels. “Impressive display. Both of you.”

We cleaned up while the other wives congratulated Tamara with hugs and kisses. Paige whistled. Maya just grinned. Even Elena looked pleased.

Later, after Tamara had showered and I’d recovered on the couch, I noticed something through the window.

Paige’s drone, hovering in the falling snow.

She must have sent it out to capture our silhouettes through the windows. Already editing footage for her subscribers.

Elena caught me looking. “Let her. The world should know how gods breed.”

I pulled her close. “You’re enjoying this.”

“Immensely.” She kissed my jaw. “Tomorrow is Maya. Prepare for psychological warfare.”

“What’s the rule?”

Elena’s smile turned wicked. “Edging. All day.”

My cock stirred despite having just came.

“You’re killing me.”

“I’m perfecting you.” She stood, stretched. “Now rest. You’ll need it.”

I checked the next card before bed.

Day 3 – Maya. Rule: Edging only—no orgasm until 11:59 PM.

Fuck my life.

Tomorrow was going to be torture.


Chapter 4: Day 3: Countdown to Midnight

Maya woke me at exactly six AM.

Not with sex. With a smartwatch strapped to my wrist.

“What the hell?” I mumbled.

“Biometric monitoring.” My exotic strategist stood over me, tablet in hand, already dressed. Her twenty-week belly showed through a fitted sweater. Caramel skin glowing even in the pre-dawn light. “Heart rate, blood pressure, skin conductance. I’ll know the second you approach orgasm.”

I blinked at her. “It’s six in the morning.”

“Correct. You have eighteen hours of edging ahead of you.” Those molten amber eyes sparkled with mischief. “Better get started.”

She pulled back the covers.

My morning wood stood proud and ready.

Maya knelt beside the bed, wrapped one soft hand around my cock, and started stroking. Slow. Methodical. Her tablet propped on the nightstand showing my vital signs in real time.

“Maya—”

“Shh. Let me work.”

She was clinical about it. Watching the screen more than me. When my heart rate spiked to 120, she backed off. Let me settle. Then started again.

Three times she brought me close. Three times she stopped.

“Fuck,” I groaned.

“Not yet.” She stood, licking her palm clean. “Breakfast in thirty minutes. Don’t shower—I want you sensitive all day.”

Evil. Woman.

Breakfast was torture.

The wives had clearly been briefed. They kept “accidentally” brushing against me. Paige bent over to grab something from a low shelf, her shorts riding up. Alyssa’s robe kept slipping open. Tamara stretched in ways that highlighted that ass.

My cock stayed half-hard through the entire meal.

Maya monitored her tablet. Every time my vitals spiked, she made a note.

Elena watched the whole thing with cool amusement. “Enjoying your day, Maya?”

“Immensely, High Priestess.”

By noon I was ready to climb the walls.

Maya had touched me six more times. Quick strokes in the hallway. A slow grind against my lap while we “watched” a movie. Her mouth on my cock for exactly two minutes while I tried to video call the island.

Each time, she stopped just before I could finish.

“Your control is impressive,” she murmured after the latest denial. “Most men would have begged by now.”

“Give it time.”

She laughed. A sound like wind chimes.

Lunch involved Marisol’s cooking—and Marisol making sure to press those honey-brown curves against me every time she served a plate.

“Sorry,” she whispered. Not sorry at all.

By three PM my cock was constantly leaking. Pre-cum stained my underwear. Every shift of fabric made me groan.

Maya cornered me in the office. Locked the door with a decisive click. Then stripped off her leggings in one smooth motion, revealing nothing underneath. Her bare pussy was already glistening, swollen lips parted and ready.

“Inside me,” she commanded. “But don’t you dare cum.”

She bent over the desk, spreading her legs, presenting that perfect hourglass ass. The sight of her wet cunt, framed by caramel thighs and that beautiful pregnant belly hanging beneath her, nearly broke me right there.

I gripped her hips and slid into heaven in one thrust.

Her pussy gripped me like a vice. Hot and wet and impossibly tight, walls rippling around my desperate cock. I felt her cervix kiss my tip. The sensation after hours of denial was overwhelming.

I managed three slow strokes, feeling every ridge and clench of her silky cunt. Then she squeezed deliberately, those inner muscles milking me with intention.

“Maya—fuck—”

“Don’t. Cum.” She checked her tablet, one hand braced on the desk. “Heart rate 165. You’re too close.”

I pulled out, my cock emerging slick with her juices, twitching and throbbing. Angry and desperate. A rope of precum drooled from my tip.

Maya turned, dropped to her knees on the office carpet, and took me in her mouth. Her tongue swirled around my head, lapping up her own taste mixed with my leaked pre. She hollowed her cheeks and sucked hard, taking me to the back of her throat.

I lasted maybe thirty seconds before my balls started to draw up.

“Stop,” I gasped, grabbing her hair. “Stop, I’m going to—”

She pulled off with a wet pop, grinning up at me with those molten amber eyes. My cock bobbed in front of her face, purple and leaking, denied again.

“Good boy.”

By dinner I was a wreck.

My balls ached. My cock was purple. Every nerve ending screamed for release.

The wives ate while I pushed food around my plate. Elena looked pleased. Jade looked professionally concerned. Paige just looked amused.

“How much longer?” I asked Maya.

She checked her watch. “Five hours, forty-two minutes.”

I dropped my head to the table.

After dinner, things got serious.

Maya led me to the great room where the other wives waited. They’d transformed the space into something between a temple and a torture chamber.

Candles everywhere. The fire roaring. Christmas lights the only other illumination.

“Strip,” Maya ordered.

I obeyed. My cock jutted out, rock hard, dripping.

“Sit.”

I sat on the couch. Maya straddled me immediately, still fully clothed. She ground her yoga-pant-covered pussy against my bare cock.

“You’re going to watch me get ready,” she purred. “Watch me strip. Watch me touch myself. And you’re not going to move.”

The other wives settled in to watch. A captive audience for my torment.

Maya stood. Started swaying to music only she could hear.

Her sweater came off first. Revealing a lacy bra that barely contained her full C-cup breasts. The caramel skin glowing in the candlelight.

Then the yoga pants. Peeled down over her perfect hourglass hips—that scientifically ideal 0.67 waist-to-hip ratio that made men stupid. The twenty-week belly just starting to show.

She stood before me in matching black lingerie. The minimalist sakura branch tattoo visible on her ribs.

“Like what you see?” she asked in Portuguese.

I couldn’t form words.

She unhooked her bra. Let it fall. Her breasts swayed free, nipples already peaked.

Then the panties. Slowly down her thighs, revealing her bare pussy. Glistening wet.

She sat on the couch across from me. Spread her legs wide. And started touching herself.

One hand on her breast, tweaking the nipple. The other between her legs, fingers disappearing into slick folds.

“Watch,” she commanded. “Watch what you do to me. Watch what you can’t have. Yet.”

My cock leaked a steady stream. I gripped the couch cushions to keep from touching it.

Maya worked herself methodically. Two fingers inside, thumb on her clit, building slowly. She switched languages—Portuguese to Japanese and back—a stream of filthy encouragement and denial.

“You want to touch yourself?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Beg.”

“Please, Maya. Please let me—”

“No.” She smiled. “But you can watch me cum.”

Her fingers moved faster. Her breath came in gasps. That perfect body started to shake.

And then she was coming. Back arching, mouth open, a gush of liquid squirting from her pussy and splashing the hardwood.

My cock throbbed so hard it hurt.

Maya recovered slowly. Checked her watch.

“Two hours left.”

I groaned.

She crossed to me. Knelt between my legs. And took my cock in her mouth.

Deep. All the way to the balls. Her throat working, tongue swirling, doing everything she knew I loved.

I lasted maybe a minute.

“Maya—I’m—”

She pulled off. Held my cock at the base, squeezing hard enough to prevent orgasm.

I nearly cried.

“Not yet,” she whispered.

The next two hours were an eternity.

Maya edged me seven more times. With her mouth. Her hands. Her pussy—she’d ride me for a few strokes then pull off right before I exploded.

The other wives offered commentary. Suggestions. Jade monitored my actual health to make sure I didn’t have a heart attack.

At 11:50, Maya checked her watch.

“Ten minutes.”

She positioned herself on the rug in front of the fire. On her back, knees pulled up and spread wide, that pregnant belly on full display. Her pussy glistened in the firelight, swollen and ready. She’d been wet all day torturing me.

“Come here.”

I knelt between her spread thighs. My cock was so hard it hurt, purple and angry, throbbing with eighteen hours of denied release. It found her entrance on instinct, the swollen head nestling against her slick folds.

“Slowly,” she ordered. “We time this perfectly.”

I pushed inside. One slow, agonizing inch at a time.

The heat. The grip. The way her walls parted around me, then clenched tight. After hours of denial, it felt like dying and being reborn. Every nerve ending in my cock screamed with sensation. I had to clench my jaw and think of anything but how good she felt.

“Count with me,” Maya said, voice strained. “In Japanese.”

I started thrusting. Slow, controlled, while she counted backwards from ten minutes. Each stroke deliberate. Each withdrawal making us both groan.

“Ku-fun… hachi-fun… nana-fun…”

Each number brought me closer. Her walls clenched rhythmically, milking me, but she wouldn’t let me speed up. I could feel my balls drawn tight, feel the pressure building at the base of my spine.

The other wives started chanting the countdown too. A chorus of voices marking time while I fucked Maya in firelight.

“Go-fun… yon-fun… san-fun…”

Maya’s hand snaked between our bodies, fingers finding her swollen clit. She started rubbing in circles, timing each motion to my thrusts. Her pussy clenched harder around me.

“I’m close,” she gasped. “So fucking close. Hold on, baby. Hold on.”

“Ni-fun… ichi-fun…”

Thirty seconds. I was shaking with the effort of holding back, every muscle in my body screaming for release. My cock throbbed inside her, desperate to explode.

“San-ju byo… ni-ju byo…”

Maya’s eyes locked with mine, molten amber blazing in the firelight. Her fingers worked her clit frantically. “Ten seconds. Nine. Eight…”

I thrust deeper, grinding against her cervix. She screamed.

“Seven. Six. Five…”

My balls drew up painfully. Every muscle tensed. I could feel my orgasm building like a tsunami.

“Four. Three. Two…”

“One,” we finished together.

Maya’s watch chimed midnight.

“Ima!” she screamed. “Now! Cum inside me now!”

I came harder than I’d ever come in my life.

Hours of denial released in one massive, mind-shattering flood. My cock pulsed and throbbed, shooting thick ropes of cum directly against her cervix. I pumped what felt like gallons into her spasming pussy, each spurt accompanied by a guttural groan torn from deep in my chest.

Maya’s orgasm hit at the same instant. Her whole body seized, back arching off the rug, tits thrust toward the ceiling. Her cunt clamped down so hard I saw stars, walls spasming and milking, wringing every drop from my balls. She squirted around my buried cock, a hot gush of liquid mixing with my cum and soaking us both.

“Fuck! Fuck! Yes!” she screamed in Japanese, Portuguese, English, all languages blurring together.

We screamed together. Came together. The other wives cheered while I pumped rope after rope into her hungry womb, her pussy greedily drinking down eighteen hours of pent-up seed.

I collapsed on top of her, both of us shaking and gasping.

“Holy fuck,” I managed.

“Worth it?” Maya panted.

“I hate you.”

She laughed. “No you don’t.”

The smartwatch on my wrist beeped. Maya checked her tablet.

“Heart rate 182. Blood pressure 145 over 95. Orgasm intensity…” She grinned. “Off the charts.”

“Told you my methods work,” Elena said from her chair.

I looked over at our ice queen. She had one hand inside her robe again. Clearly worked up from watching.

“Your turn tomorrow?” I asked hopefully.

“Not quite.” Elena consulted her calendar. “Tomorrow is Paige. And she’s planned something… special.”

Maya helped me to shaky feet. My cock was still semi-hard despite the massive orgasm.

“Come on,” she said. “Hot tub. Recovery.”

We soaked under the stars while snow fell softly around us. My exotic strategist curled against my side, one hand on her belly.

“That was intense,” she murmured.

“You think?”

“But worth it. The data was fascinating.”

Of course she’d turned edging into a science experiment.

Maya’s smartwatch pinged with a weather alert. She checked it, eyes widening.

“Major blizzard warning,” she announced. “Starting tomorrow. The roads will be impassable for days.”

“Looks like we’re going to be locked in,” I said.

“Good.” She grinned. “More time for the calendar.”

Later, clean and exhausted, I checked tomorrow’s card.

Day 4 – Paige. Rule: Confess sins, receive discipline. Public broadcast permitted.

My cock stirred despite everything.

Tomorrow was going to be interesting.

And probably very loud.


Chapter 5: Day 4: Naughty List Audit

Paige had been planning all morning.

I could tell by the gleam in her sky-blue eyes and the way she kept giggling into her phone. My bratty blonde influencer, twenty-eight weeks pregnant with twins, was up to something.

“You’re going to love this,” she promised at breakfast.

“That’s what worries me.”

She just grinned and took another bite of pancake.

By mid-afternoon, she’d transformed the master bedroom into what she called “Santa’s Workshop.” A spanking bench draped with red velvet. Ring lights positioned at strategic angles. Her phone mounted on a tripod.

“Tell me you’re not—”

“Premium subscribers only,” Paige interrupted. “Faces cropped. Full consent documentation.” She held up a laminated card. “Elena approved it.”

I looked to our ice queen for confirmation.

Elena nodded. “Controlled exposure. Maya’s handling the security. And the rule explicitly allows public broadcast.”

“See?” Paige bounced on her toes—impressive given her massive twin belly. “It’s educational.”

“That’s one word for it.”

She wore candy-cane striped lingerie that somehow made her look both innocent and filthy. The platinum ponytail with its pink scrunchie swayed as she moved. Her tight gymnast frame had transformed with pregnancy—perky B-cups now fuller, her bubble butt even rounder.

“So here’s how this works,” Paige explained. “I confess my sins from this year. You judge if I’ve been naughty or nice. Naughty gets spanked. Really naughty gets… more.”

My cock was already hard.

She checked the camera angle one more time, then looked at me. “Ready, Coach?”

I settled into the leather chair she’d positioned. “Let’s hear your confession.”

Paige hit the record button. A red light blinked on.

“Hey lovers,” she purred to the camera. “Special Christmas treat tonight. I’ve been a bad girl this year, and my man’s going to punish me. Properly.”

She turned to me, bit her lip. “Where should I start?”

“Beginning of the year.”

“Okay.” She clasped her hands behind her back, making her tits push forward. “In January, I… may have accidentally-on-purpose sent you a topless pic while you were in a business meeting.”

“I remember. Elena was not pleased.”

“So that’s naughty?”

“Very.”

“What’s my punishment?”

I gestured to the spanking bench. “Assume the position.”

Paige bent over the velvet-draped bench. Her ass jutted out, barely covered by the striped panties. The camera caught everything at a tasteful angle—no face visible, just curves and skin.

I ran my hand over her round cheeks. She shivered.

“Ten spanks,” I announced. “Count them.”

SMACK. My palm connected with her right cheek.

“One!” Paige yelped.

SMACK. Left cheek this time.

“Two!”

I worked methodically. Each spank made her ass bounce. Made her gasp and squirm. Pink handprints bloomed across her pale skin.

By ten, she was breathing hard. Her panties had a visible wet spot.

“Next confession,” I ordered.

She stood, adjusting herself. “Um. In March, I may have hacked your phone to see who you were texting.”

“That’s worse than naughty. That’s felony territory.”

Her eyes went wide. “So…?”

“Panties off. Twenty spanks. And you’re going to thank me for each one.”

Paige peeled off the candy-striped panties. Totally bare now except for the bra. Her shaved pussy already glistening.

She bent over again. I didn’t give her time to prepare—just delivered the first spank hard enough to make her yelp.

“One! Thank you, Sir!”

“Two! Thank you, Sir!”

By twenty, she was sobbing. Not from pain—from frustrated arousal. Her thighs were soaked.

“More confessions?” I asked.

“I…” She glanced at the camera. At the viewer count climbing past forty thousand. “I touched myself thinking about you. While filming with other people.”

The watching wives inhaled sharply. Even they hadn’t known that one.

“How many times?”

“Maybe… fifty?”

I raised an eyebrow.

“A hundred,” she admitted. “At least.”

“That’s very naughty, Paige.”

“I know.” She looked back at me, eyes fever-bright. “I’m sorry?”

“Are you?”

“Not even a little.”

I grabbed her ponytail and pulled her upright. Turned her to face me. My other hand found her dripping pussy.

“You’re soaked.”

“I like being punished.”

“I can tell.” I slid two fingers inside. She moaned loud enough for the microphone to catch. “But you need to learn your lesson.”

I finger-fucked her hard. Fast. Her twin belly pressed against my arm. She rode my hand desperately, chasing the orgasm.

Right before she could cum, I pulled out.

“No!” Paige whined.

“Bad girls don’t get to cum yet.” I brought my wet fingers to her mouth. “Clean them.”

She sucked them eagerly, tongue swirling, tasting herself.

The viewer count hit sixty thousand.

“Final confession,” I said. “The worst one.”

Paige’s eyes dropped. “I… I threatened to leak footage. When I was mad.”

Silence.

That one had nearly destroyed us months ago. Before she’d learned trust.

“That requires special punishment,” I said quietly.

She nodded. “I know.”

I guided her back to the velvet-draped bench. Positioned her on all fours, that pregnant ass presented perfectly. The camera angle shifted automatically—Maya’s doing.

“Anal,” I announced. “Since you couldn’t be trusted with secrets, we’re taking the forbidden route.”

Paige’s breath hitched. “Yes, Sir.”

I stripped quickly. My cock jutted out, rock hard and throbbing, ready to claim what was mine. I grabbed the lube Paige had thoughtfully provided and slicked myself thoroughly, fist gliding up and down my shaft until it glistened.

Then I pressed the swollen head against her tight rosebud. Her puckered hole twitched at the contact.

“Breathe,” I commanded.

She did. A long exhale. I pushed forward slowly.

The resistance was incredible. Her ass fighting me even as she tried to relax. I pressed harder and felt the ring of muscle start to give, stretching around the crown of my cock.

“Oh fuck,” Paige gasped as the head popped inside. “Oh God, it’s so big.”

I worked in inch by inch. Patient despite my screaming cock, despite how badly I wanted to slam home and fuck her senseless. Her ass was impossibly tight, gripping my shaft like a velvet fist, fighting every millimeter of progress.

When I finally bottomed out, my balls pressed against her soaking pussy, both of us groaned.

“You okay?” I checked.

“Green. So fucking green.” She pushed back against me, grinding her ass against my pelvis, trying to take me even deeper. “Fuck me. Show everyone how you punish bratty wives.”

I started to move.

Slow at first. Long strokes that made her moan, pulling out until just the tip remained inside that tight ring, then driving back in to the root. Her ass clenched around me with each thrust, milking my cock.

But she wanted it harder. Bucking back against me, demanding more. Whimpering when I went too slow.

I gave her more.

Gripping her hips hard enough to bruise, I pounded into her ass with everything I had. Her twin belly swayed beneath her with each brutal thrust, pregnant stomach heavy and beautiful. The wet slap of skin on skin filled the room. Her moans grew louder, more desperate, broken pleas falling from her lips.

“Touch yourself,” I ordered.

Her hand flew between her legs, fingers finding her swollen clit. She rubbed frantically while I split her ass open, while fifty thousand viewers watched our shadowy silhouettes.

“I’m close,” she gasped. “Please, can I—”

“Not until I say.”

“Please!” Her voice cracked with desperation.

I reached around, grabbed her ponytail, yanked her head back. Her back arched, tits thrust forward, completely dominated while the camera captured every moment.

“Beg better.”

“Please, Sir! Please let me cum! I’ll be good! I’ll never threaten you again! Please let me cum on your cock!”

“Cum,” I growled in her ear. “Cum on camera for all your fans. Show them what a good little anal slut you are.”

Paige screamed.

Her whole body seized, every muscle locking tight. Her ass clamped down on my cock like a vice, the tightest grip I’d ever felt. I felt her pussy gush around her own fingers, squirting onto the velvet beneath her. Her thighs trembled violently.

The orgasm wrecked her completely. She sobbed and shook and bucked beneath me, her ass still clenching rhythmically around my buried cock.

I thrust three more times, each one dragging a broken moan from her throat, and exploded. My cock pulsed and throbbed, pumping thick ropes of cum deep into her ass. I could feel each spurt leaving me, painting her insides white.

We collapsed together, both gasping for air.

The camera kept rolling.

Slowly, I pulled out. My softening cock emerged slick with lube and cum. Her asshole gaped for a moment, stretched and well-used, before a thick stream of my seed leaked out and ran down to her dripping pussy.

“Show them,” I murmured.

Paige reached back, spread her cheeks. Let the camera catch my seed dripping from her.

The comment section exploded. Donations flooded in.

I checked the total. Enough to fund the island’s orphan milk program for six months.

“Good girl,” I whispered in her ear.

She smiled. Exhausted and satisfied and thoroughly punished.

I ended the stream. Fifty thousand viewers. A new record.

The other wives crowded in for aftercare. Jade checked that Paige was physically okay. Tamara brought water. Maya downloaded the encrypted footage for their private archive.

Elena just smiled that mysterious smile and made notes in her calendar.

Later, after Paige had showered and we’d all eaten a late dinner, I found my bratty blonde curled on the couch by the fire.

“You okay?” I asked.

“Better than okay.” She patted her twin belly. “They were kicking the whole time. I think they enjoyed it.”

“Jesus, Paige.”

She giggled. “Tomorrow’s Marisol, right?”

I nodded.

“Good. She deserves a perfect day.” Paige snuggled against me. “Thank you. For the punishment. For everything.”

“You’re welcome, brat.”

“Love you too, Coach.”

Through the window, I saw fresh snow starting to fall.

The weather report had mentioned a storm. A big one.

As if on cue, the lights flickered. Once. Twice. Then darkness for a heartbeat before the hum of backup generators kicked in and everything came back to life.

“Generator’s working,” Jade reported, checking her phone’s chalet monitoring app.

We might be completely snowed in soon.

Nobody seemed to mind.

I checked the next day’s card before bed.

Day 5 – Marisol. Rule: Dance first, breed after. Salsa traditions honored.

My honey-brown concierge-turned-wife was going to make tomorrow memorable.

I couldn’t wait.


Chapter 6: Day 5: Salsa Bajo la Nieve

I woke to the smell of cinnamon and coffee.

And music. Salsa music, specifically, drifting up from downstairs.

Marisol’s day.

I found her in the great room, clearing furniture to make space. She wore a satin wrap skirt with a side-tie, an off-shoulder blouse that showed her honey-bronze shoulders, and gold hoop earrings. Barefoot despite the cold—a tiny anklet bell jingled with each step.

Thirteen weeks pregnant. Not showing much yet, but the curve was there if you knew where to look.

Her espresso-brown waves were clipped to one side with a pearl barrette. Those honey-brown eyes smiled when she saw me.

“Buenos días, mi amor.”

“Morning.” I kissed her cheek. “What’s all this?”

“My day, my rules.” She spun in a slow circle, skirt flaring. “Elena said I could honor my traditions. So today, we dance.”

“I’m not much of a dancer.”

“I know.” She grinned. “That’s why we practice first.”

The other wives trickled down for breakfast. Marisol had cooked—eggs with peppers, fresh fruit, sweet pastries that tasted like home.

“Where’d you learn to cook like this?” Yoo-mi asked through a mouthful.

“Mi abuela. And years working resort kitchens.” Marisol refilled coffee cups with practiced ease. “You feed people, you take care of them. It’s love.”

Elena watched with approval. “That’s why you’re perfect for this family.”

After breakfast, Marisol transformed the great room into a dance studio. She hooked her phone to the speakers and pulled up a playlist.

“Everyone!” she announced. “Dance lesson. Even you, High Priestess.”

Elena raised an eyebrow but stood. The other wives followed suit—even heavily pregnant Paige.

“Salsa is about connection,” Marisol explained. “About feeling the rhythm in your body. Your hips, your feet, your heart.”

She demonstrated. Her body moved like water—hips swaying in a figure-eight, feet stepping in intricate patterns, shoulders rolling. The thirteen-week belly just added to her curves.

“Now you try.”

We tried. Most of us failed hilariously.

Jade moved like a robot. Maya over-analyzed the steps. Paige’s twin belly threw off her balance. Alyssa’s massive tits kept getting in the way.

But Tamara—yoga goddess that she was—picked it up instantly. And Yoo-mi translated her K-pop training into salsa with scary accuracy.

Marisol moved between us, adjusting posture, correcting steps. When she reached me, her hands were gentle but firm.

“Relax your shoulders. Let your hips lead.” She pressed against my back, guiding my movement. “Feel the music. Don’t think so much.”

Her body against mine felt incredible. The warmth. The subtle scent of coconut oil and papaya.

“Better,” she murmured. “Now, partners.”

She paired everyone off. I got Marisol, naturally. The teacher showing off her skills.

We started with basic steps. Her hand in mine, my other hand on her waist. She led at first, showing me the rhythm.

“One-two-three… five-six-seven… Good!”

The music changed. Something slower, more sensual.

Marisol’s movements shifted. Less instruction, more seduction. Her hips swiveled against mine. Her breasts pressed to my chest. Those honey eyes locked on mine.

“This is how we dance in DR,” she whispered. “Close. Connected. Feeling everything.”

My cock hardened. She felt it and smiled.

“Later,” she promised.

We danced through the morning. By lunch, everyone was sweating and laughing. Even Elena had loosened up, doing a surprisingly graceful turn with Jade.

“Break time,” Marisol announced. “Afternoon free time. Tonight…” She met my eyes. “Tonight, mi rey, you’re mine.”

The day passed in lazy anticipation.

I helped Maya with security. Helped Yoo-mi practice a new song. Tried not to think about Marisol’s hips.

Failed completely.

Dinner was another feast—Marisol’s cooking again. Roasted pork, rice and beans, fried plantains. Food meant to fuel what was coming.

Then we gathered in the great room as the sun set.

Marisol had prepared. Candles everywhere, casting dancing shadows. The furniture pushed back even further. Fresh flowers in vases—where she’d gotten them in the Swiss Alps, I had no idea.

She stood in the center wearing a different outfit now. A flowing red skirt slit to the hip. A halter top that showed miles of smooth skin. Hair down and wild.

The other wives settled to watch.

Elena held up the card. “Day five. Marisol. Rule: Dance first, breed after. Honor the rhythm.”

Marisol extended her hand to me. “Dance with me?”

I took it.

The music started. Something traditional—all percussion and passion.

Marisol led at first. Teaching me to follow her rhythm. Her hips swayed and I matched them. She spun away and I caught her. We moved together like we’d done this a thousand times.

Her body told stories. Every roll of her shoulders spoke of sun and sand. Every step of her feet echoed music from home. The thirteen-week belly just made her more beautiful.

We danced closer. Traditional became sensual became filthy.

Her ass ground against my cock through our clothes. My hands found her hips, guiding her movement. She reached back to thread fingers through my hair.

“You feel that?” she breathed. “That rhythm? That’s what we’re going to fuck to.”

The music shifted. Faster. More urgent.

Marisol spun to face me. Pulled me down for a kiss that tasted like rum and promise. Her hands found my belt.

“Now,” she commanded.

We stripped between dance moves. Her skirt hit the floor mid-spin. My shirt disappeared during a turn. By the time the song ended, we were both naked and panting.

Marisol pushed me toward the kitchen. “The counter. I want it on the counter.”

She grabbed a bottle from the shelf—cinnamon oil, the same one from a previous massage. Poured it into her palm and started rubbing it over her body. Her belly, her breasts, her thighs. Every curve glistening in the kitchen light.

The scent filled the kitchen. Spicy and warm.

“Taste me first,” she whispered.

I leaned in and licked along her collarbone. The oil was sweet on my tongue with a kick of spice. I worked my way down—tasting the valley between her breasts, the curve of her belly, the inside of her thigh.

When I reached her pussy, she was already soaked.

I dove in. Tongue lapping at her clit, fingers sliding inside. She tasted like Marisol plus cinnamon—an intoxicating mix.

“Dios mío,” she gasped. “Yes, right there, don’t stop—”

I didn’t stop. Just worked her with everything I had until she was grinding against my face and pulling my hair.

She came with a shout in Spanish—words I didn’t know but understood perfectly.

Before she’d finished shaking, she turned around.

“Prone-bone,” she commanded, laying herself flat against the cold marble counter. Her belly pressed to the stone, her magnificent ass raised just slightly, thick hips flared on either side, her cheek pressed against the cool surface. “Take me like this. The way a king takes his queen.”

The cinnamon oil made her honey-bronze skin glisten like wet silk. Every curve highlighted, every inch begging to be touched. She looked like a goddess offering herself for sacrifice.

I positioned myself behind her, admiring the view. Her pussy was on display between those thick thighs, pink and swollen, glistening with her arousal mixed with the oil. I gripped my cock and dragged the head through her slick folds, coating myself in her juices.

“Lléname,” she breathed. “Fill me up.”

I pushed inside in one smooth, powerful thrust, burying myself to the hilt.

The heat. Jesus, the heat. Her pussy wrapped around me like liquid fire, walls rippling as they adjusted to my invasion. She was so wet I slid in easily, but so tight I felt every clench and squeeze.

“Fuck yes,” she moaned into the marble.

The prone-bone angle was incredible. Marisol lay flat on her stomach, completely surrendered, while I covered her from behind. My chest pressed to her oiled back, sliding against her warm skin. My hands found hers, intertwining our fingers against the marble on either side of her head. I had her completely pinned, completely controlled.

I started to move. The rhythm from the salsa music still played in my head—I matched it, rolling my hips in that one-two-three pattern. Each thrust drove me deep, my cock stroking her front wall, hitting that spot that made her gasp.

“Harder,” she moaned into the counter. “Faster! Fuck me harder! Show me what a king does to his queen!”

I gave her everything. Driving into her pinned body with punishing force while she lay helpless beneath me. The cinnamon oil made our bodies slide together, her ass slapping against my pelvis with each thrust. Every surface slick with it, the spicy scent filling the kitchen.

Her moans echoed off the walls, growing louder and more desperate. “Close! Oh God, I’m so close! Don’t stop!”

I reached beneath her, sliding my hand between her belly and the marble, fingers finding her swollen clit. I rubbed in tight circles while maintaining the relentless rhythm, pounding into her clenching pussy.

“Cum for me,” I commanded against her ear, breath hot on her neck. “Cum on your king’s cock, Marisol. Milk me dry.”

She exploded. Her pussy clamped down so hard I saw stars, walls spasming around my buried cock. Her whole body seized beneath mine, back arching despite my weight pinning her down. She screamed into the marble loud enough to echo through the entire chalet, screamed in Spanish, my name, prayers I couldn’t translate.

I thrust deep one final time and followed her over the edge. My cock pulsed and throbbed, pumping thick rope after rope of cum directly into her welcoming womb. I could feel each spurt, feel her pussy greedily milking every drop. Breeding my honey-bronze concierge prone-bone on the kitchen counter while our family watched and the smell of cinnamon filled the air.

We collapsed together. Both panting, both covered in cinnamon oil and sweat.

“Dios,” Marisol whispered. “That was…”

“Yeah.”

The wives applauded. Slow at first, then building.

Jade appeared with towels. “Beautiful. Both of you.”

Through the kitchen doorway, I caught Yoo-mi watching. Those big stage eyes were fixed on where Marisol and I had just finished, and her expression was pure jealousy.

“My turn should be next,” Yoo-mi announced, crossing her arms. “I’ve been waiting long enough.”

Elena appeared behind her. “The calendar is the calendar, Mi-Mi. You’ll wait your turn like everyone else.”

“But I want him now,” Yoo-mi pouted.

“No.” Elena’s smile was ice. “Patience is a virtue. Even for idols.”

Yoo-mi stormed off, muttering in Korean.

We cleaned up slowly. Marisol kissed me once more—soft and sweet.

“Gracias, mi rey. For honoring my traditions.”

“Thank you for sharing them.”

Later, after showers and a late dessert, I found Marisol on the deck. Snow fell softly around her. She’d wrapped in a thick robe but her feet were still bare.

“You’ll freeze,” I said.

“Worth it. Look.” She pointed at the mountains. “Isn’t it beautiful?”

It was. The peaks glowing white under moonlight. Stars scattered across the sky.

“I never saw snow until I joined you,” Marisol said quietly. “Never thought I’d celebrate Christmas anywhere but home.”

“Regret it?”

“Not for a second.” She leaned against me. “This is home now. You all are.”

Something warm bloomed in my chest.

Through the window, I saw Elena making notes in her calendar. Yoo-mi practicing her song. Jade organizing something medical.

Family.

“Tomorrow’s Yoo-mi,” Marisol said. “She’s been planning for days.”

“Should I be worried?”

She laughed. “Probably. That girl is pure chaos.”

I checked the next card when we went inside.

Day 6 – Yoo-mi. Rule: Record a consent carol. Share your voice with the world.

My petite K-pop idol was about to do something viral.

I could feel it in my bones.


Chapter 7: Day 6: K-Pop Christmas Special

Yoo-mi woke me with a camera in my face.

“Say hi to the fans, oppa!”

I blinked at the bright light. “What time is it?”

“Time for magic!” She bounced on the balls of her feet—impressive at thirteen weeks pregnant. Her violet-dyed shoulder bob swung with the movement. Those big stage eyes with their cat-wing liner sparkled with mischief.

“Yoo-mi—”

“Shh. We’re recording.” She flipped the camera to herself, making a finger-heart. “Today’s my day, everyone! The biggest Christmas special ever! Are you ready?”

The camera shut off.

“You have five minutes to look perfect,” she announced. “Shower, shave, make yourself pretty. I have choreography to teach.”

“Choreography?”

“You’ll see!” She pranced out, leaving me confused and slightly concerned.

Downstairs was chaos.

Yoo-mi had transformed the great room into a full production studio. Ring lights everywhere. Three different camera angles. A greenscreen in the corner. Her laptop connected to a mixing board.

The other wives stood in a rough formation, looking equally confused.

“Okay!” Yoo-mi clapped her hands. “Here’s the plan. We’re doing a Christmas carol. A sexy one. About consent and breeding and love.”

Paige raised her hand. “You wrote a sexy Christmas carol about consent?”

“Obviously.” Yoo-mi pulled up lyrics on her tablet. “I’ve been working on it for weeks. The beat is inspired by Mariah Carey but the message is pure us.”

She wasn’t kidding. The lyrics were simultaneously sweet and filthy.

“Breed me tonight, under mistletoe light, With cameras rolling, showing our delight, Yes means yes, that’s the season’s best, Come inside, let our love be blessed…”

“You’re insane,” Maya said. “I love it.”

“Right?” Yoo-mi beamed. “So here’s what we do. You all are backup dancers. Simple moves—I’ll teach you. Mason is the lead opposite me. We perform the whole song, then the real magic happens.”

“Real magic?” I asked.

Her smile turned wicked. “The music video continues into our actual breeding. All of it. Consent documented, perfect lighting, everything the fans want.”

Elena frowned. “The security risk—”

“Already handled.” Yoo-mi pulled up Maya’s encryption protocols. “Faces cropped for backup dancers. Only mine and Mason’s visible. Geolocation scrubbed. Upload through seven different proxies. And—” she pulled out a stack of papers, “—every wife has signed a consent form for use of choreography footage.”

Jade flipped through the forms. “This is… remarkably thorough.”

“I’m a professional.” Yoo-mi struck a pose. “Now let’s rehearse!”

The next three hours were equal parts hilarious and exhausting.

Yoo-mi had indeed choreographed a full routine. Simple for her and me, simpler for the pregnant backup dancers. But coordinated.

Paige kept getting winded. Alyssa’s breasts defied physics. Tamara tried to add yoga moves. Jade treated it like surgery—precise and joyless until Yoo-mi got her to smile.

But slowly, it came together.

By lunch we had something resembling a performance.

“Perfect!” Yoo-mi declared. “Now costumes.”

She’d prepared everything. The wives got matching outfits—festive but tasteful, showing bellies without being obscene. I got fitted slacks and an open shirt.

Yoo-mi wore something special. A sheer red dress over matching lingerie. Tiny and tight and absolutely illegal for broadcast television.

“Korea’s going to have a heart attack,” she said cheerfully.

Evening approached. Showtime.

Yoo-mi ran final checks on every camera. Maya monitored the upload pipeline. Elena watched with arms crossed—skeptical but curious.

“Places everyone!”

The music started. That infectious beat Yoo-mi had created.

We danced.

The wives in formation, swaying and stepping. Me and Yoo-mi in the center, moving together. She’d designed the choreography to showcase her pregnancy—little touches to her belly, protective moves that looked sweet on camera.

When we reached the chorus, Yoo-mi’s voice filled the room.

She’d been practicing. Her vocals were studio-quality—hitting notes that made my chest tight. Sweet and breathy and perfect.

The backup dancers did their thing. Tamara nailed every move. Paige added extra sass. Even Elena reluctantly participated, her ice-queen presence adding gravitas.

As the song wound down, Yoo-mi guided the wives offscreen.

Just the two of us now.

The music shifted to something slower. More intimate.

“This part’s just for us, oppa,” Yoo-mi whispered. Loud enough for the mic to catch.

She reached up to untie my shirt. Let it fall. Her hands traced my abs—visual focus for the camera.

“I want everyone to see,” she said clearly. “See how much I want this. Want you. This isn’t forced. Isn’t coerced. This is choice.”

She turned to the camera. Made direct eye contact with the lens.

“I, Yoo-mi Han, twenty-two years old, thirteen weeks pregnant, consent to everything about to happen. I want this man to breed me. On camera. So the whole world knows: this is what joy looks like.”

Fuck.

I pulled her close. Kissed her hard. She melted against me.

The camera kept rolling as we stripped each other. Her sheer dress puddling at her feet. My pants kicked aside. Both of us bare except for her red ribbon choker.

Yoo-mi was porcelain-pale under the lights. Her petite frame showed the thirteen-week bump clearly now. Perky breasts that had swelled with pregnancy. The violet hair catching every light.

“The bed,” she breathed.

We moved to the California king she’d prepared. White sheets, red ribbons tied to the headboard.

“Tie me up,” she requested. “Make it pretty.”

I bound her wrists with the ribbons. Not tight—just enough to restrain. She tested them and nodded approval.

“Perfect. Now…” Those big teary eyes found mine. “Breed me while they watch. Show everyone how a king treats his wife.”

I knelt between her spread thighs. Her pussy was bare and glistening, pink folds swollen with need. Her porcelain skin glowed under the ring lights, that thirteen-week bump rising between her hipbones.

“Ready?” I asked.

“Always for you, oppa.”

I gripped my cock and dragged the head through her slick folds, coating myself in her arousal. She whimpered at the tease.

Then I pushed inside. Slowly. Savoring every inch as her tight pussy parted around me. She was impossibly snug, her walls gripping and fluttering around my shaft as I sank deeper. So wet I could hear it. So tight I had to pause halfway just to keep from cumming.

“Yes,” Yoo-mi breathed, her bound hands straining against the ribbons. “Just like that. Feel me take you.”

I bottomed out, my balls pressed against her ass, my cock buried completely in her small body. She gasped at the depth, eyes going wide.

I started a slow rhythm. Rolling my hips, going deep, pulling almost all the way out before thrusting back in. Each stroke made her moan. The camera caught everything from the side angle—my cock appearing and disappearing between her spread thighs. Perfect for her fans.

Yoo-mi started singing again. Between moans, between gasps, she sang the final verse of her carol, her sweet voice cracking with pleasure.

“Fill me deep, make this moment sweet, Our love recorded, nothing incomplete, Yes I choose this, under camera’s eye, Breed me perfect, under Christmas sky…”

Her voice shattered on the high note as I hit her cervix, that sweet spot deep inside her.

“Harder,” she gasped, abandoning the lyrics. “Please, oppa, harder! Fuck me harder!”

I gave her harder. Gripping the red ribbons that bound her wrists, using them as leverage to pull her onto my cock with each brutal thrust. Her petite body bounced on the white sheets. Those perky breasts jiggled with each impact. Her small frame somehow accommodated every inch of me, pussy stretching to take what I gave.

“Touch yourself,” I commanded.

Her bound hands strained, couldn’t quite reach. She whimpered in frustration, pulling at the ribbons, desperate for her clit.

I slowed my thrusts. Reached down between our joined bodies. Found her swollen clit and rubbed in tight circles while continuing to fuck her with long, deep strokes.

“Oh! Oh God! Oppa!” Yoo-mi’s eyes rolled back, showing white. “I’m—I’m going to—”

“Cum. Let them hear you. Let the whole world hear you cum on my cock.”

She screamed. High and breathless and purely Yoo-mi, that K-pop voice hitting notes only pleasure could reach. Her pussy clamped down on me like a velvet vise, walls spasming and rippling, milking my cock with desperate pulls.

I thrust deep one final time and gave it to her. My cock pulsed and throbbed, shooting thick ropes of cum directly against her cervix. I flooded her hungry womb while she shook and sobbed beneath me, her bound hands straining against the pretty red ribbons, her tight cunt drinking down every drop of my seed.

The camera kept rolling.

We collapsed together, both gasping. I untied her wrists carefully. Yoo-mi immediately wrapped arms and legs around me.

“Perfect,” she whispered. “That was perfect.”

The cameras shut off. The wives emerged, applauding.

“That was beautiful,” Tamara said, wiping her eyes.

“That was pornography,” Elena corrected. “Professional-grade pornography.”

“Same thing.” Yoo-mi grinned, still impaled on my cock. “And it’s going to break the internet.”

Maya was already checking early numbers. “Upload complete. Initial response is… holy shit.”

“What?” Yoo-mi craned to see.

“Fifty thousand views in the first two minutes. Comments are going insane. Korean trending topics just exploded.”

Yoo-mi pumped her fist. “Yes!”

“Some people are upset,” Maya continued. “Conservative groups calling for your exile. But your actual fans?” She turned the tablet. “They’re celebrating. Saying you’re brave. Revolutionary.”

“Good.” Yoo-mi snuggled against me. “Let them see real love. Real choice. Real breeding.”

The video hit a hundred thousand views within the first hour. By midnight, it had exploded past half a million.

Yoo-mi monitored it from bed, curled in my arms.

“Worth it?” I asked.

“So worth it.” She kissed my chest. “My fans needed to see this. See that I’m happy. That I chose this life.”

“No regrets about the idol career?”

“Are you kidding? This is way better.” She patted her belly. “I’m growing your baby. Living with my family. Making music on my terms. It’s everything I wanted.”

Through the window, I watched fresh snow falling. The storm the weather had promised was intensifying.

We’d be completely locked in soon.

Nobody seemed worried.

“Tomorrow’s Jade,” Yoo-mi murmured. “That’s going to be interesting.”

“Why?”

“She’s been planning something clinical.” Yoo-mi giggled. “I heard her talking to Elena. Something about ‘full fertility examination’ and ‘documented medical necessity.’”

My cock stirred despite having just came.

I checked the next card before sleep took me.

Day 7 – Jade. Rule: Full fertility exam—both patients. Medical documentation required.

Our doctor wanted to be bred in the clinic she’d created.

Tomorrow was going to be very scientific.


Chapter 8: Day 7: Doctor’s Orders

Jade woke me with latex snapping against her wrist.

The sound of medical gloves. Sharp and precise.

I opened my eyes to find my OB/GYN wife standing beside the bed in full professional mode. Auburn bob perfectly styled. Gray-green eyes cool and assessing. White lab coat over scrubs that somehow made her look both clinical and sexy.

Her twelve-week belly barely showed under the loose top.

“Patient Blake,” she said formally. “It’s time for your examination.”

My cock went instantly hard under the sheets.

“Examination?”

“Full fertility workup.” She pulled out a clipboard. “Per Elena’s instructions, I’m to verify that you’re… performing adequately.”

“Adequately?”

That got a slight smile. The cool doctor facade cracking just a hair. “We need to ensure optimal sperm quality, hormone levels, and physical stamina. This will require several… tests.”

She emphasized the word in a way that made it absolutely filthy.

“And where exactly—”

“I’ve prepared the basement spa.” Jade checked her watch. “You have ten minutes to shower and report for your appointment. Don’t be late.”

She left, lab coat swishing.

I showered fast. Shaved. Tried to calm my raging erection.

Failed completely.

The basement had been transformed.

Jade had moved in her portable medical equipment. A proper exam table with stirrups sat in the center. Bright surgical lights. Rolling tray with instruments. A cart full of supplies.

The other wives sat in chairs along one wall—gallery seating for the show.

Jade stood beside the exam table, consulting her tablet. “Patient Blake. Right on time.”

“Doctor Lawson.” I played along.

“Please disrobe completely and lie on the table.”

I stripped. My cock stood proud and ready.

Jade made a note. “Immediate arousal upon entering medical setting. Interesting.”

She circled me slowly. Professional assessment. Her gloved fingers traced my shoulders, my chest, my abs.

“Muscle tone is excellent. Cardiovascular system appears strong.” She cupped my balls, making me hiss. “Testicles descended and responsive. Any pain or tenderness?”

“No, doctor.”

“Good.” She wrapped her fingers around my shaft. “Erectile function appears normal. Length and girth within optimal parameters.”

She stroked once. Twice. My hips bucked involuntarily.

“Sensitivity is high.” Another note on her tablet. “We’ll need to test endurance.”

She released me and moved to the tray. Picked up a clear specimen cup.

“I’m going to need a sample,” she announced. “For analysis.”

“How would you like me to—”

“I’ll collect it manually. Lie back.”

I climbed onto the exam table. The vinyl was cold against my skin.

Jade positioned herself between my legs. Snapped on fresh gloves. Squeezed lube onto her palms.

Then she wrapped both hands around my cock and started working.

Her technique was clinical. Efficient. Perfectly calibrated to build pressure without letting me cum too quickly.

“Heart rate elevated,” she murmured, checking monitors. “Blood pressure rising. Physiological response within expected parameters.”

Her hands moved faster.

I gripped the edges of the table. “Jade—”

“Doctor Lawson during examinations, please.”

“Doctor Lawson, I’m close—”

“Excellent. Let’s collect that sample.”

She positioned the cup at my tip. Her hands squeezed and twisted in exactly the right way.

I came hard. Pumping rope after rope into the specimen cup.

Jade collected every drop with professional efficiency. When I finished, she capped the cup and held it to the light.

“Volume is excellent. Viscosity appears normal. We’ll need microscopy to verify motility, but initial assessment is positive.”

She set the cup aside and made notes.

I lay there panting, cock still hard.

“Now,” Jade said. “I need to examine your response to… varied stimuli.”

She stripped off her lab coat. Underneath, the scrubs clung to her lean runner’s frame. Those surprise high-D cups strained against the V-neck.

“But first,” she announced, “a demonstration of proper examination technique.”

She moved to the exam table and positioned herself in the stirrups. Her scrub pants came off with clinical efficiency. No underwear beneath.

“Patient will observe,” she commanded. “This is educational.”

From the instrument tray, she selected a speculum. Stainless steel, gleaming under the surgical lights.

“The speculum,” Jade lectured, her voice falling into that calm medical cadence, “is inserted at a forty-five-degree angle.”

She demonstrated on herself. The metal slid inside her, and her breath caught—just briefly—before she regained composure.

“Once positioned…” She adjusted something, and there was a soft click. “The blades are opened to allow visual inspection of the cervix.”

I couldn’t look away. My doctor wife, examining herself like a medical lecture, her clinical narration making the whole thing impossibly filthy.

“Cervix appears healthy,” she reported, her voice slightly strained now. “Pink coloration indicates adequate blood flow. The os is closed, appropriate for twelve weeks gestation.”

She reached for a small mirror, angling it so I could see what she saw.

“Note the changes pregnancy brings,” she continued. “Increased vascularity. The bluish tint known as Chadwick’s sign.”

Her thighs trembled slightly. The cool professionalism was cracking.

“Patient notes… elevated arousal… during self-examination.” Her voice had dropped an octave. “This is… not standard protocol.”

She removed the speculum slowly, a soft moan escaping despite herself.

“Examination complete,” she breathed. “Conclusion: Patient Lawson requires… immediate breeding verification.”

She looked at me with those gray-green eyes gone dark with lust.

“Patient Lawson,” she announced to the room. “Age thirty-four. Twelve weeks pregnant. Requesting breeding verification from primary donor.”

Elena smiled from her seat. “Request approved.”

Jade stayed in the stirrups, legs spread wide. “Come here. I’m already positioned.”

I positioned myself between her spread thighs. She was still wet from the speculum, from the arousal she’d tried to hide behind clinical language.

Her scrub top came off—those high-D cups finally freed. The stethoscope stayed around her neck.

I lined up my cock with her still-glistening entrance and pushed inside.

We both groaned at the connection.

Her pussy was so wet from the speculum examination, from her arousal she’d tried to hide. I slid in easily, her walls parting around my shaft, clenching tight once I was buried to the hilt.

“Penetration successful,” she gasped, still desperately in character. “Depth is… oh God… optimal. Full insertion achieved.”

I started slow, savoring the tight grip of her cunt. She lay in the stirrups, legs spread wide and elevated, completely exposed and completely at my mercy. Her hands found the stethoscope still around her neck and pressed it to her own chest.

“Heart rate increasing,” she reported breathlessly, voice strained. “One hundred forty… one fifty… Respiratory rate elevated. Physiological arousal confirmed.”

I gripped her lean thighs, using the stirrups for leverage, and thrust deeper. The medical setting made everything filthier. The bright lights. The chrome instruments. My doctor wife spread on her own exam table.

“Patient should… maintain controlled pace…” she tried to command. “For accurate data collection.”

“I think the doctor needs to let go,” I replied, driving harder. My cock slammed into her, balls slapping against her ass. “Let me see the woman under the lab coat.”

Jade’s clinical control fractured with each brutal thrust. Her auburn bob fell loose from its careful style, strands sticking to her sweaty forehead. The gray-green eyes went mossy with lust. Those long runner’s legs trembled in the metal stirrups.

“Need to… verify… breeding viability…” she panted, still clinging to the pretense.

She pressed the stethoscope to her own belly, listening to her twelve-week baby’s heartbeat while I fucked her. “Fetal heartbeat detected,” she gasped. “One sixty beats per minute. Baby is… responding to increased maternal arousal.”

Fuck, that was hot. Hearing my baby’s heart while I pounded its mother.

“Touch yourself,” I commanded.

“That’s not… proper… protocol…” But her hand moved between her legs anyway, fingers finding her swollen clit.

She rubbed frantically while I pounded into her on the exam table. The professional doctor completely gone now. Just Jade—my pregnant, desperate, brilliant wife—spread in stirrups and chasing her orgasm. Her high-D tits bounced with each thrust. Her runner’s legs shook.

“I’m going to cum,” she gasped. “Need your… need your sample… inside me… direct deposit…”

“Take it,” I growled, slamming deep. “Take every fucking drop.”

I thrust one final time and held, buried to the balls. My cock pulsed and throbbed, shooting thick ropes of cum directly into her pregnant pussy. She screamed and clenched around me, her walls milking rhythmically, her whole body seizing in the stirrups.

I came for the second time in an hour. Flooding her womb while she shook and sobbed beneath me, while the stethoscope slipped from her fingers and clattered to the floor.

We stayed locked together, both gasping.

Slowly, Jade’s professional mask returned. “Sample successfully deposited,” she announced weakly. “Patient Lawson will maintain horizontal position for fifteen minutes to maximize retention.”

She stayed in the stirrups, my cum slowly leaking from her well-bred pussy.

I stood on shaky legs. “My turn to examine you?”

Her eyes widened. “That’s… highly irregular.”

“Turnabout is fair play, Doctor.”

Elena spoke from the gallery. “Proceed, Mason.”

Jade bit her lip but nodded.

I positioned myself between her raised legs. Her pussy gaped slightly, cum still dripping.

“Let’s verify internal health,” I murmured.

I slid two fingers inside. She gasped and clenched around me.

“Vaginal walls are responsive,” I reported, mimicking her clinical tone. “Cervix is…” I pressed deeper, “…beautifully sensitive.”

Jade whimpered.

I finger-fucked her slowly while my thumb found her clit. She tried to maintain composure. Failed utterly within thirty seconds.

“Please,” she gasped. “Please, I need—”

“What do you need, Doctor?”

“Your mouth. Your tongue. Please.”

I leaned down and sealed my lips around her clit.

She screamed loud enough to echo.

I ate her thoroughly. Licking, sucking, tongue-fucking her while she thrashed in the stirrups. My fingers never stopped moving—hitting that spot that made her see stars.

“Cumming!” she cried. “Oh God, I’m cumming!”

Her whole body seized. Pussy clenching around my fingers, thighs clamping on my head. She squirted—a gush of liquid mixing with my earlier cum.

I didn’t stop. Just kept working her through aftershock after aftershock until she was begging me to stop.

Finally, I pulled back.

Jade lay boneless on the table. Completely wrecked. That auburn bob a disaster. Gray-green eyes unfocused.

“Assessment complete,” I announced. “Doctor Lawson is perfectly healthy. And perfectly bred.”

The wives applauded.

Jade struggled to sitting. “That was… highly unprofessional.”

“That was hot as fuck,” Paige corrected.

Later, after Jade had showered and reassembled her doctor persona, I found her reviewing data in the basement.

“You okay?” I asked.

“Better than okay.” She pulled up an ultrasound image. “Want to see something amazing?”

The screen showed her twelve-week fetus. Perfectly formed. Heart beating strong.

“That’s our baby,” Jade whispered. “Growing inside me because you bred me. Because we chose this.”

Something warm and fierce bloomed in my chest.

“Yeah,” I managed.

She pulled up more screens. “Everyone’s babies are doing great. Even Paige’s twins—both healthy. Alyssa’s surprise twins are developing normally. Maya, Tamara, Marisol, Yoo-mi… all perfect.”

“And Elena?”

“Elena’s is strong. Maybe the strongest of all.” Jade smiled. “Like mother, like baby.”

Through the window, I could see the storm intensifying. Snow falling in thick sheets now.

We were completely locked in.

“How long until the storm passes?” I asked.

Jade checked weather data. “At least a week. Maybe more.”

“Good.” I pulled her close. “More time with family.”

She leaned into me. “Tomorrow starts the pair combinations. Elena’s been very… creative with the pairings.”

“Who’s first?”

“Her and Alyssa. Fire and ice, she called it.”

My cock stirred.

I checked the next card.

Day 8 – Elena + Alyssa. Rule: One gives, one takes—then switch. Control must be surrendered.

Tomorrow was going to be intense.


Chapter 9: Day 8: Pair Play - Fire and Ice

The storm had locked us in completely.

I woke to find the chalet buried. Snow piled against the windows. Wind howling through the peaks. The roads wouldn’t be passable for days.

Nobody minded.

Elena found me at breakfast, her pale gray eyes gleaming with anticipation.

“Tonight,” she said simply. “Alyssa and I.”

My cock hardened instantly.

The ice queen and the busty redhead. Together.

“The rule?” I asked.

“One gives, one takes. Then we switch.” Elena’s lips curved. “I’ve been wanting to… explore this dynamic.”

Alyssa joined us, her sixteen-week belly pressing against the table. Those enormous E-cups strained her sweater. Copper hair loose and wild.

“Morning,” she said cheerfully. Then to Elena: “So, who’s giving first?”

“I am.” Elena’s voice was cool but firm. “I want to watch you submit. Then you can have your revenge.”

Alyssa’s green eyes sparkled. “Deal.”

The day crawled by.

The other wives sensed something special brewing. Paige kept filming reaction shots. Maya ran extra security checks for no reason. Jade organized supplies she’d already organized twice.

Tamara led a group meditation that did nothing to calm my nerves.

By evening, I was wound tight.

We gathered in the great room. Elena had prepared meticulously. The fire roared. Candles everywhere. She’d pushed the furniture back and laid out thick furs and blankets.

A small table sat nearby. On it: ice cubes in a silver bowl. Massage oil. Silk scarves. A riding crop.

The other wives took their seats. This was going to be a show.

Elena stood before us in a white silk robe. Statuesque and commanding. Her eleven-week belly barely visible. Those long ballerina legs seeming to go on forever.

Alyssa wore emerald green. The color set off her copper hair and freckled skin perfectly. Her pregnant curves on full display.

“Day eight,” Elena announced. “Fire and ice. Control given and taken.” She looked at Alyssa. “Are you ready to submit?”

Alyssa nodded. “Yes, High Priestess.”

“Strip. Slowly.”

Alyssa untied her robe. Let it slide off her shoulders and pool at her feet.

Underneath: nothing.

Just Alyssa in all her maternal glory. The sixteen-week belly proud and round. Wide hips made for bearing babies. Thick thighs. And those tits—Jesus Christ, those tits.

Pregnancy had made them even more magnificent. Full and heavy, veins showing blue under pale skin. Nipples dark and already beading with milk.

Elena circled her like a predator. “On your knees.”

Alyssa knelt on the furs. Hands behind her back, breasts thrust forward.

Elena picked up an ice cube from the bowl. “Stay still.”

She traced the ice over Alyssa’s collarbone. The redhead gasped at the cold. Elena continued down—over the curve of her breast, circling the nipple until it peaked hard.

Milk leaked. Just a drop at first. Then more. The extreme cold made the milk crystallize slightly at the nipple—tiny white frost forming where liquid met ice before melting again from body heat.

“Beautiful,” Elena murmured, watching the crystallization melt and reform with each pass of the ice.

She took the ice cube to Alyssa’s other breast. Same slow torture. The nipple pebbled and leaked in response.

“Please,” Alyssa breathed.

“Please what?”

“Touch me. More.”

Elena’s smile was pure ice queen. “Not yet.”

She grabbed another cube. Traced it down Alyssa’s belly, following the curve. Lower. Between her thighs.

Alyssa jolted when the ice touched her clit.

“Stay. Still.”

Elena worked the ice over Alyssa’s pussy. Circling her clit, dipping between folds. The redhead shook with the effort of not moving.

“Good girl,” Elena praised.

She dropped the melting ice and replaced it with her fingers. Warm now. Sliding through wetness.

“You’re soaked.”

“Yes.”

“From the ice? Or from submitting?”

“Both,” Alyssa gasped.

Elena finger-fucked her slowly. Two fingers deep, thumb on her clit. Professional and precise.

Alyssa’s hips started to rock. Chasing the sensation.

“I didn’t say you could move.” Elena pulled her hand away.

“No! Please!”

“Turn around. On all fours.”

Alyssa obeyed. That magnificent ass presented perfectly. Her heavy tits swaying beneath her.

Elena picked up the riding crop.

SMACK. Right across Alyssa’s ass.

The redhead yelped. A pink line bloomed across pale skin.

SMACK. Other cheek.

“Count them,” Elena commanded.

“One! Two!”

Elena delivered ten precise strikes. Each one making Alyssa cry out. By the end, her ass glowed pink and she was sobbing.

But her pussy was absolutely dripping.

“Such a good girl,” Elena murmured. She knelt behind Alyssa. “I think you’ve earned a reward.”

She buried her face between Alyssa’s cheeks and started licking.

Alyssa screamed. Elena’s tongue worked her clit, her pussy, even teased her asshole. The ice queen eating her sister wife with devotion.

I stood frozen, cock painfully hard, watching the show.

Alyssa came with a wail. Gushing onto Elena’s tongue, whole body shaking.

Elena pulled back, lips glistening. “Now. My turn to receive.”

They switched positions.

Elena lay back on the furs. Let her white robe fall open. That porcelain skin glowing in the firelight. Small, high breasts with pale pink nipples. The slight curve of her eleven-week belly.

“Show me what you can do,” she challenged.

Alyssa’s green eyes went predatory. “With pleasure.”

She crawled over Elena. Positioned herself so those massive tits hung right above Elena’s face.

“Drink from me,” Alyssa commanded.

Elena hesitated only a moment. Then she latched onto a nipple and sucked.

Milk flowed. Alyssa moaned as Elena nursed from her. The ice queen feeding from her fire goddess.

“That’s it,” Alyssa encouraged. “Take what you need.”

While Elena drank, Alyssa’s hand slid down her own body. Found her still-sensitive clit. Started rubbing.

“You look so beautiful like this,” Alyssa breathed. “Surrendered. Needing me.”

Elena switched breasts. Milk leaked down both their bodies now.

Alyssa came again. Quietly this time. Just a shudder and a gasp while Elena nursed.

Then she pulled away.

“Mason,” Alyssa called. “We need you now.”

Finally.

I stripped in record time. My cock jutted out, ready.

“How do you want this?” I asked.

Elena spoke first. “I want to watch Alyssa take you. Then I want my turn.”

“Works for me.”

Alyssa lay back and spread her freckled thighs wide. “Come here, stud. Fill me while your ice queen watches.”

I knelt between her legs, cock jutting forward, and positioned the swollen head at her entrance. She was dripping wet, pink folds parted and ready.

I pushed inside in one smooth stroke.

Heaven. Pure fucking heaven.

Alyssa’s pussy gripped me perfectly. Hot and wet and impossibly tight despite having just cum. Her walls rippled around my cock as I bottomed out, my balls pressing against her ass. I started thrusting while she played with her own tits, squeezing her nipples until milk sprayed across her freckled chest with each impact.

Elena watched from inches away, close enough to feel the heat from our bodies. One pale hand worked between her own thighs, fingers sliding through her wetness while she witnessed her busty sister wife getting bred.

“Harder,” Alyssa demanded, her voice raw. “Show her how you breed. Show her how you fuck your pregnant MILF.”

I gave her harder. Gripping her wide hips, I pounded into her while she screamed encouragement. Her sixteen-week belly bounced between us. Those magnificent E-cups swayed and sprayed, milk arcing through the air. The wet slap of our bodies echoed off the walls.

“I’m close,” she gasped, green eyes wild. “Fill me. Please, fill me up! Give me that cum!”

I thrust deep one final time and came hard. My cock pulsed and throbbed, shooting thick ropes of cum into her eager pussy while she clenched and milked every drop. Her walls spasmed around me, her whole body shaking through her second orgasm of the night.

We stayed locked together, panting.

“Beautiful,” Elena murmured. “Now me.”

I pulled out of Alyssa. My cock was still hard—adrenaline and lust keeping me ready.

Elena positioned herself on all fours. That perfect porcelain ass in the air, narrow waist flaring to slim hips, long ballerina legs spread wide. She looked back over her shoulder, pale gray eyes smoldering.

“Take me,” she commanded. “Show Alyssa how you own your ice queen.”

I gripped her narrow hips, fingers digging into soft flesh, and positioned my still-hard cock at her entrance. She was already wet, aroused from watching, from touching herself.

I thrust inside in one brutal stroke.

Elena gasped, her whole body shuddering. She was tight. Always so fucking tight, like her pussy was trying to squeeze the life from my cock. Her walls gripped me like a fist wrapped in wet silk.

“Yes,” she hissed, pushing back against me. “Just like that. Take what’s yours.”

Alyssa crawled underneath Elena, positioning herself face-up with those huge tits brushing Elena’s pregnant belly. She craned her neck and sealed her lips around Elena’s swollen clit, licking and sucking while I fucked the ice queen from behind.

The dual stimulation shattered Elena’s legendary control.

“Oh God. Oh fuck. Don’t stop. Either of you. Don’t you dare stop!”

I’d never heard our ice queen this desperate, this needy. Her voice cracked. Her composure dissolved.

I pounded into her while Alyssa worked her clit with tongue and fingers. Elena’s arms gave out completely. She collapsed forward onto Alyssa’s body, ass still raised high, taking everything we gave her. My cock slammed into her again and again, balls slapping against Alyssa’s forehead below.

“Cumming!” she screamed, voice raw and broken. “I’m cumming! Fuck, I’m cumming!”

Her pussy clamped down so hard I couldn’t move. I thrust deep one final time, buried to the balls, and emptied myself inside her for the second time tonight. My cock pulsed, shooting thick ropes of cum directly into her womb while her walls milked me desperately. Breeding my ice queen while my busty redhead licked her clit from below, while seven other wives watched their High Priestess come completely undone.

We collapsed in a tangle of limbs.

Three bodies. Two pregnant bellies. Covered in milk and cum and sweat.

The other wives applauded.

Slowly, we untangled. Elena’s mask had completely shattered. She looked dazed and satisfied and vulnerable in a way I’d never seen.

Alyssa kissed her softly. “Thank you for letting me dominate you.”

“Thank you for submitting first,” Elena replied.

They helped each other up. Jade brought towels and water. The family took care of its own.

Later, after showers and a late meal, I found Elena on the deck. Snow falling around her. She’d wrapped in a thick coat but still looked small somehow.

“You okay?” I asked.

“More than okay.” She leaned against me. “That was… intense.”

“Yeah.”

“Surrendering control. Even for a little while.” She shook her head. “I didn’t think I could.”

“But you did.”

“Because I trust her. Trust you. Trust all of them.” Her hand moved to her belly. “This family we’ve built… it’s everything.”

I pulled her close. “Yeah. It is.”

Through the window, I could see the calendar. Sixteen more days until Christmas Eve.

Sixteen more chances to worship my wives.

“Tomorrow’s Paige and Tamara,” Elena said. “The twin engines.”

“That’s going to be interesting.”

She laughed. “That’s one word for it.”

I checked the card before bed.

Day 9 – Paige + Tamara. Rule: Synchronized orgasms only. Both must cum together or edge for thirty minutes.

Tomorrow was going to test everyone’s control.

I couldn’t wait.


Chapter 10: Day 9: Twin Engines

Paige and Tamara ambushed me at breakfast.

“Our day,” Paige announced, dragging a chair next to mine. Her twenty-nine-week twin belly pressed against the table edge. That platinum ponytail swung as she leaned close.

“And we have plans,” Tamara added from my other side. Her darker skin glowed in the morning light, twenty-five-week belly proud and round beneath a tight tank top.

I glanced between them. The two most visibly pregnant wives. Both radiating energy despite carrying my babies.

“What kind of plans?”

Paige grinned wickedly. “The synchronized kind.”

Elena slid the day’s card across the table.

Day 9 – Paige + Tamara. Rule: Synchronized orgasms only. Both must cum together or edge for thirty minutes.

“That’s evil,” I said.

“That’s hot,” Paige corrected.

Tamara’s velvet alto dropped to that husky growl. “We’ve been practicing our breathing. Our timing. We’re going to make this perfect.”

“Practicing?”

“Meditation.” Tamara smiled serenely. “Connecting our energy. Syncing our rhythms.”

“We masturbated together yesterday,” Paige translated. “For like an hour. Learning each other’s tells.”

Elena raised an eyebrow. “Initiative. I approve.”

The day crawled.

Every time I saw Paige or Tamara, they’d exchange knowing looks. Whisper to each other. Touch their bellies in unison like they were communicating through the babies.

It was driving me insane.

By evening, I was wound tight enough to snap.

The master bedroom had been prepared. Massive California king with fresh white sheets. Candles everywhere. The fireplace roaring. Floor-to-ceiling windows showing nothing but snow and darkness.

The other wives took their seats along the wall. Gallery viewing for the twin engines.

Paige entered first.

She wore sky-blue lingerie that matched her eyes. The fabric strained over her enormous twin belly. Those perky B-cups had grown to solid C’s with pregnancy. The blonde ponytail was perfect as always.

At twenty-nine weeks with twins, she looked ready to pop. But she moved with bratty confidence, smacking gum and grinning.

Tamara followed.

Gold mesh that clung to every curve. Her thick-hipped hourglass was even more dramatic pregnant. That legendary shelf ass looked carved from ebony. Mid-D cups strained the mesh. Her tight curls were free, forming a halo around her beautiful face.

Twenty-five weeks had given her a proud, high belly that seemed to defy gravity.

They stood on either side of me.

“Here’s how this works,” Tamara explained in her teacher voice. “You’ll alternate between us. Two strokes each. Back and forth.”

“We’ll hold hands,” Paige added. “Stay connected. When one of us starts to peak, we signal each other.”

“And if one cums first?”

“Thirty-minute edge for both.” Tamara’s eyes gleamed. “So we’re very motivated to sync.”

“Strip,” Paige commanded.

I obeyed. My cock stood proud and ready.

Both women circled me slowly. Appreciating. Their hands traced my abs, my chest, my thighs.

“Still so perfect,” Tamara murmured.

“Our breeding god,” Paige agreed.

They stripped for me. Slow and deliberate. Letting me worship every inch of pregnant flesh revealed.

Paige’s twin belly was massive. Stretched tight. I could see the babies moving under her skin—rolling, kicking. Her pussy was bare and already glistening.

Tamara’s belly was smaller but no less beautiful. High and proud. Her curves seemed designed specifically for my hands. The contrast of her dark skin against the white sheets was art.

They lay side by side on the bed.

Spread their legs.

Reached for each other’s hands.

“Come worship us,” Tamara invited.

I knelt between them. One hand on each thigh.

“Who’s first?” I asked.

“Me,” Paige said. “Two strokes. Then Tamara. Then back.”

I positioned myself at Paige’s entrance. She was soaked, her pink folds glistening, clit already swollen. I pushed inside slowly, savoring every inch.

Heaven.

Tight and wet and eager. Her pregnant pussy gripped me perfectly, walls fluttering around my shaft as I sank into her. I thrust once, hitting deep. Twice, grinding against her cervix.

Then pulled out, my cock emerging slick with her juices.

Paige whimpered at the loss. “Already?”

“Rules are rules.”

I moved to Tamara, positioning my wet cock at her dark folds. She opened for me with a knowing smile, those honey-brown eyes burning.

Different but equally perfect. Hotter somehow, her inner walls like molten silk. Her pussy rippled as I entered, muscles clenching and releasing in a wave. Two slow strokes, going deep, and I felt her baby kick against my cock from inside.

Fuck.

Back to Paige.

Two strokes. Her twin belly heaved with the impact. One baby kicked my hand where it rested on her stretched skin. Her pussy clenched around me like she was trying to keep me inside.

Back to Tamara.

Two strokes. That magnificent ebony ass clenched, her pussy pulling me deeper, trying to milk me already.

A rhythm developed.

Two in Paige—gasp, moan, grip my arm.

Two in Tamara—arch, purr, squeeze my hand.

Back and forth.

Their hands stayed clasped between them. Fingers intertwined. Bodies close enough to touch.

“Doing good,” Tamara breathed after five minutes. “Stay with me, Paige.”

“Trying,” Paige gasped. “Fuck, this is hard.”

“Breathe through it.”

I kept switching. Kept that torturous two-stroke rhythm. Watching both wives squirm and shake.

Paige’s pussy grew tighter. Her bratty composure cracking. “Close. I’m getting close.”

“Me too.” Tamara’s voice stayed calm but her body betrayed her. Trembling. Clenching every time I entered.

“Signal when you’re there,” I reminded them.

Ten minutes in, sweat dripped down my back. My cock ached from the constant switching. The denial of just pounding into one of them until we both exploded.

But this—this was exquisite torture for all three of us.

“There,” Paige suddenly gasped. “Right there. That’s my spot.”

Two strokes hitting her G-spot. Then switching to Tamara.

“Same,” Tamara moaned. “Same angle. Oh God.”

I found the position that hit both of them perfectly. Two strokes each, same depth, same angle.

Their moans synchronized.

“Mason,” Paige whimpered.

“Please,” Tamara added.

“Not yet. Stay with me.”

Fifteen minutes. Their bodies were covered in sweat. Bellies heaving. Legs shaking.

“Can’t hold it much longer,” Paige warned.

“Breathe,” Tamara coached. “In through the nose. Out through the mouth.”

They breathed together. I matched my thrusts to their rhythm.

In—stroke in Paige.

Out—pull back.

In—stroke in Tamara.

Out—switch.

“Twenty minutes,” Elena announced from her seat.

“We can do this,” Tamara said firmly. “Paige, look at me.”

Their eyes locked. Still holding hands. Both pregnant with my babies. Both desperate to cum.

“On three,” Tamara whispered. “We’ll both let go on three.”

“How will we sync?” Paige asked.

“Trust.” Tamara squeezed her hand. “We’re sisters. We’re mothers. We’re connected. Just trust.”

I kept alternating. Two strokes. Two strokes. My balls were drawn tight. I was close too.

“One,” Tamara counted.

I thrust into Paige. Her walls fluttered.

“Two.”

I thrust into Tamara. Her whole body tensed.

“Three!”

I thrust back into Paige—deep, hard, grinding the head of my cock against her cervix.

She screamed, high and breathless.

At the exact same moment, Tamara arched and screamed too, their connected hands squeezing tight enough to turn white.

Their hands clenched together. Both bodies convulsing in perfect synchronization. Both pussies clenching in identical rhythms, walls spasming even though I was only inside one of them.

I pulled out of Paige, cock dripping with her juices, and thrust into Tamara. Her orgasm hit my cock like a velvet fist, her walls milking me desperately, her whole body shaking.

Then back to Paige, her aftershocks still rippling around my shaft as I sank into her soaking cunt.

“Cum,” Paige begged, eyes wild. “Fill us both! Give us your seed!”

I alternated fast now, abandon all control. Two quick thrusts in Paige, feeling her cervix kiss my tip. Two in Tamara, her pussy gripping and releasing. Two in Paige—

My orgasm hit like a freight train.

I buried myself balls-deep in Tamara and exploded. My cock pulsed and throbbed, flooding her womb with the first thick ropes of cum while her black pussy clenched and milked. I could feel each spurt, feel her walls drinking me down.

Pulled out before I finished, my cock still spurting, and stumbled to Paige. Thrust deep into her pregnant cunt and gave her the rest—rope after rope pumping into her eager womb while she screamed and clenched around me.

Both wives screaming in synchronized ecstasy. Both pregnant bellies heaving. Both well-fucked pussies dripping with my seed, white cum leaking from both swollen entrances.

I collapsed between them.

Three bodies on white sheets. Two pregnant bellies pressed against my sides. Both women still holding hands across my chest.

“Did we—” Paige gasped.

“Yes,” Elena confirmed. “Simultaneous. Perfect synchronization.”

The wives applauded.

Paige started laughing. “Holy shit. We did it.”

“Told you,” Tamara murmured. “Breathing and trust.”

Both twins kicked in Paige’s belly. I felt it against my ribs.

“Your babies are celebrating,” I said.

“They felt that.” Paige touched her stomach. “Both of them went crazy when I came.”

Tamara’s hand joined mine on her own belly. “Mine too. Like the orgasm reached through.”

“It probably did,” Jade called from the gallery. “Oxytocin and endorphins cross the placenta. Your babies definitely felt your pleasure.”

“Good.” Paige snuggled closer. “Our kids should know joy from the beginning.”

We lay there for long minutes. Catching breath. Feeling aftershocks.

Eventually, Tamara spoke. “I’m glad we’re doing this together.”

“What do you mean?” Paige asked.

“Pregnancy. Motherhood. All of it.” Tamara squeezed her hand. “We’re not competing. We’re supporting each other. That’s rare.”

“Yeah.” Paige’s voice softened. “My ex would’ve been jealous as hell. But this? You pushing me to be better? It’s kind of amazing.”

“That’s family,” I said quietly.

Both women kissed my shoulders.

Later, after showers and food, I found Maya on her laptop.

“Caught you,” I said.

She jumped. “Caught me what?”

“Whatever you’re doing that you don’t want Elena to see.”

Maya bit her lip. “I may have… adjusted the calendar database.”

“Why?”

“Because.” She spun the laptop. “I wanted to move my day earlier. But Elena caught me. So now day twelve is punishment day.”

I read the card she’d pulled up.

Day 12 – Maya. Rule: Bound and bred while the entire family watches. Hacker’s consequence.

“Elena’s going to tie you up and make a show of it?”

“Looks like.” Maya didn’t sound upset. More… excited. “I kind of like being disciplined. When it’s loving, you know?”

I pulled her close. “Elena won’t hurt you.”

“I know. That’s why I trust her to punish me.” She leaned into me. “Tomorrow’s pair play continues. Marisol and Yoo-mi.”

“Cultural exchange, the card said.”

“They’ve been planning it all week.” Maya grinned. “Teaching each other dirty words in Spanish and Korean.”

My cock stirred despite having just came twice.

Through the window, the storm showed no signs of stopping. We’d be locked in here for days yet.

“Ready for round two?” Maya asked, noticing my reaction.

“Always for you.”

She straddled my lap. Twenty weeks pregnant and still insatiable. Her exotic caramel skin glowed in the lamplight. That perfect hourglass that hit every male arousal trigger.

“Good,” she purred in Portuguese. “Because I need my king to fill me before bed.”

I carried her to the nearest couch and did exactly that.


Chapter 11: Day 10: Data and Devotion

Maya and Jade woke me together.

Clinical precision from Jade. Tech-savvy mischief from Maya.

“Patient Blake,” Jade announced. “You’re scheduled for a comprehensive breeding study.”

Maya held up her tablet. “We’re documenting everything. Heart rate, blood pressure, hormone levels, thrust velocity, orgasm intensity.”

I blinked sleep away. “It’s seven in the morning.”

“Optimal time for testosterone levels,” Jade said. “Your sperm count peaks between six and nine a.m.”

“We’ve got cameras,” Maya added cheerfully. “Six angles. Biometric sensors. A spreadsheet template that’s frankly beautiful.”

“Coffee first?”

“After the baseline collection.” Jade pulled out a specimen cup. “We need your morning sample.”

I looked between them. Jade in her lab coat and compression stockings. Maya in silk pajamas that barely contained her twenty-one-week belly and those perfect curves.

My cock made the decision for me.

“Fine. But I want breakfast after.”

“Deal,” they said in unison.

The basement had been transformed again.

More equipment than last time. Cameras on tripods at multiple angles. Heart rate monitors. Blood pressure cuffs. A laptop running data collection software. Temperature sensors. Even a spectrometer for analyzing fluid samples.

The wives sat in their gallery seats. This was going to be a full scientific demonstration.

“Strip,” Jade commanded.

I obeyed. The basement air was warm from the heating, but goosebumps rose anyway.

Maya strapped a heart rate monitor around my chest. “Baseline is seventy-two. Good.”

Jade wrapped a blood pressure cuff around my arm. “One-twenty over seventy-eight. Excellent.”

They circled me, making notes on their tablets.

“Subject appears in optimal health,” Jade announced. “Ready for breeding protocols.”

“Who’s first?” I asked.

They exchanged glances.

“We’ll alternate,” Maya decided. “Data collection requires multiple trials. You breed me, we measure and document. Then Jade. Then me again.”

“How many times?”

“Until we have statistically significant data.” Jade’s gray-green eyes gleamed with scientific hunger. “At least three full copulations each.”

My cock went fully hard.

“Excellent physiological response,” Maya noted. “Arousal achieved in under thirty seconds.”

Jade measured me. “Length: seven-point-three inches. Girth: five-point-one inches. Well above population average.”

“Can we get to the actual breeding?” I asked.

“Patience.” But Jade was smiling now. That cool-to-filthy switch starting to flip. “We need baseline vitals on our female subjects first.”

Maya lay on the exam table first. Jade checked her blood pressure, temperature, heart rate. All while narrating into a recorder.

“Subject Tanaka, twenty-one weeks pregnant, demonstrates elevated pulse at ninety-eight beats per minute. Likely due to anticipation of copulation.”

“Obviously,” Maya breathed. “I’ve been wet since last night thinking about this.”

Jade slid her fingers between Maya’s legs. Checked. “Confirmed. Vaginal lubrication is excessive. Subject is highly aroused.”

“Now me,” Jade said.

They switched. Maya took clinical readings while Jade lay back.

“Subject Lawson, thirteen weeks pregnant. Heart rate is one hundred and two.” Maya grinned. “Even higher than mine.”

“Professional excitement,” Jade said primly.

“Professional my ass.” Maya slipped fingers into Jade’s pussy. “You’re soaked too.”

Jade gasped. “That’s… relevant data.”

“Okay,” I interrupted. “Can I fuck someone now? Before I die of blue balls?”

“Patient Blake demonstrates signs of sexual frustration,” Jade noted. “Recommend immediate intervention.”

Maya patted the exam table. “Me first. Come show the cameras how you breed.”

I positioned myself between her thighs. The cameras had perfect angles—side view, overhead, close-up.

“Ready?” I asked.

“Record vitals,” Maya told Jade. “Time of penetration is seven forty-three a.m.”

I pushed inside in one smooth stroke.

Maya’s moan was captured by three different microphones, a deep sound of pure satisfaction. Her pussy gripped me perfectly—that mix of tight and slick that made every thrust perfection. Her walls rippled around my cock as I sank in to the hilt.

“Heart rate spiking,” Jade called out. “Subject Tanaka now at one hundred twenty beats per minute.”

I started a steady rhythm. Not too fast. Just enough to build intensity while Jade collected her data. Long strokes that let her feel every inch—pulling out until just the tip remained inside, then driving back to bottom out against her cervix.

“Blood pressure rising,” Jade continued, eyes glued to her monitors. “Respiratory rate increasing. Pupil dilation observed.”

“Feels so good,” Maya gasped, her caramel hands gripping my arms. “Deeper. Need you deeper. Need that cock bottoming out.”

I gripped her perfect hourglass hips and thrust harder. Her twenty-one-week belly bounced beautifully with each impact. The wet slap of our bodies echoed through the basement lab.

“Observing increased vaginal lubrication,” Jade noted clinically. “Subject’s arousal is escalating rapidly.”

“No shit,” Maya moaned. “I’m about to cum on his cock. Document that.”

“Time to orgasm?” Jade checked her stopwatch. “Approximately four minutes thirty seconds of sustained penetrative stimulation.”

“Don’t—ah!—don’t stop!” Maya’s legs locked around my waist, heels digging into my ass. “Right there! That angle! Yes!”

Her pussy clenched hard around my shaft. The orgasm hit her like a wave—back arching off the table, nails scratching my arms hard enough to leave marks, screaming in Japanese while her walls spasmed around me.

I kept thrusting through her climax, feeling every ripple and clench. Building toward my own release while her pussy milked me.

“Subject Tanaka experiencing strong orgasmic contractions,” Jade reported, voice slightly strained. “Duration approximately forty seconds. Vaginal walls demonstrating rhythmic spasms. Very impressive data.”

“Cumming!” I warned, balls drawing tight.

“Do it,” Maya begged, amber eyes wild. “Fill me while they document it. Pump me full on camera.”

I thrust deep one final time and exploded. My cock pulsed and throbbed, pumping thick rope after rope into her pregnant pussy while cameras captured every second from six angles. I could feel each spurt, feel her cunt drinking down my seed.

“Male ejaculation observed at seven forty-eight a.m.,” Jade announced. “Estimated volume: four-point-two milliliters. Duration of ejaculation: eleven seconds.”

I collapsed forward, still buried inside Maya.

“Beautiful,” she breathed. “Can we review the footage?”

“After we collect the full dataset.” Jade tapped her tablet. “My turn now.”

We separated. My cum leaked from Maya’s pussy onto the exam table. She made no move to clean it up.

“Leaving the sample for microscopy,” Jade explained. She collected some in a tube. “We’ll analyze motility later.”

Then she was stripping off her lab coat. Underneath: nothing but those compression stockings and her stethoscope.

Her thirteen-week belly was barely visible. Lean runner’s frame. But those surprise high-D cups defied her slim build.

“Subject Lawson preparing for copulation,” she announced into the recorder. “Time is seven fifty-one a.m.”

She climbed onto the table. Those gray-green eyes locked on mine. “I want you in the missionary position. Face to face. I want to watch your eyes when you breed me.”

I positioned myself above her. My cock was still hard—adrenaline and the sheer erotic energy of this scientific porn keeping me ready.

“Beginning penetration,” Jade said calmly.

I pushed inside.

Her clinical mask cracked immediately.

“Oh—oh fuck—” Her hands clawed at my back. “That’s—deeper than expected—”

“Heart rate?” I asked, playing along.

Maya checked the monitors. “Subject Lawson at one hundred thirty-five. Rising fast.”

I thrust slowly. Watching Jade’s face transform from cool doctor to desperate wife.

“How does it feel?” I asked.

“Physiologically optimal,” she gasped. “Mentally—ah!—overwhelming. Emotionally—oh God right there—emotionally perfect.”

“You’re beautiful like this,” I told her. “Losing control. Letting yourself just feel.”

“Can’t—can’t maintain professional distance—” Her legs wrapped around me. “Need you. Need this. Need your cum.”

I fucked her harder. Our bodies slapping together. Her D-cups bouncing. The stethoscope around her neck swinging wildly.

“Close,” she whimpered. “So close.”

I reached between us. Found her clit. Rubbed in tight circles while continuing to thrust.

Jade screamed.

“Subject Lawson achieving orgasm,” Maya narrated gleefully. “Time to climax: six minutes twenty seconds. Very enthusiastic response.”

Jade’s pussy milked me perfectly. I thrust twice more and came again—somehow producing another load despite having just filled Maya.

“Second ejaculation observed,” Maya noted. “Impressive recovery time, Patient Blake.”

Jade lay beneath me, trembling. “That was… highly effective.”

“Good data?” I asked.

“Excellent data.” She kissed me softly. “But we’re only one-third done.”

Over the next two hours, we continued the “study.”

I bred Maya two more times. Once doggy-style while she buried her face in Jade’s pussy. Once with her in reverse cowgirl so the cameras could capture everything.

Jade took three more loads. One bent over the exam table. One in her stirrups with the speculum watching internally. One standing against the wall with her stethoscope pressed between our chests so we could both hear our racing hearts.

By the end, all three of us were exhausted.

The data was absurd. Spreadsheets full of timestamps, measurements, observations. Video from six angles. Heart rate graphs showing our synchronized spikes. Temperature readings. Fluid analysis.

“This is the most thoroughly documented breeding session in human history,” Maya announced proudly.

“It’s also the hottest scientific research I’ve ever seen,” Paige called from the gallery.

Jade reviewed the data with professional satisfaction. “We can publish this. Obviously anonymized. But the fertility community would kill for this kind of detailed physiological data.”

“You’re going to publish our sex tape as medical research?” I asked.

“Not the video. Just the measurements and outcomes.” Jade grinned. “Though the video will be archived for… personal review.”

“You mean you want to watch yourself getting bred,” Maya said.

“Obviously.” Jade didn’t even blush. “For science.”

Later, after everyone had showered and eaten, I found Jade alone in the basement. She was reviewing ultrasound images on her laptop.

“All the babies?” I asked.

“Yeah.” She pulled up screens. “Paige’s twins, Alyssa’s twins, everyone else’s singles. All healthy. All growing perfectly.”

“Even yours?”

“Especially mine.” She showed me her thirteen-week fetus. Tiny but perfectly formed. “I’ve been monitoring obsessively. Medical paranoia.”

“You’re going to be a great mom.”

“I hope so.” Her hand touched her belly. “I spent so long helping other women get pregnant. Deliver their babies. I never thought I’d have my own.”

“And now you do.”

“Now I do.” She leaned against me. “Because of you. Because of this family.”

Through the window, I could see the storm continuing. The world outside was white and wild. Inside, we were warm and safe and together.

“Tomorrow’s Marisol and Yoo-mi,” Jade said. “Cultural exchange day.”

“They’ve been whispering in two languages all week.”

“It’s going to be hot.” She closed her laptop. “But tonight… can we just rest?”

“Yeah. Rest sounds good.”

We gathered in the great room. All nine of us. Sprawled on couches and floors. Touching, connected, peaceful.

Eight pregnant bellies. One breeder king. A family locked in a snowstorm.

“Two more weeks until Christmas Eve,” Elena murmured. “Fourteen more days.”

“Fourteen more chances to worship,” I agreed.

Paige yawned. “Wake me when it’s my turn again.”

We drifted toward sleep as the fire crackled and snow fell.

Tomorrow would bring new pleasures.

Tonight, we just held each other close.


Chapter 12: Day 11: Latina Heat

Marisol and Yoo-mi cornered me in the hot tub.

Steam rose around us. Snow fell through the gap in the roof—designed specifically so we could soak while watching the storm. The contrast of hot water and cold air created perfect atmosphere.

“Today’s our day, mi rey,” Marisol purred. Her honey-brown skin glistened with steam. Fourteen-week belly just starting to show. Those thick dancer hips made for breeding.

“And we’ve been planning,” Yoo-mi added. Her petite frame looked delicate next to Marisol’s curves. The violet hair was wet and slicked back. Fourteen weeks matched Marisol exactly.

“Planning what?”

“Cultural exchange.” Marisol traced a finger down my chest. “I teach her Spanish. She teaches me Korean.”

“Specifically,” Yoo-mi clarified, “we teach each other how to say dirty things. Breeding words. Praise. Commands.”

“And then we test them on you,” Marisol finished.

My cock went hard under the water.

“I see you approve,” Yoo-mi giggled. She pressed against my other side. “Today’s rule: we speak only in our languages. You have to figure out what we’re saying by context.”

“And if I get it wrong?”

“Then we tease you more.” Marisol’s hand slid down my abs. “But if you understand…” Her fingers wrapped around my shaft. “We reward you.”

They’d planned this meticulously.

For the next hour, they quizzed each other in the hot tub. Marisol would say something in Spanish—slow and deliberate. Yoo-mi would repeat it, accent adorable. Then Yoo-mi would teach Korean phrases, Marisol’s tongue wrapping around the unfamiliar sounds.

“Llename de tu semilla,” Marisol demonstrated.

“Llename de tu semilla,” Yoo-mi repeated carefully. “That means… fill me with your seed?”

“Sí! Perfect.” Marisol clapped. “Now you. Teach me something.”

“Oppa, nareul imsinsikyeojwo,” Yoo-mi said. “It means ‘oppa, make me pregnant.’”

“Oppa, nareul… imsin…” Marisol stumbled over the syllables.

They dissolved into giggles. I watched, thoroughly entertained and achingly hard.

“Mason’s turn,” Yoo-mi announced. She positioned herself straddling my lap. “I’m going to say something in Korean. You have to guess what it means and do it.”

She leaned close to my ear. “Jebal nae gaseumeul manjyeojwo.”

The breathy way she said it, combined with how she arched her back—I could guess.

I cupped her perky breasts. They’d grown from pregnancy—still small but fuller. Nipples peaked hard under my palms.

“Ne!” she cried. “Yes! You understood!”

“My turn,” Marisol said. She moved behind me in the water, pressing those magnificent tits against my back. “Quiero sentirte profundo dentro de mí.”

The way she ground against me gave it away.

“You want me deep inside,” I guessed.

“Muy bien, mi rey.” She bit my earlobe. “Very good.”

They continued the game. Trading places. Speaking their languages. Making me guess.

Some I understood from context. Some I got completely wrong, which made them laugh and tease. But slowly, I started picking up phrases.

Mas duro meant harder.

Deo ppalli meant faster.

Te amo and saranghae both meant I love you.

“Time for the real test,” Yoo-mi declared. “Right here. In the water.”

The other wives had gathered on the deck surrounding the hot tub—wrapped in robes against the cold, ready for the show. Snow fell through the gap in the roof, individual flakes sizzling when they hit the steaming water.

“New rule,” Marisol announced. “We only speak our languages during sex. You have to follow our commands.”

“And we’ll mix them,” Yoo-mi added. “Keep you guessing.”

The steam rose around us, creating an otherworldly atmosphere. Through the swirling mist, I could see the snow-capped peaks glowing under moonlight.

“Sientate,” Marisol commanded.

I understood that one. Sit.

I settled onto the submerged bench, the jets pulsing against my back.

“Sonteuljima,” Yoo-mi ordered.

I recognized it from earlier. Don’t touch.

I put my hands on the tub’s edge, gripping the stone.

They moved through the water toward me from opposite sides. Marisol’s honey-brown curves glistening with steam. Wide hips designed for babies. Soft belly with the fourteen-week bump just visible above the waterline. Yoo-mi was delicate porcelain against the steam. Petite everywhere except her swelling belly. That violet hair slicked back and dark with water.

“Tan hermoso,” Marisol breathed, pressing against my left side.

“Neomu meotjyeo,” Yoo-mi echoed from my right.

Both meant beautiful. Or handsome. Praise either way.

Marisol’s hand found my cock beneath the water. She stroked slowly while looking me in the eye.

“Quiero probarlo,” she said.

Want to taste it. Had to be.

She took a breath and ducked beneath the water. I felt her lips seal around my shaft—warm mouth in hot water. She surfaced moments later, gasping and grinning.

“Nado,” Yoo-mi said. Me too.

They took turns diving beneath the surface. Marisol’s experienced lips, then Yoo-mi’s eager enthusiasm. The sensation of mouths finding me underwater was surreal—the pressure, the heat, the momentary blindness of the steaming surface.

“Listo para mas?” Marisol asked when she surfaced. Ready for more?

“Ne,” I managed in Korean. Yes.

“Ay, que lindo!” Marisol clapped, water splashing. “He’s learning!”

She turned and positioned herself in front of me, gripping the edge of the tub. That magnificent ass rose just above the waterline as she presented herself.

“Tomame,” she commanded. Take me.

I gripped her thick honey-brown hips and pulled her back onto my cock. The water made everything slippery, weightless. Her pussy parted around me as she sank down, taking inch after inch until I was buried to the balls in her tight heat.

“Dios mio,” she moaned, that magnificent ass flush against my pelvis.

“My turn after,” Yoo-mi said, moving to straddle my face in the warm water. Her petite thighs bracketed my head as she lowered her bare pussy to my mouth. Pink and glistening. Swollen clit peeking from its hood.

I sealed my lips around that clit and sucked while simultaneously thrusting into Marisol from behind.

The hot tub became a symphony of two languages. Marisol crying out in Spanish as I thrust into her—“Mas duro! Mas profundo!” Harder! Deeper! Her thick ass slammed back against my hips, creating waves. Yoo-mi moaning Korean above me—“Geogi! Geogi!” There! There! Her porcelain thighs trembling against my ears.

Snow fell on my shoulders, melting instantly. Steam swirled around three intertwined bodies. The jets pulsed against us—against my balls, against Marisol’s clit, against Yoo-mi’s ass—adding another layer of sensation.

“Mas rapido,” I groaned against Yoo-mi’s pussy. Faster.

Marisol understood. She slammed back against me harder, that magnificent ass slapping into my pelvis, creating waves that splashed over the tub’s edge onto the deck. Her pussy gripped and released, milking my cock with each thrust.

“Llenala,” Yoo-mi gasped above me, grinding her clit against my tongue. Fill her.

I gripped Marisol’s wide hips hard enough to bruise and thrust deep, bottoming out against her cervix. She cried out in Spanish—a stream of words I didn’t understand but the meaning was clear. Pleasure. Need. More.

“Voy a terminar!” she gasped. I’m going to cum.

“Ne! Geurae!” Yoo-mi encouraged. Yes! Do it!

Marisol’s pussy clenched hard around my cock. She came screaming, the sound echoing off the mountains, her walls spasming and milking me. I thrust deep one final time and gave her what she wanted—flooding her womb with thick ropes of cum while she shook in the steaming water, while snow fell around us and steam rose into the alpine night.

Yoo-mi climbed off my face. “Nae charyeya.” My turn.

They switched in the water. Marisol floated to the side, still glowing. Yoo-mi positioned herself on my lap, facing me this time. Her small hands gripped my shoulders.

“Naneun dangsingwa hamkke issgo sipeo,” she said softly. With you. Want to be. Something like that.

She sank down onto my cock, her tight little pussy stretching to accommodate me. So tight. Petite and pregnant and somehow taking me completely while snow fell around us.

“Neomuneomuneomeo,” she chanted as she bottomed out. So much. Or very. The word seemed versatile but the meaning was clear—my cock filling her completely.

She rode me in the water, using the buoyancy to bounce higher than she could on land. Rising until just my tip remained inside her tight heat, then slamming down to take every inch. Her moans echoed across the Alps. Steam wreathed her violet hair like a crown.

Marisol moved behind Yoo-mi. Started speaking Spanish to her—praise, encouragement—while reaching around to cup the smaller woman’s swelling breasts. Yoo-mi responded in Korean, gasping out words between bounces on my cock.

The two of them having a conversation in different languages while Yoo-mi’s tight pussy rode me in a hot tub under falling snow was the most surreal, beautiful thing I’d ever experienced.

“Dale,” Marisol urged against Yoo-mi’s ear. “Dale duro.” Give it to her. Hard.

I understood enough.

I gripped Yoo-mi’s narrow hips and started thrusting up. The water churned around us, splashing over the edges. Meeting her downward motion with force, impaling her on my cock with each stroke. Making her scream.

“Aju joa!” she cried, head falling back. So good!

“Si, asi!” Marisol encouraged, pinching Yoo-mi’s nipples. Yes, like that!

Yoo-mi’s petite body took everything I gave her. Her fourteen-week belly pressed against mine. Her tiny pussy gripped me like a wet fist, walls fluttering and clenching. Her moans mixed Korean and pure pleasure sounds, echoing off the mountainsides.

“Gakkaweo,” she gasped, nails digging into my shoulders. Close.

Marisol leaned in. Kissed Yoo-mi’s neck, whispered something in Spanish while one hand slid down to rub the idol’s swollen clit beneath the churning water.

Yoo-mi’s eyes rolled back. She came hard—her tiny pussy clamping down on me like a velvet vise, walls spasming rhythmically—screaming loud enough that I swore the snow paused mid-fall. Her whole body shook in my arms.

I thrust twice more, feeling every ripple of her orgasm, and exploded. My second orgasm somehow as intense as the first. My cock pulsed and throbbed, pumping thick ropes of cum deep into my petite idol wife while she sobbed Korean endearments and steam rose around us like incense.

We collapsed together in the water, three bodies tangled in the hot tub.

“That was amazing,” Yoo-mi breathed in English.

“No ingles,” Marisol and I said together.

We all laughed, the sound mixing with the hiss of snowflakes on steaming water.

They snuggled against me on either side, the jets still pulsing around us. Both fourteen weeks pregnant with my babies. Both glowing with satisfaction while snow fell softly onto our bare shoulders.

“Gracias,” Marisol murmured.

“Gomawoyo,” Yoo-mi echoed.

Both meant thank you.

“De nada,” I tried. “Cheonmaneyo.”

“He’s learning!” Yoo-mi kissed my wet chest. “Our smart king.”

We stayed in the hot tub until the cold became too much even with the steaming water. Then we climbed out into the frigid alpine air, wrapping quickly in towels the other wives handed us. The contrast made everything feel more alive.

Later, wrapped in robes by the fireplace, we taught the other wives some phrases.

Elena mastered “Llevame” (take me) with her usual precision.

Paige butchered “Saranghae” (I love you) but made it adorable.

Tamara’s Spanish was surprisingly good—she’d taught yoga to a Latino community in Phoenix.

Jade approached it like learning anatomy. Methodical and accurate.

“We should do this more,” Alyssa said. “Learn each other’s languages. Build our culture.”

“Our family culture,” Tamara agreed.

I looked around at my wives. Eight women from different backgrounds, different cultures, all choosing to build something new together.

“Tomorrow’s punishment day,” Elena reminded everyone. She looked at Maya. “Are you ready?”

Maya bit her lip but nodded. “I’m ready.”

“Good.” Elena’s smile was ice and fire. “Everyone else should be ready too. This is a family lesson about consequences and trust.”

“What did she do?” Alyssa asked.

“She hacked the calendar database,” Jade explained. “Tried to move her day earlier.”

“Oh no,” Paige giggled. “What’s her punishment?”

Elena pulled out a card.

Day 12 – Maya. Rule: Bound with ribbons and bred while the entire family watches. No mercy.

Maya shivered. Not from fear. From anticipation.

“Tomorrow’s going to be intense,” I said.

“Good,” Maya breathed. “I deserve it.”

Through the window, I could see the storm intensifying. Snow fell in thicker sheets now, and the wind had picked up considerably. We’d be completely cut off soon—no roads in or out until Christmas.

Fourteen more days until Christmas Eve.

Fourteen more chances to worship and love and grow.

I pulled my family close and let the fire warm us all.


Chapter 13: Day 12: Punishment Day

Maya sat alone at breakfast.

The other wives gave her space. Not cold—just letting her prepare mentally for what was coming.

Elena entered precisely at eight a.m. Dressed in black. Commanding and beautiful.

“Maya,” she said formally. “You hacked the calendar database. Modified sacred schedule without permission. This cannot go unpunished.”

“I understand, High Priestess.” Maya’s voice was steady. Her twenty-two-week belly rose and fell with careful breaths.

“Tonight, you will submit to family discipline.” Elena’s pale gray eyes held no warmth. No mercy. “Do you accept these consequences?”

“Yes.”

“Do you trust me?”

Maya’s voice softened. “Completely.”

Elena’s mask cracked for just a moment. A flicker of warmth. Then it returned to ice. “Good. Great room. Seven p.m. Don’t be late.”

The day crawled.

Maya spent it quietly. Reading. Meditating. Preparing herself mentally.

I found her on the deck around noon. Snow had stopped falling but the world was white and pristine.

“You okay?” I asked.

“Nervous. Excited. Both.” She leaned against me. “I know Elena won’t hurt me. But the anticipation…”

“That’s half the point.”

“I know.” She smiled. “I deserve this. I broke trust when I hacked her system. She needs to reassert control. And I need to submit.”

“You like being disciplined.”

“When it’s loving? Yes.” Her hand found mine. “My parents were too permissive. Never gave me boundaries. I spent my whole life craving structure. Rules. Consequences.”

“And Elena gives you that.”

“She gives all of us that.” Maya looked back at the chalet. “She’s our leader when you’re our king. We need both of you.”

By seven p.m., everyone had gathered in the great room.

Elena had arranged it like a theater. The wives sat in a semi-circle. In the center: a padded bench. Red ribbons hanging from hooks in the ceiling.

Maya entered wearing only a white robe.

“Approach,” Elena commanded.

Maya walked to the center. Stood before the bench. Her pregnant belly visible through the thin fabric.

Elena circled her slowly. “You hacked my calendar. Modified my carefully planned schedule. Attempted to move your day earlier because you couldn’t wait.”

“Yes, High Priestess.”

“This shows lack of patience. Lack of trust in my plan.” Elena’s voice was sharp. “It undermines the entire structure of our family.”

“I’m sorry.”

“Sorry isn’t enough.” Elena gestured. “Strip. Slowly.”

Maya untied her robe. Let it slip off her shoulders and pool at her feet.

Underneath: nothing.

Her caramel skin glowed in the firelight. That perfect hourglass—tiny waist despite the twenty-two-week belly, full hips, those curves that hit every male arousal trigger. Small sakura branch tattoo visible on her ribs.

“Beautiful,” Elena murmured. “But beauty doesn’t excuse disobedience.”

She guided Maya to the bench. “Kneel. Hands above your head.”

Maya obeyed. Kneeling on the padded surface, raising her arms.

Elena began wrapping the red ribbons around her wrists. Not tight—just enough to secure. She tied them to the ceiling hooks, leaving Maya’s arms raised but comfortable.

“Can you move?” Elena asked quietly.

Maya tested. “A little. Not much.”

“Good.” Elena stepped back. Louder now: “This is what happens when you try to take control that isn’t yours.”

She picked up a riding crop from the side table.

Maya’s breathing quickened.

“Twenty strikes,” Elena announced. “You will count each one. If you lose count, we start over.”

“Yes, High Priestess.”

SMACK. The crop landed across Maya’s ass.

“One!”

SMACK. Other cheek.

“Two!”

Elena was precise. Methodical. Each strike placed carefully to sting without causing real harm. Alternating cheeks. Varying the force.

Maya counted through tears. Not from pain—from the overwhelming emotion of submitting so completely.

By ten, her ass glowed pink.

By fifteen, she was sobbing.

By twenty, she was shaking with need.

“Good girl,” Elena praised. She set the crop aside. “You took your punishment beautifully.”

“Thank you, High Priestess.”

“Now for the second part.” Elena looked at me. “Mason. Come breed your wife while we watch.”

I stood. My cock had been hard since the first strike.

I approached Maya. She looked up at me with those molten amber eyes. Vulnerable and trusting and desperate.

“Please,” she whispered. “I need you.”

I positioned myself behind her. Gripped her pink ass—she hissed at the contact with her punished skin.

“Everyone will watch,” I reminded her. “See you take my cock. Hear you beg. Witness you get bred as punishment.”

“I want them to watch,” Maya breathed. “Want them to see me submit.”

I pushed inside in one smooth stroke.

She screamed. Loud and shameless, the sound echoing through the great room.

Her pussy was absolutely soaked. The punishment had aroused her past reason, past control. I slid in easily despite how tight she was, her walls parting around my cock, then clenching to grip me like she never wanted to let go.

“Oh God,” she sobbed. “Yes. Fuck. Please. More.”

I started thrusting. Using her bound position for leverage, pulling back on her hips while driving my cock deep. Each stroke drove to her cervix, making her twenty-two-week belly sway between her raised arms. The red ribbons creaked with each impact.

“How does it feel?” Elena asked from her seat, one hand casually between her own thighs. “Being bred while your family watches?”

“Perfect,” Maya moaned, her voice breaking. “So fucking perfect. I’m sorry I hacked you. I’m sorry I tried to change the schedule. Please—don’t stop—”

“I know you are.” Elena’s voice softened slightly. “This is how we restore balance.”

I fucked Maya harder. Gripping her pink, punished ass—she hissed at the contact but pushed back against me for more. The room filled with obscene sounds. Flesh slapping flesh. Her desperate moans. My grunts of effort. The wet squelch of her soaking cunt taking my cock over and over.

“She’s taking it so well,” Paige murmured from the gallery.

“Look how much she’s enjoying it,” Alyssa added. “Her pussy is dripping down her thighs.”

“Beautiful submission,” Tamara agreed.

The praise made Maya clench hard around me, her walls rippling.

“They see you,” I growled in her ear, pulling her hair back so her throat was exposed. “See what a good girl you are. Taking your punishment. Taking your king’s cock while they watch.”

“Want to be good,” Maya sobbed. “Want to be your good girl. Use me. Breed me. Show them I belong to you.”

“You are good. You’re perfect. And this pussy is mine.”

I reached around to find her swollen clit. She jolted like electricity hit her, her whole body spasming.

“Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck—” Her words dissolved into wordless moans.

“Cum for us,” Elena commanded. “Show the family how punishment makes you whole.”

Maya came screaming, her voice cracking on my name. Her pussy clamped down on me like a vice, walls spasming and rippling, milking my cock with desperate pulses. I thrust three more times, balls slapping against her sensitive clit, and exploded. My cock pulsed and throbbed, flooding her womb with thick ropes of cum while she shook in her ribbons, while seven wives watched me breed their sister.

We stayed locked together, both gasping.

Slowly, I pulled out. My cum immediately started leaking down her thighs.

Elena approached. Untied the ribbons carefully. Caught Maya as she collapsed.

“Well done,” Elena whispered. “Perfect submission. Beautiful trust.”

Maya clung to her. “Thank you. For disciplining me. For caring enough to correct me.”

“Always.” Elena kissed her forehead. “You’re my sister. My family. I’ll always guide you back when you stray.”

They held each other while I watched. Something profound passing between them.

The other wives surrounded them. Forming a protective circle. Touching Maya gently, offering water and soft blankets.

This was love. Not just the sex. The care afterward. The community.

We moved to the couches. Maya wrapped in blankets, surrounded by her family. Still glowing from her punishment and breeding.

“Feel better?” Jade asked.

“So much better.” Maya smiled through her tears. “I needed that. Needed to be reminded where I belong in our structure.”

“You belong exactly where you are,” I said firmly. “You just needed the reminder that Elena’s schedule is law.”

“It is,” Maya agreed. She looked at Elena. “I won’t hack it again.”

“I know you won’t.” Elena stroked her hair. “Because now you understand why the structure matters. Why my plan works.”

“I do.”

We sat together as the fire crackled. The punishment was over. The lesson learned. The family stronger.

“Tomorrow starts the big rituals,” Elena announced. “Day fifteen is belly worship marathon.”

“All four most pregnant wives,” Paige said, touching her massive twin belly. “We’re going to break him.”

“Probably,” I agreed.

“Worth it,” Tamara added, her own belly proud at twenty-four weeks.

“We should rest tomorrow,” Jade suggested. “Build stamina for day fifteen.”

“Good plan.” I stood, stretching. “Who wants hot tub before bed?”

“Me,” Maya said immediately.

We trooped outside to the steaming water. Eight pregnant wives and one exhausted king.

The stars were brilliant above us. The storm had finally passed completely, leaving crystal-clear skies.

“Twelve more days,” Elena murmured. “Twelve more until Christmas Eve.”

“Then the grand finale,” Paige grinned. “Whatever you have planned for us.”

Elena’s smile was mysterious. “You’ll see.”

We soaked in the heat and comfort of each other until our fingers pruned.

Tomorrow would bring belly worship.

Tonight, we just loved each other.


Chapter 14: Day 15: Belly Worship Marathon

The days between punishment day and the belly worship marathon passed in comfortable routine. Days thirteen and fourteen were rest days, Elena called them. Time for the family to recover from the intensity of the first twelve days. We slept late, soaked in hot tubs, and simply enjoyed each other’s company without scheduled activities.

But now it was Day 15.

I woke to four pregnant bellies pressed against me.

Paige on my left—thirty weeks with twins, enormous and heavy.

Tamara on my right—twenty-six weeks, proud and high.

Alyssa at my feet—eighteen weeks but already showing with her own twins.

Maya draped across my chest—twenty-two weeks of perfect curves.

“Good morning, stud,” Paige purred.

“Today’s our day,” Tamara added in that velvet alto.

“All four of us,” Alyssa said cheerfully. “The most pregnant wives.”

“Belly worship marathon,” Maya finished. “You’re going to paint us, kiss us, breed us. For hours.”

My cock was instantly hard.

“I’m ready.”

“Not yet you’re not,” Elena said from the doorway. She wore her ice-queen expression. “Breakfast first. Hydration. Protein. This will be the longest session of the calendar.”

She wasn’t wrong.

The day was structured carefully. Protein-rich breakfast. Stretching with Tamara leading us through yoga. Jade checking my vitals to make sure I could handle multiple rounds.

“Heart is strong,” she reported. “Blood pressure good. Testosterone levels are actually elevated—probably from all the pregnancy hormones surrounding you.”

“How many times will he need to perform?” Elena asked.

“At least once with each of the four. Possibly twice if we time it right.” Jade looked at me. “Can you do that?”

“Yes.”

“Confident.” She smiled. “Good. You’ll need confidence today.”

By evening, everything was prepared.

The great room had been transformed into a worship temple. Thick furs and blankets covered the floor. Pillows everywhere. Candles casting golden light. The fireplace roaring.

Massage oil warmed in bowls. Body paint in festive colors—red, green, gold, white. Soft music playing.

The four less-pregnant wives sat in their gallery seats. This show was specifically for the mothers-to-be at their peak.

Paige entered first.

She wore nothing but a sheer white robe that did nothing to hide her massive twin belly. At thirty weeks, she looked ready to deliver. The skin was stretched tight, shiny, beautiful. Her breasts had grown from perky B’s to solid C’s, nipples dark and peaked.

That blonde ponytail swung as she walked. Sky-blue eyes sparkled with mischief.

“Ready to worship this belly, Coach?” she teased, using her favorite nickname for me.

“Always.”

Tamara followed.

Gold mesh wrapped around her curves but left her belly completely bare. At twenty-six weeks, her bump was high and proud. Her dark skin glowed in the candlelight. Those thick hips and legendary ass made my mouth water.

Her tight curls formed a halo around her beautiful face.

“Mason,” she greeted in that voice that always went straight to my cock.

Alyssa came next.

Emerald green silk barely contained her enormous E-cup breasts. At eighteen weeks with twins, her belly was smaller than Paige and Tamara’s but clearly pregnant. Her copper hair fell in waves over her shoulders. Those freckles scattered across pale skin begged to be kissed.

“Hi honey,” she said sweetly. Already milk was beading at her nipples.

Maya finished the group.

Caramel skin on display under a red silk sarong. Twenty-two weeks of perfect hourglass. That Brazilian-Japanese mix creating exotic beauty. Her molten amber eyes held hunger.

“Our king,” she said simply.

Four pregnant goddesses.

All carrying my babies.

All here to be worshipped.

“We’ve agreed on the order,” Tamara announced. “Paige first—she’s biggest. Then me. Then Alyssa. Maya last.”

“And in between,” Paige added, “you paint our bellies. One at a time. Make us art.”

Elena brought forth the body paint. “You have six hours until midnight. Make them count.”

I started with Paige.

She lay back on the furs, propped up by pillows. Her massive twin belly dominated her small frame. I could see both babies moving under her skin—rolling, kicking, shifting.

“Touch me first,” she requested. “Before the paint. Just… feel them.”

I knelt beside her. Placed both hands on her belly.

Immediately, kicks. Strong ones. Both twins reacting to my touch.

“They know their daddy,” Paige whispered.

I traced the shape of her stomach. So round. So full. My babies growing inside her.

“You’re beautiful,” I told her.

“I’m huge.”

“You’re perfect.”

I leaned down and kissed her belly. Right above her navel. She shivered.

“Keep going,” she breathed.

I kissed across her entire stomach. Soft presses of lips to skin. Following the curve. Feeling babies kick against my mouth.

Paige’s hands tangled in my hair. “That’s so good. Don’t stop.”

I worked my way down. Kissed the underside of her belly. Where the skin stretched most. Then back up to the top.

“Paint me now,” she gasped.

I picked up red body paint. Dipped my fingers. Started creating swirls and patterns on her twin belly.

Tamara moved behind me. “Let me help you focus,” she murmured.

I felt her hands on my hips, then her warm mouth engulfing my cock from behind. I groaned but kept painting.

Fertility symbols. Spirals representing life. A tree of life with two fruits—two babies. Stars scattered around the edges.

Tamara’s tongue swirled while my fingers traced patterns. The dual sensations—creating art while receiving pleasure—made everything more intense.

My fingers moved carefully, lovingly. Creating art on the canvas of her pregnant skin. Tamara’s velvet mouth never stopped, keeping me hard and ready for what came next.

“Gorgeous,” Elena murmured from her seat.

The other wives agreed. Soft comments about beauty and life and love.

When I finished, Paige’s belly was covered in red art. She looked like a fertility goddess from ancient times.

“Now breed me,” she demanded. “Right here. With everyone watching.”

I positioned myself between her thighs. The paint was dry enough not to smudge.

Her pussy was soaked. Pregnancy and anticipation had her ready.

I pushed inside slowly, savoring each inch as her pregnant pussy parted around me.

“Oh God,” she moaned, her head falling back. “So deep like this. Feel you everywhere.”

The angle was different with her belly so large. I had to come at her from below, almost sideways, careful of those twin bellies. But it worked perfectly—my cock hitting her G-spot, her cervix, all her sensitive spots at once.

I thrust gently. Mindful of the babies moving inside her.

“Harder,” Paige demanded, grabbing my arm. “They’re fine. I’m fine. Fuck me harder, Coach.”

I gave her harder. Gripping her thick thighs, fingers digging into soft flesh, pulling her onto my cock with each thrust. Her painted belly bounced beautifully with each impact, the art I’d created rippling on stretched skin. Her C-cup tits swayed. Both twins kicked against my palm where it rested on her stomach.

“Yes! Right there! Don’t you dare stop!”

I didn’t stop. Just kept that perfect rhythm, driving deep into her pregnant cunt. Watching her face transform—the brat mask crumbling away, the sky-blue eyes going glassy, pure pleasure replacing bratty attitude.

“Cumming!” she screamed. “Fuck, I’m cumming on your cock!”

Her pussy clamped down hard, walls spasming around my shaft. I thrust deep one final time, buried to the balls, and came with her. My cock pulsed, flooding her pregnant womb with thick ropes of cum while she shook and sobbed beneath me, while her painted belly contracted with her orgasm.

We stayed locked together, both gasping.

“Beautiful,” I told her.

“You too.” She touched her painted belly. “This stays on. I want everyone to see your art on me.”

Next was Tamara.

She took Paige’s place on the furs. That magnificent body on full display. Twenty-six-week belly proud and high.

“Gold paint,” she requested. “Make me shine.”

Alyssa knelt beside me as I reached for the gold metallic paint. “My turn to worship,” she said, those emerald eyes sparkling.

Her mouth found my cock while I dipped my fingers in the paint. Warm and wet and eager—she moaned around me as I started creating African-inspired patterns on Tamara’s dark skin.

Geometric shapes. Symbols of strength and motherhood. Warrior markings. All while Alyssa’s copper hair brushed my thighs, her head bobbing slowly.

The gold glowed against her ebony skin. She looked like a queen. And I felt like a king—painted goddess before me, devoted wife pleasuring me below.

“I feel powerful,” she murmured.

“You are powerful.”

I kissed her belly. Felt her baby kick. Wondered at the life we’d created together.

“Make love to me,” Tamara said. “Slow. Present. With that yoga breath we practice.”

I entered her carefully. That hot grip. The familiar pleasure.

We moved together slowly. Breathing in sync. In through the nose. Out through the mouth. Thrusting on the exhale.

It was meditation. Prayer. Worship.

Tamara came quietly. A soft gasp and a shudder. Her walls rippling around me.

I came just as quietly. Filling her while maintaining that breathing rhythm.

“Perfect,” she whispered.

“Always perfect with you.”

Alyssa was next.

She knelt before me, those enormous E-cups swaying. At eighteen weeks with twins, her belly was round but not huge yet.

“Emerald green,” she said. “To match the lingerie.”

Maya slipped behind me, her caramel hands sliding down my chest. “My turn,” she whispered in that multilingual purr.

She took me in her mouth as I began painting Celtic knots on Alyssa’s belly. Intricate patterns that celebrated her Irish heritage. Shamrocks. Spiral triskelions. A mother and twins symbol at the center.

Maya’s technique was precise—controlled strokes that matched my brush movements, as if she was tracking my artistic rhythm with her tongue.

While I painted, milk leaked from Alyssa’s nipples. Beading and dripping onto her skin.

“Sorry,” she murmured.

“Don’t apologize.” I leaned forward and licked the milk from her breast. “You’re perfect.”

She shivered. “That’s not fair.”

“What’s not fair?”

“Getting me worked up while you paint.”

“Part of the worship.” I took her nipple in my mouth and sucked. Warm milk flowed onto my tongue.

Alyssa moaned. “Oh God. That feels so good.”

I drank from both breasts while finishing the paint on her belly. When I pulled back, she was flushed and panting.

“Please,” she begged. “I need you.”

I laid her back gently. Her massive tits pooled to the sides. That green-painted belly rose between us.

I entered her slowly. She was so wet that I slid in with no resistance.

“Yes,” she sighed. “Fill me.”

I fucked her gently while playing with her breasts. Milk sprayed with each thrust—spattering across both our bodies.

“I’m close,” she gasped.

“Cum for me.”

She did. Beautifully. Her whole body arching, milk streaming, pussy clenching.

I came inside her. Adding to the life already growing in her womb.

Finally, Maya.

She lay before me like a work of art. Twenty-two weeks of perfect hourglass curves. That caramel skin begging for paint.

“All the colors,” she requested. “Make me a rainbow.”

Paige crawled over, her painted belly swaying. “Full circle,” she said with a wicked grin. “Started with me, ends with me.”

She took me in her mouth—that bratty enthusiasm I loved—while I used every color. Red and gold and green and white and blue. Created a mandala on Maya’s belly—geometric perfection centered on her navel. Sacred geometry celebrating creation.

Paige hummed around my cock as I painted, the vibrations almost breaking my concentration. But I finished.

The colors blended beautifully on her skin. She looked like a masterpiece.

“I’m taking photos of this,” Paige announced. Camera already out.

“Good,” Maya agreed. “I want to remember.”

I kissed my way around the painted patterns. Felt her baby kick against my lips.

“Te amo,” I told her. I love you.

“Saranghae,” she replied. In Korean. I love you too.

I entered her with reverence. This brilliant woman who’d hacked systems to protect our family. Who counted down every orgasm like a scientist. Who loved with her whole heart.

“Perfect,” she breathed as I filled her.

We moved together. Finding rhythm. Building intensity.

Maya came first—that quick spike she always achieved when I hit the right angle. Then again a minute later. And again.

“Can’t stop,” she gasped. “Every time you thrust I’m cumming.”

“Good. Keep cumming.”

She did. Over and over. Multiple orgasms cascading. Her countdown instinct tracking each one.

When I finally came, she was on number seven.

I collapsed beside her. Completely spent.

Four wives. Four painted bellies. Four creampies.

“That was beautiful,” Elena said softly.

The painted wives arranged themselves around me. A pile of pregnant bellies and satisfied women.

“Look at us,” Paige said, holding up her camera. “Goddess squad.”

The photo showed four women with painted bellies surrounding their king. A family portrait of sacred sexuality.

“This goes in the album,” Alyssa declared.

We lay there for an hour. Touching, talking, connecting.

Eventually, Elena clapped her hands. “Bath time. Let’s clean off the paint and preserve the photos first.”

The wives photographed each belly carefully. Documenting the art. Then we trooped to the massive bathroom.

Eight pregnant wives and one exhausted king in a tub built for orgies.

Warm water dissolved the paint slowly. We washed each other gently.

“Nine more days,” Elena murmured.

“Until Christmas Eve,” Tamara finished.

“What happens then?” I asked.

“You’ll see.” Elena’s smile was mysterious. “Trust me.”

“Always.”

We dried off and headed to bed. All nine of us in the master bedroom. Piled together like puppies.

Eight bellies surrounding me. Eight babies I’d put there. Eight women I loved.

I fell asleep to the sound of soft breathing and the feeling of babies kicking against my sides.

Tomorrow would bring more worship.

But tonight, we just rested together.


Chapter 15: Day 18: Lingerie Parade

Elena woke me with a wrapped box.

“Day eighteen,” she announced. “Today is special.”

I sat up. “What’s in the box?”

“Your outfit for tonight.” She smiled. “We’ve all been hiding our Christmas lingerie. Tonight, we reveal everything.”

“Lingerie parade?”

“Exactly. Each wife will model what she’s been secretly packing. You’ll watch. You’ll admire. And then…” She pulled out a velvet bag. “You’ll draw ornaments from this bag. Each ornament has a number. That number determines breeding order.”

“Creative.”

“I thought so.” She kissed me quickly. “Get ready. Parade starts at eight.”

The day was quiet. Purposeful anticipation.

The wives disappeared into different rooms to prepare. I could hear giggles and whispers. Occasional squeals of excitement.

Jade made me drink protein shakes. “Eight wives. One night. You’ll need the stamina.”

“I’ve been handling it so far.”

“This is different.” She checked her medical notes. “This will be the most intense physical performance of the entire calendar. I’m monitoring you afterward.”

Elena had transformed the great room into a runway. Red carpet down the center. Throne-like chair at one end for me. Christmas tree nearby with empty hooks where ornaments would hang.

The bag of ornaments sat on a table. Eight small glass balls, each with a number inside.

“Nervous?” Jade asked.

“Excited.”

“Good.” She handed me another shake. “Drink.”

At precisely eight p.m., the lights dimmed.

Music started. Something sultry and festive.

Elena’s voice came over the speaker system. “Welcome to the Christmas Breeding Parade. Our king will witness each wife’s offering. Then fate will decide the order of worship.”

The first wife appeared at the top of the stairs.

Tamara.

She wore gold mesh that covered nothing and everything at once. The material clung to every curve. Her twenty-six-week belly pressed against it. Those thick hips swayed as she descended.

Gold heels made her legs look endless. Her tight curls were adorned with gold clips.

She walked the runway slowly. Professional model energy. When she reached me, she turned slowly, giving me the full view of her legendary ass in gold mesh.

“Beautiful,” I breathed.

“For you, my king.” She kissed my cheek and moved to the side.

Next came Paige.

Candy-cane striped lingerie. Red and white bra straining over her pregnancy-enlarged breasts. Matching panties that barely covered her pussy. Stockings with little bows.

At thirty weeks with twins, her belly was enormous. The stripes emphasized just how big she’d gotten.

She worked the runway like the brat she was. Blowing kisses. Making faces. Turning around and bending over to show off her bubble butt.

“What do you think, Coach?” she called.

“I think you’re trouble.”

“Good!” She bounced to the side, joining Tamara.

Alyssa glided down next.

Emerald green velvet. A teddy that somehow contained her massive E-cup breasts. The fabric hugged her eighteen-week twin belly. Matching robe that flowed behind her like a cape.

Her copper hair was curled and pinned up. Freckles visible across her chest and shoulders.

She moved like a mother—graceful and soft and nurturing. When she reached me, she let the robe fall.

The back of the teddy was completely open. Just strings across her pale back.

“Gorgeous,” I said.

“Thank you, honey.” She kissed me and joined the others.

Maya strutted down in black satin.

Corset that accentuated her already-perfect hourglass. Twenty-three-week belly rising above the top. Stockings with seams up the back. Impossibly high heels that made her legs look a mile long.

That caramel skin glowed against the black fabric. Her hair was styled in victory rolls—vintage pinup energy.

She spun for me. The light caught the sakura branch tattoo on her ribs.

“Approved?” she asked.

“Very.”

She winked and joined the line.

Marisol sauntered down in red silk.

A babydoll negligee that floated around her sixteen-week belly. The red set off her honey-brown skin perfectly. Her thick hips and dancer thighs moved to an internal rhythm—pure salsa even when walking.

Gold hoop earrings. Hair loose and wild.

She stopped in front of me and did a slow turn. The babydoll lifted slightly, showing matching red panties that barely contained her ass.

“Mi rey,” she purred.

“Mi amor,” I replied.

She giggled and moved aside.

Yoo-mi bounced down in pink ribbons.

Literally. Pink ribbons crisscrossed her petite body, covering nipples and pussy but leaving everything else bare. More ribbons in her violet hair. Pink heels with ankle straps.

Her sixteen-week belly was small compared to the others but perfect on her frame.

She performed a little dance at the end of the runway. K-pop choreography adapted for pregnancy. Cute and sexy simultaneously.

“Oppa!” she squealed. “Do you like?”

“I love.”

She made a finger-heart and joined the others.

Jade descended in white.

Medical-themed but make it sexy. A nurse’s outfit adapted with lace and transparency. White stockings with garter belt. Her fifteen-week belly barely visible under the short dress.

She’d let her auburn hair down. Applied makeup. Transformed from clinical doctor to fantasy nurse.

She posed at the foot of the runway. “Doctor’s orders: you’re required to breed all of us tonight.”

“I accept my prescription.”

She smiled and stepped aside.

Finally, Elena.

Our ice queen descended in white lace.

A full bridal ensemble. White lace bra and panties. Garter belt. Stockings. A sheer veil over her face.

At thirteen weeks, her belly was barely showing. But her statuesque frame made every piece of lingerie look like haute couture.

She walked with regal precision. When she reached me, she lifted her veil.

“Your wife,” she said simply.

“My queen.”

She kissed me—deep and possessive. Then stepped back.

All eight wives stood in a line. A buffet of pregnant beauty in lingerie.

“Now,” Elena announced. “The drawing.”

She brought the velvet bag to me. Eight ornaments inside.

“Draw one at a time. That wife comes forward and receives her breeding. Then draw again.”

I reached into the bag. Pulled an ornament.

Number three.

“Who has three?” I called.

Tamara stepped forward. “That’s me.”

She handed me a card. On it: her preference for the session.

Position: Reverse cowgirl. Location: The couch by the fire. Focus: Slow and deep.

“Everyone comfortable watching?” I asked the room.

Chorus of yes.

I led Tamara to the couch. She climbed on, that gold mesh still clinging to every curve, catching the firelight like liquid metal. Positioned herself facing away from me, that legendary ass on full display.

I pulled the mesh aside and found her soaked pussy, dark folds glistening with arousal. She sank down onto my cock with a long, deep moan, taking me inch by inch until I was buried completely.

“Oh yes,” she breathed. “This is perfect. Feel so full.”

She rode me slowly. Rolling those thick hips in that dancer rhythm, grinding down on each stroke. Her magnificent ass bounced and rippled with each movement. The gold mesh caught the firelight beautifully, glinting against her ebony skin.

The other wives watched from their spots. Some touching themselves through their lingerie. Others leaning forward, admiring the show. Paige had her hand inside those candy-cane panties.

Tamara reached back and gripped my thighs for leverage. Started bouncing harder, rising until just my tip remained inside her wet heat, then slamming down to take me whole. Her pussy gripped and released with each stroke, milking my cock with practiced expertise.

“I’m close,” she gasped, her voice cracking. “Going to cum on your cock.”

“Cum for me. Let them see.”

She did. That full-body shake, her back arching, her ebony skin gleaming with sweat. Her pussy clamped down hard, walls spasming around my shaft, milking me perfectly while she screamed her release.

I came with her. Flooding her pregnant womb while she cried out, my cock pulsing, pumping thick ropes of seed deep inside.

She climbed off slowly, my softening cock slipping free. Cum leaked from her well-fucked pussy, running down her thick thighs.

“Thank you, my king.” She kissed me and returned to the line.

I drew again.

Number seven.

Yoo-mi squealed. “Me!”

Her card read: Position: Missionary. Location: The fur rug. Focus: Ribbons stay on.

I laid her down on the soft furs. Those pink ribbons still crisscrossing her petite body.

I entered her gently. She was so tight. Always so tight.

“Oppa,” she moaned. “Feels so good.”

I fucked her slowly. Watching her face transform. The ribbons shifted with each thrust, revealing and concealing.

She came fast—that quick trigger she had. Screaming in Korean while her pussy clenched.

I followed. Filling her pregnant womb while she sobbed my name.

Next: Number five.

Marisol’s turn.

Position: Doggy. Location: Over the armchair. Focus: Hair pulling.

She bent over the armchair. That red silk babydoll rode up, exposing her ass.

I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled gently. She moaned.

“Yes, mi rey. Like that.”

I entered her from behind. Used her hair for leverage. Fucked her hard while she chanted Spanish praise.

She came loud. Her whole body shaking. I filled her and released her hair.

Number one.

Elena.

Position: Missionary. Location: The bed. Focus: Eye contact. No words.

We moved to the master bedroom. I laid her back on white sheets—bridal white on white.

I removed her lingerie piece by piece. Slowly. Reverently.

When she was bare, I positioned myself above her.

Our eyes locked.

I entered her. That tight grip I knew so well.

We moved together in silence. Just breathing. Just feeling. Just loving.

Her gray eyes never left mine. I watched every micro-expression. Every flutter of pleasure.

When she came, tears spilled down her temples. Happy tears.

I came with her. Our tenth shared pregnancy. Our tenth miracle.

After, we held each other.

“I love you,” I whispered.

“I love you too.”

We returned to the great room.

Number six.

Jade.

Position: Exam table (brought from basement). Location: Center of room. Focus: Clinical dirty talk.

She’d prepared. An actual exam table sat in the center now.

Jade climbed on. Put her feet in stirrups. Still wearing the sexy nurse outfit.

“Patient Lawson requires immediate insemination,” she announced clinically.

I positioned myself between her legs. “Treatment administered.”

I fucked her while she narrated like a medical procedure.

“Penetration depth: optimal. Stimulation quality: excellent. Patient response: highly positive.”

She came with a clinical gasp. I filled her with equally professional efficiency.

Number eight.

Paige.

Position: Anal (if king agrees). Location: Bent over the presents. Focus: Brat taming.

“You sure?” I asked.

“Very sure.” She bent over the pile of wrapped presents under the tree. Her candy-striped ass in the air. “I’ve been wanting this all week.”

I grabbed lube from the supply basket. Prepared her carefully.

When I pushed into her tight ass, she groaned.

“Fuck yes. Fill my ass, Coach.”

I did. Slow at first, then harder. Using one hand to spank her occasionally.

“Such a brat,” I growled.

“Your brat,” she moaned.

She came from anal alone—her pussy clenching on nothing while I filled her ass.

Number two.

Alyssa.

Position: Tit-fuck to finish inside. Location: The furs. Focus: Lactation play.

She lay back and pushed those enormous E-cups together.

I fucked her cleavage. Milk leaked around my cock, making everything slick.

“So good,” she moaned. “I love this.”

After a few minutes, I pulled back. Positioned between her legs. Entered her pussy.

She came immediately. Milk spraying from her nipples as she orgasmed.

I came deep inside her.

Finally: Number four.

Maya.

Position: Countdown challenge. Location: Anywhere. Focus: She picks the count.

“Ten,” Maya announced. “You have to make me cum exactly ten times before you finish.”

“Challenge accepted.”

I lost track of positions. Lost track of locations.

Maya came on the couch. On the floor. Bent over the chair. Pressed against the window.

I counted with her.

“One… Two… Three…”

By eight, she was sobbing.

“Nine!”

“One more,” I encouraged.

I found that perfect angle. That perfect rhythm.

“TEN!” she screamed.

I came with her. Both of us collapsing in a heap.

Eight wives. Eight positions. Eight creampies.

I lay on the floor, completely spent.

They surrounded me. All in their lingerie. All satisfied. All glowing.

“That was perfect,” Elena said softly.

“Agreed,” the others chorused.

“Seven more days,” Paige murmured. “Until Christmas Eve.”

“What’s the plan for Christmas Eve?” I asked.

“You’ll see.” Elena smiled mysteriously. “But it will be the culmination of everything.”

We stayed there on the floor. Too satisfied to move.

Eventually, we trooped to the bathroom for another group bath.

Cleaned the lingerie carefully. Hung the ornaments on the tree as mementos.

Before we could leave the room, Jade pulled out her portable ultrasound wand.

“One more thing,” she said. “Paige, stay there.”

Paige looked confused but complied. Jade lifted the candy-striped top and ran the wand over that massive twin belly.

The screen flickered to life. Two babies. Two heartbeats. Both strong.

“Perfect,” Jade announced. “Both twins are thriving. Growth is right on track. These babies are healthy and happy.”

Paige burst into tears. “Really?”

“Really.” Jade smiled. “You’re doing everything right.”

I pulled Paige close. Kissed her forehead. Our twins were perfect.

“Day twenty-two is the hot springs ritual,” Elena announced. “We’ll rest for a few days first. Days nineteen through twenty-one will be quieter—recovery time. Then the real magic happens.”

“Outdoor again?” I asked.

“Under the stars.” She looked at the window. The storm had fully passed. Clear skies promised. “Perfect conditions for worship.”

We went to bed tangled together.

Eight pregnant wives.

One exhausted king.

Seven more days of celebration.

I fell asleep smiling.


Chapter 16: Day 22: Hot Springs Ritual

Days nineteen through twenty-one had been quieter. Extended sessions, Elena called them—private time for couples, smaller groups, recovery. We’d taken long walks in the snow, shared intimate moments without the structure of the calendar, and simply existed as a family.

But Day 22 was special.

The sky was crystal clear.

After weeks of storms, the weather had finally broken completely. Stars blazed overhead. The moon was nearly full—bright enough to cast shadows on the snow.

Perfect conditions for the hot springs ritual.

Elena gathered us at sunset.

“Tonight is about returning to nature,” she explained. “About connecting with the elements. Fire, water, earth, air. All of us together under the sky.”

The outdoor hot springs sat on a stone terrace behind the chalet. Steam rose in thick clouds where hot water met cold air. The pool itself was large enough for all nine of us.

Surrounding it: candles in glass hurricanes. Blankets and towels. Massage oils. A small table with wine for those not pregnant and sparkling cider for those who were.

“This is beautiful,” Tamara breathed.

“This is freezing,” Paige added. “Let’s get in the water.”

We stripped on the deck. The cold air hit skin like a slap. But the hot springs beckoned.

I climbed in first. The water was perfectly hot. Almost too hot. But after a moment, my body adjusted.

The wives followed. Eight pregnant women descending into steaming water. The contrast of cold air and hot water created an otherworldly atmosphere.

Paige’s thirty-one-week twin belly floated slightly. Tamara’s twenty-seven-week bump rose above the waterline. Alyssa’s milk sprayed as she settled in, white streams mixing with the steaming water. Maya’s perfect curves looked carved from caramel.

Marisol and Yoo-mi, both at sixteen weeks, still looked relatively small compared to the others. But their bellies were undeniably present.

Jade’s fifteen weeks was barely visible. But her face showed the glow of pregnancy.

Elena at thirteen weeks still had her flat, statuesque figure. But we all knew life grew inside her.

“Form a circle,” Elena instructed. “All facing center.”

We arranged ourselves. Eight wives surrounding me.

The steam swirled around us. Above, stars burned in a black sky. The moon painted everything silver.

“This is the Blessing of Warmth,” Elena began. Her voice took on a ritual quality. “We pass our king from sister to sister. Each takes him inside. Each receives his seed. We move as one family. One body. One love.”

“How do we decide order?” Jade asked.

“Clockwise from me,” Elena said. “Natural as the earth’s turning.”

She positioned herself in front of me. That pale skin glowing in the moonlight.

“Begin with me,” she said.

I pulled her onto my lap. The hot water made everything slick. I entered her easily.

Elena’s eyes fluttered closed. “Yes.”

She rode me slowly. Water sloshing around us. Steam wrapping us in mist.

The other wives watched. Touched themselves. Touched each other. Building energy.

Elena came quietly. Just a shudder and a gasp. I was close but held back.

“Save it,” she whispered. “Share it with everyone.”

She moved aside.

Tamara took her place.

That thick body settled onto my lap. Her pussy gripped me perfectly. She moved with dancer grace even in water.

“Beautiful,” I told her.

“You too, my king.”

She rode for a few minutes. Building pleasure. Then pulled off before I could finish.

“Next,” she breathed.

Maya took her turn.

Those perfect curves sliding onto me. Her tight pussy. Her moans mixing with the sound of bubbling water.

“Feels so good,” she gasped.

She came fast—that quick trigger. But pulled off before I could follow.

Alyssa next.

She was careful. At nineteen weeks with twins, she moved slowly. But once settled, she rode me with maternal confidence.

Milk sprayed from her nipples into the water. Creating swirls of white.

“I’m close,” she warned.

“Let go.”

She came with a soft cry. Pulled off. Kissed me deeply.

Marisol replaced her.

That honey-brown skin. Those thick hips. She moved like she was dancing salsa—all rhythm and heat.

“Mi rey,” she moaned. “So perfect.”

She came whispering Spanish. Pulled off trembling.

Yoo-mi bounced onto me.

So petite. So tight. That violet hair wet and plastered to her head.

She rode frantically. “Oppa! Oppa! Oppa!”

Her orgasm hit fast. She screamed in Korean. Pulled off and collapsed against Marisol.

Jade took her place with clinical precision.

“Subject Lawson mounting primary donor,” she announced with a smile.

“Jade,” I warned. “Not the science talk right now.”

“Fine.” She sank onto me. “Just fuck me then.”

I did. Gripping her narrow hips. Thrusting up while she rode down.

She came gasping. “So good. So fucking good.”

She pulled off. My cock was aching. I’d been close so many times.

Paige was last.

She maneuvered her massive twin belly carefully. “This is tricky at thirty-one weeks.”

“Take your time.”

She positioned herself facing away. Reverse cowgirl. Her enormous belly floated in the water.

When she sank onto me, we both moaned.

“Yes,” she hissed. “Needed this.”

She bounced carefully. Water splashing. Her ass slapping against my thighs.

“I’m so close,” I warned.

“Not yet.” She pulled off.

I nearly cried in frustration.

Elena moved in front of me again.

“Now,” she announced. “We move faster. You take each of us in sequence. Quick. Building to the finish. When you cum, you stay inside whoever you’re with. Understood?”

“Yes.”

She climbed on, that tight pussy gripping me. I thrust up three times. Hard. Feeling her walls clench. Then she moved.

Tamara. Her hot cunt swallowed me. Three deep thrusts, balls slapping. Move.

Maya. That perfect hourglass sliding down. Three thrusts into her tight heat. Move.

Alyssa. Her milky tits brushing my chest. Three thrusts while she gasped. Move.

We cycled faster. Each wife taking me for just seconds, her pussy barely releasing before the next claimed me. Eight different heats. Eight different grips. Eight women passing me between them.

The pleasure built exponentially. Each new cunt felt tighter than the last. I was drowning in wet warmth.

Around and around the circle. The steam swirled. Stars blazed above.

Faster now.

Elena—tight and controlling. Tamara—hot and rippling. Maya—gripping and milking. Alyssa—wet and eager. Marisol—dancing even now. Yoo-mi—impossibly snug. Jade—precise and clenching. Paige—bratty and demanding.

Again. Faster.

My cock throbbed with the need to release. Each wife brought me closer. Each wet slide pushed me toward the edge.

“Who wants it?” I groaned, voice raw. “Can’t hold back.”

“Me,” Paige gasped, positioning herself. “Fill me! Give me that cum!”

She sank onto me one last time, her thirty-one-week twin belly floating in the steaming water.

I thrust up hard and came.

The orgasm ripped through me like fire. I flooded her pregnant pussy while she screamed, my cock pulsing and throbbing, pumping thick rope after rope into her womb. Her walls clenched rhythmically, milking every drop. Her twin belly pressed against me as I emptied myself completely, eight different pussies’ worth of pleasure releasing at once.

We collapsed together. Both shaking. Both spent.

The other wives surrounded us. Touching. Kissing. Praising.

“Beautiful ritual,” Elena murmured.

“Look,” Jade pointed up.

A shooting star streaked across the sky.

Then another.

“Meteor shower,” Maya breathed. “The Geminids. I forgot they peak tonight.”

We lay back in the water. Watching the sky.

Stars fell in brilliant streaks. Dozens of them. Hundreds maybe.

“Make a wish,” Yoo-mi whispered.

I looked at my family. Eight pregnant wives. Eight babies growing. Eight women who’d chosen this life with me.

“I already have everything I could wish for,” I said.

“Sap,” Paige teased. But she was crying.

We stayed in the hot springs for hours. Soaking. Touching. Watching stars fall.

At some point, Alyssa started humming. Christmas carols. Soft and sweet.

The others joined in. Eight voices singing under the stars.

Silent night. Holy night.

The steam swirled around us like incense.

All is calm. All is bright.

The babies kicked inside their mothers. I felt Paige’s twins moving against my side.

Sleep in heavenly peace.

This was heaven. Right here.

Eventually, the cold air drove us inside. We dried off slowly. Wrapped in warm robes.

“One more day of rest,” Elena murmured. “Then Christmas Eve.” She looked at me with an intensity that made my breath catch. “My special day.”

“What’s the plan?” I asked for the hundredth time.

“Tomorrow we prepare. The day after, we culminate everything.” Her smile was secretive. “Every ritual. Every blessing. Every moment of the advent calendar. All leading to my design for Christmas Eve.”

“Sounds intense.”

“It will be.” She kissed me softly. “Rest tomorrow. Save your energy. You’ll need it.”

We went to bed early. All nine of us in the master bedroom again.

I dreamed of stars falling. Of babies being born. Of my family growing and thriving.

When I woke, sunlight streamed through the windows.

Two days until Christmas Eve.

Two days until the grand finale.

I pulled my wives closer and went back to sleep.


Chapter 17: Day 24: Christmas Eve Mass Breeding

Christmas Eve dawned clear and cold.

I woke to find Elena already dressed. Black robe. Hair perfect. The ice queen at her most regal.

“Today,” she said simply.

“The grand finale.”

“Everything we’ve built. Everything we’ve practiced. All culminates tonight.” She handed me coffee. “Drink. Eat. Prepare yourself.”

The day felt sacred somehow.

The wives moved with purpose. Decorating. Preparing. Whispering to each other.

Tamara led a group meditation. We sat in a circle, breathing together, centering ourselves.

Jade checked everyone’s vitals. Made sure all babies were healthy. Confirmed everyone felt good physically and emotionally.

Alyssa cooked a feast. Turkey, sides, desserts. We ate together at a long table, candles everywhere.

Paige documented everything with her camera. “For our family archives,” she explained.

As the sun set, Elena called me to the master bedroom.

“Your ritual attire,” she said.

White linen pants. Soft and comfortable. No shirt.

“That’s it?”

“You’re the avatar of fertility. The god at the center. You should be bare.” She traced my abs. “Beautiful.”

She helped me dress. Kissed my shoulder.

“Tonight will be intense,” she warned. “Eight wives. One full breeding ritual. You’ll take each of us in sequence, speaking blessings, making love, filling us with your seed.”

“I understand.”

“And at the end…” Her eyes gleamed. “You’ll take me last. At midnight. When Christmas arrives. You’ll breed me and we’ll all reach climax together.”

“All of you?”

“We’ve been practicing.” She smiled. “Edging ourselves all day. Building energy. When you fill me at midnight, we’ll all let go.”

“Jesus Christ.”

“No.” She kissed me deeply. “Our king. Our god. Our everything.”

Evening fell.

The great room had been transformed into a temple.

The fireplace roared. Candles covered every surface—hundreds of them. Pine branches formed a bower around the main bed. Christmas lights twinkled overhead.

The Christmas tree stood in one corner, ornaments glittering.

Music played softly. Christmas carols mixed with something more primal.

The wives entered one by one.

All wore white. Sheer gowns that showed everything but revealed nothing. Like brides. Like goddesses.

They formed a line before me.

Elena stood front and center.

“Welcome to the Christmas Eve Mass Breeding,” she announced. “Tonight we celebrate life. Creation. Family. Love.”

The wives responded in unison. “We celebrate.”

“Our king will take each wife in the order drawn twenty-one days ago. As he breeds us, we speak our blessings. We share our gratitude. We build energy together.”

“We build together.”

“When midnight arrives, our king will breed me—his high priestess—and we will all climax as one family.”

“One family.”

The ritual formality sent shivers down my spine.

Elena consulted a card. “First: Alyssa.”

Alyssa stepped forward. Removed her white gown. At nineteen weeks with twins, her body was fertility incarnate. Those enormous E-cups. That round belly. Copper hair loose and wild.

She lay on the bed. Spread her freckled thighs wide. Those enormous E-cups spilled to the sides, nipples already hard and leaking. Her nineteen-week twin belly rose between us like a sacred altar.

“Bless me, my king.”

I positioned myself above her, the head of my cock finding her slick entrance. “Alyssa. Mother. Nurturer. You carry my twins with grace and strength. I bless your womb and the lives growing within.”

I entered her slowly, feeling her wet heat part around me inch by inch.

She gasped, her back arching. “Thank you.”

I made love to her gently. Missionary. Eye contact locked. Intimate and sacred. Her pussy gripped me with each slow thrust, walls rippling around my shaft. I could feel her twins kick against my stomach as I moved inside their mother.

When she came, tears streamed down her temples. Her cunt clenched rhythmically, milking me as her body shook. “I’m so grateful. For you. For this family. For our babies.”

I thrust deep one final time and came inside her. Filling her pregnant womb with thick pulses of seed while she sobbed beneath me.

“Blessed,” Elena intoned.

Alyssa moved to the side. Sat on cushions. Her hands moved to her pussy—keeping herself aroused. Building energy.

“Second: Tamara.”

Tamara glided forward. Her twenty-seven-week belly proud and high. Dark skin glowing in candlelight.

“Bless me, my king.”

“Tamara. Teacher. Warrior. You embody strength and grace. I bless your womb and the child who will be as powerful as you.”

I took her from behind. On hands and knees. That magnificent ass bouncing.

“Yes,” she moaned. “I’m grateful for your seed. Your love. This chosen family.”

She came with a full-body shudder. I filled her immediately after.

“Blessed.”

She joined Alyssa on the cushions. Her fingers found her clit.

“Third: Maya.”

Maya stepped forward. Twenty-three weeks of perfect hourglass curves.

“Bless me, my king.”

“Maya. Protector. Strategist. You guard our family with brilliance and devotion. I bless your womb and the child who will inherit your intelligence.”

I pulled her onto my lap. She rode me facing forward. Those amber eyes locked on mine.

“I’m grateful,” she gasped. “For a family that accepts all of me. My quirks. My needs. Everything.”

Multiple orgasms as always. She came three times before I finally filled her.

“Blessed.”

She joined the others. Three wives touching themselves. Building energy.

“Fourth: Marisol.”

Marisol approached. Sixteen weeks. Honey-brown skin. Thick dancer hips.

“Bless me, my king.”

“Marisol. Bridge. Healer. You bring cultures together with love and understanding. I bless your womb and the child who will unite us all.”

I bent her over the arm of the couch. Entered her from behind while gripping her hips.

“Gracias, mi rey,” she moaned. “For choosing me. For making me family. For giving me purpose.”

She came whispering Spanish prayers. I flooded her with cum.

“Blessed.”

Four wives on the cushions now. All touching themselves. All staying aroused.

“Fifth: Yoo-mi.”

The petite idol bounced forward. Sixteen weeks. Violet hair. Delicate features.

“Bless me, my king.”

“Yoo-mi. Joy. Voice. You bring happiness and music to our family. I bless your womb and the child who will sing with your heart.”

I laid her on the furs. Missionary. Gentle but deep.

“Oppa,” she sobbed. “Saranghae. I love being yours. Love being pregnant. Love this family so much.”

She came screaming in Korean. I filled her tiny body with seed.

“Blessed.”

Five wives building energy.

“Sixth: Jade.”

Our doctor stepped forward. Fifteen weeks. Lean and professional even naked.

“Bless me, my king.”

“Jade. Healer. Guardian. You protect our health and our children with dedication beyond measure. I bless your womb and the child who will carry your compassion.”

I took her on the exam table she’d brought up. Stirrups and all.

“I’m grateful,” she gasped, “for a family that values science and spirit equally. For letting me be both doctor and mother.”

She came clenching around me. I gave her every drop.

“Blessed.”

Six wives edging together.

“Seventh: Paige.”

Our brat waddled forward. Thirty-two weeks with twins. Enormous belly.

“Bless me, my king.”

“Paige. Fire. Fighter. You challenge us to be better every day. I bless your womb and the twins who will inherit your strength.”

I helped her onto the bed. Side by side. Gentle because of how pregnant she was.

“Thank you,” she whispered, all brat mask gone. “For loving me when I’m difficult. For seeing past my walls. For these babies.”

She came sobbing. I filled her carefully.

“Blessed.”

Seven wives on the edge.

“And now,” Elena announced. “We wait for midnight.”

The clock showed 11:45.

Elena removed her white gown. At fourteen weeks, her belly was barely visible. But her statuesque frame was perfection itself.

She lay on the bed. Spread her legs. That ice queen offering herself.

“Fifteen minutes,” she said. “You’ll enter me now. But you won’t move. You’ll stay still. Let us build together.”

I positioned myself above her. Entered slowly.

We both gasped.

“Don’t move,” she commanded.

I stayed still. Buried deep inside her. Feeling her walls pulse around me.

The other wives surrounded the bed. All still touching themselves. All on the edge of climax.

Elena began counting down.

“Ten minutes.”

The energy in the room was electric. Eight women. One man. All connected.

“Five minutes.”

My cock throbbed inside Elena. She squeezed me with internal muscles. Building pressure.

“Three minutes.”

The wives moaned in unison. All of them close. So close.

“One minute.”

Elena wrapped her legs around me. “When midnight strikes, you move. You breed me hard and fast. And we all cum together.”

“Yes.”

“Thirty seconds.”

The clock ticked.

“Twenty.”

I could hear hearts pounding. Heavy breathing. The crackle of fire.

“Ten.”

Elena’s eyes locked on mine. Gray ice melting to molten silver.

“Five. Four. Three. Two. One.”

Midnight.

I thrust.

Hard. Deep. Claiming my ice queen completely, driving into her tight cunt with everything I had.

Elena screamed, her ice queen composure shattering completely. Her legs locked around my waist, pulling me deeper.

Around us, seven other voices screamed too. A chorus of ecstasy filling the candlelit temple.

I pounded into her. Breeding her with desperate intensity. Feeling her pussy clench and ripple around my shaft, milking me with each thrust. Her walls squeezed so tight I saw stars.

“Fuck me!” she gasped. “Breed your queen!”

The other wives came in unison around us. Hands working their own soaking pussies. Bodies shaking and convulsing. Seven voices screaming their synchronized releases while I rutted into their High Priestess.

Eight women climaxing at once. The sound was overwhelming. Primal. Sacred.

The energy crackled through the room like electricity.

I thrust deep into Elena one final time and came.

My cock pulsed and throbbed, flooding her womb with everything I had left. Thick ropes of cum pumping into her, spurt after spurt, while she convulsed beneath me. Her pussy milked me desperately, drinking down every drop of seed.

“Yes!” she screamed, voice cracking. “Breed me! Fill me! Make me yours forever!”

Around us, the wives collapsed onto their cushions. Still coming. Still shaking. Still touching themselves through wave after wave of pleasure.

The room filled with the sounds of ecstasy. Moaning. Crying. Praising. The wet sounds of fingers on cunts. The crackle of fire.

I kept moving. Kept pumping through my own aftershocks. Gave Elena everything I had and then found more to give.

When the last pulses faded, we all collapsed together. Nine bodies. Eight satisfied cunts dripping with cum. One completely drained king.

Eight wives. One king. All connected in the afterglow.

Silence except for heavy breathing.

Then Paige started laughing.

“Holy fuck,” she gasped. “That was insane.”

“That was perfect,” Tamara corrected.

“That was Christmas,” Elena murmured.

We lay together in a pile. Pregnant bellies everywhere. Skin sticky with sweat and cum. Completely satisfied.

“Merry Christmas,” I managed.

“Merry Christmas,” they echoed.

We stayed there for an hour. Too blissed out to move.

Eventually, we made it to the bathroom. Another group bath. Gentle washing. Soft touches.

Back to the bedroom. All nine of us in bed together.

“Tomorrow is Christmas Day,” Elena said softly. “We rest. We exchange gifts. We celebrate family.”

“Sounds perfect,” I replied.

We fell asleep wrapped around each other.

Eight pregnant wives.

One exhausted king.

One perfect family.

Christmas Day awaited.


Chapter 18: Christmas Morning

Sunlight woke me gently.

No urgency. No schedule. Just warm golden light filtering through windows.

I lay surrounded by pregnant bodies. Eight wives tangled around me. Soft breathing. Peaceful faces.

Paige had one arm thrown across my chest. Her massive twin belly pressed against my side.

Tamara curled behind me. Her belly warm against my back.

Maya’s head rested on my shoulder. Alyssa’s legs intertwined with mine.

Marisol, Yoo-mi, Jade, and Elena formed the outer ring. All touching. All connected.

I didn’t want to move.

But nature called.

I extracted myself carefully. Nobody woke.

The chalet was quiet. Fire burned low in the great room. Candles had burned down to nubs. Pine needles scattered the floor.

Evidence of last night’s ritual everywhere.

I started coffee. Watched snow fall gently outside.

Christmas morning.

“Merry Christmas.”

I turned. Elena stood in the doorway. White robe wrapped around her. Hair loose. Face soft.

“Merry Christmas,” I replied.

She poured coffee. Stood beside me at the window.

“Thank you,” she said quietly.

“For what?”

“For all of it. The calendar. The patience. The love.” Her hand moved to her barely-there belly. “For giving me this. A family. Babies. Purpose.”

“Thank you for creating it. For organizing everything. For being our queen.”

We stood together in comfortable silence.

One by one, the others woke.

Stumbling out in robes and pajamas. Hair messy. Faces glowing.

“Coffee,” Paige demanded.

“Please,” Tamara added.

We gathered in the great room. Nine people on couches and floor. Wrapped in blankets. Sipping coffee and hot chocolate.

“Present time?” Yoo-mi asked hopefully.

“After breakfast,” Elena said firmly.

Alyssa and Marisol cooked together. Pancakes, bacon, fruit, pastries. A feast that filled the kitchen with amazing smells.

We ate slowly. No rush. Just family enjoying a meal together.

When the dishes were cleared, Elena brought out gifts.

“We agreed on one gift each,” she reminded everyone. “Something meaningful.”

She pulled the first package from under the tree. Handed it to me.

“From all of us.”

I unwrapped carefully. Inside: a leather-bound journal.

The first page had a photo. All nine of us. Taken by Paige’s drone. Standing in front of the chalet with snow falling around us.

Below it, handwritten messages.

Mason - You changed my life. Thank you for seeing me. - Paige

My king, my teacher, my love. Namaste. - Tamara

You gave me structure and freedom simultaneously. - Maya

Best decision I ever made was joining this family. - Alyssa

Mi rey, mi corazón. Te amo. - Marisol

Oppa, saranghae forever. - Yoo-mi

You made me believe in family again. - Jade

My husband, my king, my everything. - Elena

I had to wipe my eyes.

“Thank you,” I managed. “All of you.”

Elena rose gracefully. “I have something for each of you as well.”

She produced eight small velvet boxes from beneath the tree. Inside each: a gold pendant on a delicate chain. The front held a tiny window displaying a miniature ultrasound image of their baby. The back was engraved with their due date.

“So you always carry them with you,” Elena said softly. “Until you can hold them for real.”

More tears. More hugs. The wives passed around their pendants, comparing images, marveling at the tiny lives growing inside them.

My gifts were simpler but personal.

For Elena: A titanium necklace with coordinates engraved. The location of the island. Our future home.

For Paige: Professional camera equipment. To document our family as it grew.

For Tamara: Yoga retreat brochures. For after the babies came.

For Maya: Custom encryption hardware. Top of the line.

For Alyssa: Antique recipe book. From her grandmother’s era.

For Marisol: Music collection. Traditional Dominican and modern fusion.

For Yoo-mi: Recording studio time. Booked for next year.

For Jade: Medical journals subscription. Years prepaid.

Then I brought out the final gift—eight leather folders, each embossed with a wife’s name.

“These are personalized birthing plans,” I explained. “One for each of you. I worked with Jade to create them. Everything you’ve told me you want for your delivery—your preferences, your concerns, your support arrangements—it’s all documented.”

The wives opened their folders with wide eyes.

Paige found her request for a water birth option clearly noted. Tamara saw her preference for minimal medical intervention documented with Jade’s professional approval. Maya’s plan included her specific requests for data tracking and optimal timing. Alyssa’s detailed her lactation support needs for nursing twins.

Marisol’s plan was written in both English and Spanish. Yoo-mi’s included cultural considerations she’d mentioned in passing. Jade’s was the most clinical—but still personal, still thoughtful. Elena’s was the most detailed of all, every contingency planned for.

“You listened,” Tamara whispered. “To everything we said.”

“Of course I did.” I looked at each of them. “These babies—your bodies—they deserve plans that honor what each of you wants.”

Each wife cried. Each hugged me tight.

“Group photo,” Paige announced. She set up her camera on a timer.

We arranged ourselves in front of the Christmas tree. Eight pregnant wives. One king.

The camera clicked.

“One more,” Jade said. “But this time… bellies forward.”

We rearranged. The wives formed a line, all turned to show their pregnant profiles.

Paige’s massive twin belly at thirty-two weeks.

Tamara’s proud twenty-seven weeks.

Maya’s perfect twenty-four weeks.

Alyssa’s twenty weeks with her own twins.

Marisol and Yoo-mi at seventeen weeks each.

Jade at sixteen.

Elena at fourteen.

Eight bellies. Eight miracles.

The camera captured it.

“That’s going in the family album,” Alyssa declared.

“Frame and hang it,” Elena agreed.

Later, Jade set up her portable ultrasound.

“Christmas health check,” she announced. “Who wants to see their baby first?”

Everyone did.

We took turns on the couch. Jade squirting gel, running the wand, showing us the images.

Paige’s twins. Two perfect babies. Already big. Moving constantly.

“They’re fighters,” Jade said. “Like their mama.”

Tamara’s baby. Strong heartbeat. Arms and legs visible. Practicing kicks.

“Dancer,” Tamara breathed. “Already dancing.”

Maya’s baby. Measured perfectly. Right on schedule. Tiny hands visible on the screen.

“Beautiful,” Maya whispered.

Alyssa’s twins. Smaller than Paige’s but healthy. Both visible at once.

“Surprise twins,” Alyssa laughed. “Still can’t believe it.”

Marisol’s baby. Just starting to look human. Fingers forming.

“Mi bebé,” she sobbed. “My baby.”

Yoo-mi’s baby. Same age as Marisol’s. Tiny but perfect.

“Oppa, look,” Yoo-mi whispered. “That’s ours.”

Jade’s baby. Sixteen weeks. Fully formed in miniature. Heart beating strong.

“Mine,” she said softly. “After all these years of helping others… mine.”

Finally, Elena’s baby. Fourteen weeks. Smallest but visibly there. Moving already.

“My miracle,” Elena breathed. “I was starting to think I’d never have this.”

“You have it now,” I said.

“We all do,” she corrected.

We sat together after the ultrasounds. Jade packed up her equipment. Paige showed everyone the photos.

“Ten babies,” Tamara said. “Between eight women.”

“Our tribe,” Maya added.

“Our army,” Paige grinned.

“Our future,” Elena finished.

Paige’s phone buzzed. Then buzzed again. Then started buzzing continuously.

“What’s happening?” I asked.

She checked her notifications, eyes widening. “Oh my God. The Christmas content from this trip—the behind-the-scenes stuff I’ve been posting—it went viral.”

“How viral?” Maya asked, immediately interested in the data.

“Like, really viral.” Paige scrolled through her phone. “My followers started a donation campaign. They want to help us build…” She trailed off, tears forming. “They want to fund a nursery. On the island. For our babies.”

“How much?” Elena asked quietly.

Paige showed her the screen. Elena’s ice-queen mask cracked.

“That’s…” Elena swallowed. “That’s enough for a full nursery wing. Equipment. Staff quarters. Everything.”

“They love our family,” Paige whispered. “They believe in what we’re building.”

“Anonymous donors too,” Maya noted, looking over Paige’s shoulder. “Major contributions from people who just want to support us.”

I pulled Paige close. “Your platform. Your community. They made this happen.”

“We made it happen,” she corrected. “All of us. The content works because it’s real. Because we’re actually a family.”

“The island nursery,” Tamara breathed. “It’s going to be beautiful.”

“Our children will grow up together,” Alyssa added. “In a place built by people who love us.”

Paige wiped her eyes. “Best Christmas present ever.”

The afternoon passed in lazy contentment. Reading. Napping. Watching snow fall.

Elena and I found ourselves alone on the deck at sunset.

“Beautiful,” she murmured.

“Yeah.”

“Thank you for indulging my advent calendar idea.”

“Are you kidding? Best Christmas gift ever.”

She laughed. “It was elaborate.”

“It was perfect.” I pulled her close. “Every day. Every ritual. Every moment of worship. It reminded me how lucky I am.”

“We’re all lucky.” Her hand found mine. “I didn’t think I’d ever have this. A real family. Not politics. Not strategy. Just… love.”

“You have it.”

“We have it.”

The sun set in brilliant orange and pink. Painting the snow in watercolor.

“What happens next?” I asked. “After Christmas?”

“We go home. Back to the island.” Elena looked at the sky. “We prepare for the births. Build the nursery. Hire staff. Create our sanctuary.”

“And then?”

“Then we raise our children. Expand the family if others want to join. Build something lasting.” She turned to face me. “But mostly? We just love each other. Every day. Like this.”

“Sounds perfect.”

“It will be.”

We went back inside. The wives had started a fire. Made hot chocolate. Dimmed the lights.

We gathered on the floor. Pillows and blankets everywhere.

“One more tradition,” Alyssa said. “Christmas caroling.”

Yoo-mi pulled out her tablet. Started playing instrumental tracks.

We sang together. Eight voices and one attempting to carry a tune.

Silent night. Holy night.

Paige’s hand found mine.

All is calm. All is bright.

Tamara leaned against my shoulder.

Round yon virgin, mother and child.

Eight pregnant bellies surrounded me.

Sleep in heavenly peace.

This was peace. This was heaven.

We sang until our voices grew tired. Then we just sat together in the firelight.

“Best Christmas ever,” Paige murmured.

“Agreed,” the others chorused.

As midnight approached, we made our way to bed. Too full of food and love to do anything but sleep.

We piled together. Eight wives and one king. Pregnant bellies everywhere.

“Love you all,” I said into the darkness.

“Love you too,” they replied.

Outside, snow fell gently. Inside, our family rested together.

Eight babies growing. Eight women glowing. One man grateful beyond measure.

The advent calendar was complete.

But our story was just beginning.

Tomorrow we’d start packing. Planning our return. Preparing for the births to come.

But tonight—Christmas night—we just held each other close.

Savoring the peace. The love. The absolute perfection of this moment.

I fell asleep smiling.

Surrounded by family.

Warm and safe and loved.

Merry Christmas to us all.


Thank you for reading!

Hey, it’s Cole Cross. If you enjoyed this story, here are a few simple ways you can keep the energy going:

	Leave a rating or review
Even a few words, or just tapping a star rating, makes a big difference. Reviews help other readers discover the book, and ratings are completely anonymous. Both are deeply appreciated.

	Follow on Amazon
By following Cole Cross on Amazon, you’ll get notified whenever a new book is published. No emails, no spam, just a quiet alert for the next release.

	Explore more stories
If you’re curious what else might be waiting, more books from Cole Cross are just a search away. Kindle Unlimited reader? Every page you read helps support more wild ideas becoming real stories.



Thanks again for spending your time in this world. It means more than you know.

Cole Cross
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