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Prologue: Thiel’s Door
Thiel leaned back in his café chair, studying me with those sharp investor eyes.
“Your domain-flipping operation is impressive,” he said, his voice calm but direct. “Flipping keyword-rich domains for a thousand percent return is a neat trick. But the affiliate and AdSense arbitrage you’re running is what really got my attention.”
I kept my expression neutral. Inside, I was calculating the fortune sitting across this table.
“It’s a simple model,” I said. “Buy traffic, convert it at a higher margin. The key is finding the spread.”
“The key is seeing the spread before anyone else does,” he corrected. “You’re identifying undervalued attention and monetizing it with ruthless efficiency. That’s a skill set that scales.”
I sipped my coffee. “I’m always looking for the next inefficiency in the market.”
Thiel’s eyebrows lifted slightly. “Go on.”
“The next big wave is user-generated content. Blogs, forums, review sites. Platforms where communities create the value, and the platform owner captures a piece of it. The advertising model for that space hasn’t been perfected yet.”
“Interesting. What’s your take?”
“Targeted ads based on user behavior and community affiliation. People trust recommendations from their online tribes more than corporations.”
“Good.” Thiel pulled out a business card. “I’m funding a few ventures in that space. I’d like to keep this conversation going. We should talk again in a few months, after you’ve had more time to build out your network.”
Fuck yes.
“I’d be honored.”
“Excellent. I’ll have my assistant coordinate with you.”
We shook hands. The meeting had lasted forty minutes.
In those forty minutes, I’d just gotten myself on the radar of one of the most powerful men in Silicon Valley.
The walk back to the hotel felt surreal. Crisp winter air, palm trees stark against the blue sky, the distant hum of ambition and innovation. This was Silicon Valley in its raw form—a place where the future got built by kids in hoodies.
I pushed through the hotel lobby doors, riding a high that had nothing to do with drugs.
“How did it go?” Emily called out as I entered our suite.
She was sprawled across the couch, reading a fashion magazine. She was wearing a cashmere sweater and yoga pants that showed off her perfect thighs.
“Better than expected.”
“Details,” Chloe demanded from the kitchenette, where she was making coffee. Her tight jeans hugged every curve of that spectacular ass.
“He’s interested in our business model. Wants to keep tabs on our progress.”
“Interested how?” Vanessa looked up from her laptop. She was wearing a silk blouse that barely contained her massive tits. “As an investor?”
“Potentially. Down the road. For now, we’re on his radar.”
Emily bounced to her feet. “That calls for celebration.”
“We have dinner reservations at Evvia in an hour,” I said.
“Perfect.” Vanessa closed her laptop. “I brought something special to wear.”
An hour later, we walked into Palo Alto’s most exclusive restaurant looking like Silicon Valley royalty.
Emily wore a black cocktail dress that showed off her petite curves. Chloe had chosen a burgundy number that emphasized her thicc hips. Vanessa looked like a MILF goddess in emerald silk.
Every man in the restaurant stared as we passed.
I ordered wine. Expensive wine. Statement, not habit.
“So what did you talk about?” Emily said, leaning forward just enough to give me a view of her perky tits.
“The future of online advertising. How to monetize communities without alienating them.”
“Sounds addictive,” Chloe observed.
“That’s the point. The stickier the platform, the more valuable the advertising space.”
“And you’re getting in on the ground floor?” Vanessa asked.
“If everything goes according to plan.”
Under the table, Emily’s foot found my crotch. She rubbed slowly, deliberately.
“I love it when you take charge,” she whispered. “It makes me so fucking wet.”
My cock hardened instantly.
“The food’s incredible,” Chloe said, cutting into her lamb. But her eyes were locked on mine. “Almost as incredible as watching you work.”
“You three are going to get us kicked out of here,” I murmured.
“Let them try,” Vanessa purred. She leaned closer, her perfume intoxicating. “Do you know what I want to do to you tonight?”
“Tell me.”
“Everything.”
The walk back to the hotel was torture. Three beautiful women, all radiating sexual energy, all mine.
The moment our suite door clicked shut, Emily dropped to her knees like she’d been thinking about it all through dinner.
“Pitch practice time,” she announced with a wicked grin, her green eyes sparkling with mischief and wine.
My belt hit the floor with a metallic clink. My pants followed, pooling around my ankles as my cock sprang free, already hard from her teasing under the restaurant table.
Emily’s eyes widened appreciatively at the sight. “Mmm, look how excited you got from dinner,” she purred, wrapping her small hands around my shaft. “So thick, so ready for my mouth.”
She leaned forward and dragged her tongue slowly up my length, from base to tip, coating my cock with her saliva. The sensation was electric—warm, wet, deliberate.
“God, you taste good,” she moaned before wrapping her lips around my head and sucking gently.
Her mouth was pure heaven—soft, warm, incredibly wet. She worked her tongue around my sensitive tip while her hands stroked my shaft, creating the perfect combination of suction and pressure.
Behind me, Chloe pressed her massive tits against my back, her hard nipples poking through her sweater as she ground against me. Her hands roamed over my chest, fingers tracing the muscle definition I’d earned through months of disciplined training.
“Tell me about your strategy,” she whispered in my ear, her breath hot and sweet with wine. Her voice had that breathy, submissive quality that made my cock twitch in Emily’s mouth. “I need to record all the important details for our files.”
Across the room, Vanessa settled onto the leather sofa with feline grace. She crossed her long legs slowly, deliberately, the sound of silk stockings against silk making my pulse spike. Wine glass in hand, she watched us with the satisfaction of a queen observing her court perform for her pleasure.
“First step,” I managed as Emily took me deeper, her throat working around my shaft, “is securing the initial investment round.”
Emily pulled off with a wet, obscene pop, a string of saliva connecting her lips to my cock. “Like this?” She licked up my entire length again, this time slower, more deliberately, maintaining eye contact as her tongue traced the thick vein on the underside. “Investing everything I have in your success?”
“Fuck, yes,” I groaned, my hands tangling in her blonde curls.
Chloe’s hands moved lower, cupping my heavy balls with surprising boldness. I could feel her thick thighs pressing against my ass as she molded herself against me. “What about market penetration strategies?” she asked, her dirty talk masked in business terminology, her fingers rolling my balls gently. “How deep do you plan to go?”
“Deep and thorough,” I gasped as Emily’s tongue swirled around my head again, collecting the bead of precum that had formed there.
Vanessa uncrossed and recrossed her legs with deliberate slowness, the movement making her skirt ride up to reveal the lace tops of her stockings. Even from across the room, I caught a glimpse of red lace panties barely covering her pussy. “I think your strategy needs hands-on demonstration,” she purred, her voice husky with arousal.
Emily stood up with fluid grace, her petite body radiating heat and sexual energy. She grabbed my hand, her fingers intertwining with mine. “Bedroom. Now. Time to show you what a proper team presentation looks like.”
The three of them led me into the master suite like sirens drawing a sailor to his doom.
A very, very good doom.
Emily pushed me onto the king-sized bed with surprising force, her petite frame radiating sexual dominance. Then she turned to face the others, her perky tits bouncing as she moved. “Ground rules,” she announced, her voice taking on that commanding tone that meant she was orchestrating something special. “Condoms for all penetration—I want everyone safe and comfortable. Everyone gets multiple turns. Safeword is ‘yellow’ if anyone needs to pause, ‘red’ to stop completely.”
“Agreed,” Vanessa purred, her hands already working the zipper of her emerald dress, the sound loud in the charged atmosphere.
“God, yes,” Chloe breathed, her thick thighs already trembling with anticipation.
I watched, completely mesmerized, as they undressed each other with deliberate eroticism. Emily’s sweater and yoga pants came off to reveal her tight little body in all its glory. No bra, no panties—just smooth, pale skin and perky tits with hard pink nipples that begged to be sucked. Her pussy was already glistening with arousal, her lips slightly parted and ready.
Chloe’s tight jeans came off next, Vanessa helping her peel them down over her spectacular ass. The lacy black bra that had been struggling to contain her massive breasts finally came free, and her full tits bounced as they were released, heavy and perfect. Her thick thighs and round ass were even more breathtaking naked—soft curves that made my mouth water.
Vanessa was last, peeling away silk with the confidence of a woman who knew exactly how fucking incredible she looked. The emerald dress slid down her body like water, revealing massive natural tits that defied gravity, soft curves that screamed fertility, skin like cream that practically glowed in the ambient lighting. She kept her black stockings and stiletto heels on, the contrast making her look like a goddess of sex.
“Your turn, handsome,” Emily said, crawling onto the bed with feline grace, her ass swaying hypnotically.
I stripped quickly, my movements urgent with need. My cock sprang free, standing at full attention—thick, hard, already leaking precum at the sight of three naked goddesses.
“Fuck, look at that cock,” Chloe whispered, her eyes wide behind her glasses. “So thick and ready for us.”
“Condom first,” Vanessa reminded with a sultry smile, tossing me a strip from the nightstand. “Safety before pleasure.”
I rolled the latex down my shaft, my hands shaking slightly with anticipation. Emily positioned herself over me, facing the floor-to-ceiling windows so I could watch her perfect ass as she moved. The lights of Stanford campus glittered beyond the glass like a circuit board of ambition.
“Watch me take every inch,” she moaned, slowly sinking down onto my latex-wrapped cock. Her pussy was incredibly tight, gripping me like a velvet vise as she impaled herself completely.
“Oh fuck,” she cried out, her back arching as she adjusted to my size. “You’re so fucking big. I love how you stretch my tight little pussy.”
Behind her, Chloe straddled my face with trembling thighs, positioning her dripping wet cunt directly over my mouth. Her pussy was already soaking, her arousal coating her lips and filling my senses with her sweet, musky scent. I immediately dove in, licking and sucking her swollen clit while she ground against my tongue.
“Holy shit,” Chloe gasped, her massive tits bouncing as she rode my face. “Your tongue feels so fucking good. Don’t stop eating my pussy.”
Vanessa knelt beside us like a sex goddess overseeing her domain, her manicured hand stroking my chest while her other hand played with her own nipples. “Look at you,” she purred, her voice dripping with approval. “Taking care of both your girls at once. Such a good boy, making them both feel so good.”
Emily’s pace increased, her tight pussy gripping and releasing my cock with every thrust. Her moans filled the room as she bounced on my shaft, her perky tits jiggling with each movement. “I’m gonna cum,” she gasped, her voice breaking with pleasure. “Fuck, your cock is gonna make me cum so fucking hard.”
Chloe was grinding frantically against my tongue now, her thick thighs trembling uncontrollably around my head. Her pussy was flooding with juice, coating my chin as I devoured her. “Me too,” she sobbed. “Don’t stop licking my clit, don’t fucking stop.”
I could feel both their orgasms building, their bodies tensing above me. I sucked Chloe’s clit harder while thrusting up into Emily’s clenching pussy, determined to make them both explode.
They climaxed together in a symphony of pure lust—Emily’s high-pitched cries mixing with Chloe’s deeper, more guttural moans. Emily’s pussy spasmed around my cock, milking me desperately while Chloe’s cunt gushed against my face, her juices running down my throat. The sound and sensation pushed me right to the edge, but I gritted my teeth and held back.
This was just round one.
“Switch positions,” Emily panted, her chest heaving as she carefully climbed off my throbbing cock. “I want to watch Chloe get fucked now.”
Chloe moved into position with eager trembling, her thick thighs straddling my hips. Her hands shook as she rolled a fresh condom down my shaft, her touch electric against my sensitive skin. She positioned herself over me in missionary, then slowly sank down until my cock was buried to the hilt in her incredibly tight pussy.
“Holy fuck,” she whimpered, her voice breaking as she adjusted to my size. “You’re so thick, stretching my pussy so good. I can feel you so deep inside me.”
Her gorgeous tits bounced hypnotically as I began thrusting up into her, each movement sending ripples through her soft curves. Her pussy was like liquid silk wrapped around my cock—hot, wet, gripping me desperately with every stroke.
Emily positioned herself over my mouth this time, lowering her freshly fucked pussy to my eager lips. She tasted like sex and her own sweet arousal, her swollen clit hard and sensitive against my tongue. “Clean me up,” she moaned, grinding against my face. “Taste how wet you made me.”
Across the room, Vanessa had moved from observer to participant, one hand between her legs as she slowly stroked her pussy through the soaked lace of her red panties. Her other hand pinched and rolled her nipples, her massive tits heaving with arousal. “Beautiful,” she purred, her voice thick with lust. “You’re all so fucking beautiful together. Look how perfectly his cock fills her pussy.”
I fucked Chloe harder, establishing a rhythm that had her crying out with each deep thrust. Her heavy tits bounced wildly, slapping against her chest as I pounded into her tight cunt. Her pussy was gripping my cock like a velvet vise, trying to milk the cum from my balls.
“I’m close,” she gasped, her nails digging into my chest. “So fucking close. Your cock is gonna make me cum so hard.”
Emily was grinding frantically against my mouth, her second orgasm building fast. Her pussy was dripping fresh arousal onto my chin as I devoured her swollen clit. “Make her cum,” she demanded breathlessly. “Make our girl cum all over that big cock.”
I reached between Chloe’s spread thighs, finding her swollen clit with my thumb while I continued pounding her pussy. The moment I started rubbing her sensitive button, she completely lost control.
“FUCK!” she screamed, her entire body convulsing as the orgasm ripped through her. Her pussy clamped down on my cock like a fist, spasming and gushing around my shaft. “YES, YES, FUCK YES! I’M CUMMING ON YOUR COCK!”
Emily came at the same moment, her juices flooding my mouth as she shuddered above me, her thighs clamping around my head as waves of pleasure crashed through her.
But I still wasn’t finished. My cock was throbbing with need, desperate for release but held in check by sheer willpower.
This was far from over.
Vanessa rose from the sofa like a sex goddess ascending her throne, peeling off her soaked red lace panties with agonizing slowness while keeping her black stockings and stilettos. Her massive tits swayed hypnotically as she approached the bed like a predator stalking her prey, all dangerous curves and primal confidence.
“My turn,” she purred, her voice dripping with authority and barely contained lust. “I’ve been watching you fuck my girls, and now I need that magnificent cock.”
But instead of immediately climbing onto my throbbing shaft, she positioned herself between my spread legs with deliberate purpose. Her massive tits, heavy and perfect, wrapped around my cock like the softest, warmest embrace imaginable. The pressure was incredible—soft flesh massaging my entire length while her hard nipples rubbed against my sensitive skin.
“I want to worship you first,” she said, her hazel eyes locked on mine with predatory intensity. “I want to show you exactly what a real woman can do with her mouth and tits.”
She leaned down and dragged her tongue slowly around the head of my cock, collecting the bead of precum that had formed there. The taste made her moan deep in her throat, a sound so primal and hungry it made my balls tighten with need.
Her mouth was pure fucking sin—warm, wet, and experienced in ways that made my head spin and my toes curl. She alternated between deep-throating my entire length and focusing on just the sensitive head, using her massive tits to stroke my shaft while her expert tongue worked magic. The combination was devastating—soft breast flesh massaging my cock while her mouth created perfect suction and her tongue traced patterns that had me seeing stars.
“Holy fuck,” I groaned, my hands tangling in her chestnut hair. “Your mouth is incredible. So warm, so perfect.”
Emily and Chloe flanked her on either side, their naked bodies pressed against mine as they took turns kissing my chest, neck, and whispering the dirtiest encouragement in my ears.
“Look how good she sucks your cock,” Emily breathed against my neck, her small hand stroking my chest. “She’s been thinking about this all evening, getting so wet watching us tease you.”
“She wants to taste your cum so badly,” Chloe added, her thick body molded against my side while her hand played with my nipples. “She’s been dying to show you what a real MILF can do.”
Vanessa pulled back with an obscene pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock head. Her lipstick was smudged, her hair disheveled, her massive tits glistening with saliva and precum. She looked like every man’s fantasy of a sexually hungry MILF.
“I can feel how close you are,” she purred, stroking my cock with both hands while her tits pressed against my thighs. “Your cock is throbbing, leaking precum, ready to explode. Where do you want to mark me?”
“Your tits,” I managed, my voice rough with desperate need. “I want to cover those beautiful fucking tits with my cum.”
She positioned herself perfectly, arching her back to push out her massive chest while continuing to stroke my cock with expert precision. “Then give it to me,” she commanded, her voice authoritative even in her arousal. “Cover my tits with your seed. Mark me as yours.”
Emily and Chloe moved to flank me, each taking one of my heavy balls in their warm mouths. The dual sensation of their tongues and lips working my balls while Vanessa stroked my cock was the final push I needed.
“I’m gonna cum,” I warned, my voice breaking with the intensity.
“Do it,” Vanessa demanded, her hands moving faster. “Paint my tits with your hot cum. Show these girls how you claim what’s yours.”
I erupted like a fucking volcano, roaring with pleasure as thick, hot ropes of cum shot from my cock. The first blast hit Vanessa square in the chest, coating her massive tits with white streaks. The second and third painted her neck and the upper curves of her breasts. She moaned with pure satisfaction as I marked her, her eyes locked on mine while rope after rope of my seed covered her perfect body.
“Fuck yes,” she moaned, immediately rubbing my cum into her skin like the most expensive lotion. Her hands massaged it into her nipples, making them glisten as she worked my release across her massive tits. “Mark your territory. Show everyone I belong to you now.”
Emily immediately leaned down to join the cleanup, her pink tongue darting out to lick cum off Vanessa’s right nipple. “Mmm, you taste so good,” she purred between licks, her small hands cupping Vanessa’s heavy breast.
Chloe followed suit, her mouth latching onto Vanessa’s left nipple to suck and lick the cum clean. “So salty and perfect,” she moaned, her thick body pressing against Vanessa’s side as she cleaned her thoroughly.
The sight of my two younger women servicing the cum-covered MILF was so erotic I felt my cock twitch with renewed interest despite having just exploded. Vanessa watched them with supreme satisfaction, her hands stroking their hair as they worshipped her cum-covered tits with devoted attention.
“Perfect little sluts,” Vanessa murmured with maternal pride. “Cleaning up after your man like good girls should.”
“Water,” Chloe announced, producing bottles from the mini-fridge.
We hydrated in comfortable silence, naked bodies tangled together on the king bed.
“Tomorrow’s strategy?” Vanessa asked, her head on my chest.
“You handle Stanford faculty networking,” I said, stroking her hair. “Chloe maps the tech scene. Emily works the social angles.”
“And you?”
“I change the world.”
Emily laughed, her fingers tracing patterns on my abs. “Just another Tuesday for Michael Carter.”




Chapter 1: Spin Up the War Room
The flight back from San Francisco felt different.
Not just because I’d gotten the attention of one of Silicon Valley’s most powerful investors. Not just because I had three incredible women sleeping against me in first-class seats I could actually afford now.
It felt different because I could see the machine we were about to build.
“You’re thinking very loudly over there,” Vanessa murmured, her head on my shoulder. Even at thirty thousand feet, she managed to look like a MILF goddess. Her silk blouse had shifted during sleep, giving me a perfect view of creamy cleavage.
“Just planning our next moves.”
“Which are?”
I glanced around our pod. Emily was curled up like a cat, her short skirt riding up to show the curve of her ass in those tiny panties. Chloe had her laptop open, coding something even in her sleep, her thick thighs filling out her jeans perfectly.
“We’re going to build a content empire.”
“Explain.”
“Ten to twenty niche websites. Each one targeting a specific market with high-value keywords. Credit cards, ringtones, travel deals, consumer electronics.”
Vanessa’s business mind was already spinning. “Revenue model?”
“AdSense, affiliate commissions, PPC arbitrage. We find the spread between what we pay for traffic and what advertisers pay us.”
“Margins?”
“If we do this right? Sixty to seventy percent.”
Her eyes widened slightly. “That’s… substantial.”
“That’s just the beginning.”
The moment we landed, I called a team meeting.
Our off-campus apartment had become our unofficial headquarters over the past month. The living room was already set up with whiteboards, multiple monitors, and a conference table I’d bought after our first big domain flip.
Now it was time to make it official.
“Welcome to the war room,” I announced, gesturing at the setup.
Emily bounced on her toes, excitement radiating from her petite frame. “This is so badass. We’re like a startup from those Silicon Valley movies.”
“We’re better than those startups,” Chloe said, settling into her chair. Her sweater hugged her curves in all the right places. “We actually know what we’re doing.”
Vanessa claimed the chair opposite me, crossing her legs and revealing a dangerous amount of thigh above her stockings. “So what’s our structure?”
I moved to the main whiteboard and started sketching our org chart.
“I’m CEO and strategic lead. Vanessa, you’re COO—operations, legal, financial management. Emily, you’re head of content and distribution. Chloe, you’re CTO—technical infrastructure and analytics.”
“I like it,” Emily said. “What’s my first assignment?”
“Content pipeline. We need writers, lots of them. Freelancers who can pump out SEO-optimized articles at scale.”
“How many?”
“Fifty to start. A hundred within two months.”
Her eyes lit up with the challenge. “I can do that.”
“Chloe, I need you to build our technical stack. CMS templates that can be deployed fast, revenue tracking dashboards, automated SEO tools.”
She was already taking notes on her laptop. “Timeline?”
“Two weeks for the first site. Four weeks for the full suite.”
“Done.”
“Vanessa, we need to be legitimate. LLC formation, business banking, contractor agreements, NDAs for everyone we hire.”
She nodded. “I’ll have papers drafted by end of week.”
I turned back to the whiteboard and started mapping out our target niches.
“Credit cards—highest CPC, massive search volume. Ringtones—huge mobile market, minimal competition. Travel deals—seasonal traffic spikes, high conversion rates. Consumer electronics—Amazon affiliate goldmine.”
“How do we avoid competing with ourselves?” Chloe asked.
“Geographic and demographic targeting. Credit cards for college students versus small business owners. Travel for families versus solo backpackers.”
Emily raised her hand. “What about content quality? We want to rank well, right?”
“Quality beats quantity, but we need both. Each site gets genuine helpful content mixed with monetization pages. We’re not building spam farms.”
“Statement, not habit,” Vanessa murmured, echoing my investment philosophy.
“Exactly.”
I grabbed a marker and started writing revenue projections on a second whiteboard.
“Conservative estimates: ten sites, average fifty dollars per day each. That’s fifteen thousand per month, gross.”
“Conservative how?” Chloe asked.
“Assuming we only capture one percent of available traffic in each niche.”
“And realistic estimates?”
I grinned. “One hundred thousand per month within six months.”
Emily let out a low whistle. “Fuck me.”
“Later,” I promised, making her blush.
Vanessa was running calculations on her phone. “That would put us at break-even in month two, assuming reasonable operating costs.”
“We’re bootstrapping as much as possible. The only major expenses are hosting, tools, and contractor payments.”
“Speaking of contractors,” Chloe said, “how do we manage fifty writers without losing our minds?”
“Systems.” I drew a workflow diagram. “Standardized content briefs, automated assignment distribution, quality scoring algorithms, payment processing.”
“I love it when you talk systematic,” Emily said, biting her lip.
The sexual tension in the room was getting thick, but we had work to do.
“First milestone: eighteen hundred per day gross revenue within thirty days.”
“How do we track that?” Vanessa asked.
“Dashboard.” I pointed at Chloe. “Real-time revenue, traffic analytics, conversion rates. I want to see green bars climbing every day.”
“Like a video game,” Emily said.
“Exactly like a video game. Except the points are dollars.”
I moved to a third whiteboard and started outlining personal development tracking.
“Business success means nothing if we’re not taking care of ourselves. I’m instituting mandatory metrics.”
“Such as?” Vanessa asked, though her tone suggested she approved.
“Body metrics. Weight, lift PRs, cardio times. I want quarterly improvements across the board.”
“Are you going to make us work out together?” Emily asked with mock innocence.
“If necessary.”
The mental image of Emily in workout clothes, sweaty and breathing hard, was dangerously distracting.
“Family metrics,” I continued. “I’m calling my mom every Sunday. Non-negotiable.”
That got their attention. They knew about my regrets from my previous life—the relationships I’d let slip away.
“We’re also tracking learning metrics. Each of us audits one challenging course per semester. I’m taking advanced statistics.”
“I’ll do corporate finance,” Vanessa said.
“Network security for me,” Chloe added.
“Marketing psychology,” Emily decided.
I stepped back and looked at our war room. Whiteboards covered in strategy. Monitors ready for deployment. Three brilliant, gorgeous women who’d chosen to build their futures around mine.
Four months ago, I was a dead man.
Now I was building an empire.
“Questions?” I asked.
“Just one,” Emily said, standing up and moving closer. “When do we celebrate our first milestone?”
“When we hit it.”
“How do we celebrate?”
The way she asked, with that innocent smile and knowing eyes, made it clear she wasn’t talking about champagne.
“We’ll figure something out,” I said, my voice rougher than intended.
Vanessa uncrossed and recrossed her legs, the sound of silk against silk somehow loud in the room. “I suggest we begin immediately. The sooner we launch, the sooner we can… celebrate.”
“Agreed,” Chloe said, not looking up from her laptop. “I’ve already started sketching the CMS architecture.”
“And I’m drafting job posts for writers,” Emily added, though her eyes stayed locked on mine.
The next two weeks blurred together in a haze of productivity.
Chloe built our technical foundation with surgical precision. Clean, scalable code that could deploy new sites in minutes instead of days. Revenue tracking that updated in real-time, turning every click into visible progress.
Emily recruited like a woman possessed. Fifty writers became seventy, then a hundred. She had an instinct for finding hungry talent—college students, stay-at-home moms, aspiring journalists who could pump out quality content at freelance rates.
Vanessa handled the business infrastructure with corporate-level professionalism. Our LLC was approved in record time. Business banking was established with a local credit union that appreciated our projected revenue growth. Contractor agreements were airtight but fair.
I coordinated everything while diving deep into market research. Keyword analysis, competitive intelligence, traffic pattern studies. Knowledge was leverage, and leverage was everything.
The personal metrics were harder.
I’d gained fifteen pounds of muscle since my reset, but I wanted more. I started lifting heavier, running longer, pushing my eighteen-year-old body toward its peak potential.
The Sunday call to Mom was awkward at first. She was surprised to hear from me regularly, suspicious of my sudden success, but gradually warming to the idea that her son was finally getting his act together.
“You sound different,” she said during our third call.
“Different how?”
“Confident. Like you know something the rest of us don’t.”
If only she knew.
Two weeks and three days after our war room meeting, Chloe called an emergency team gathering.
“Revenue milestone,” she announced, pulling up her dashboard on the main monitor.
The numbers were better than projected.
“Twenty-one hundred per day, gross,” she said with satisfaction. “We’re officially cash-flow positive.”
Emily squealed and threw her arms around me. Her petite body pressed against mine, all curves and warmth and excitement.
“We did it,” she breathed against my ear.
“We exceeded it,” Vanessa corrected, though she was smiling.
I looked around the room at my team. At my empire.
At my future.
“This is just the beginning.”




Chapter 2: First Spread, First Test
Three weeks later, our war room hummed with the sound of money being made.
Chloe had transformed into a caffeinated analytics goddess, monitoring revenue streams across twelve active websites from her command center of three monitors. Her thick-framed glasses reflected cascading numbers—traffic, clicks, conversions, cash.
“Credit card site just hit a new daily record,” she announced, not looking away from her screens. Her tight sweater clung to curves that got more distracting every day. “Four hundred and twelve dollars, gross.”
“Spread?” I asked, leaning over her shoulder. She smelled like vanilla and ambition.
“Sixty-seven percent. We’re paying thirty-eight cents per click, earning one dollar fifteen.”
Emily looked up from her laptop, where she was coordinating with our growing army of freelance writers. “That’s beautiful. Pure arbitrage.”
“It’s sustainable?”
“For now,” Chloe said. “Competition’s still light in our keyword niches. But we should expect margin compression over time.”
That was why we needed to move fast. First-mover advantage never lasted forever.
My phone buzzed. A calendar reminder for my follow-up call with Thiel’s office next month.
A good sign. It meant I was still on his radar.
“Just confirming my next call with Thiel’s team,” I announced to the room.
Vanessa looked up from the legal documents she was reviewing. She’d changed into a pencil skirt that showcased her incredible legs. “Good. Keep that relationship warm.”
“That’s the plan. Think you can handle things without me?”
She gave me a look that was equal parts professorial and predatory. “I believe we can manage.”
Emily bounced in her chair. “Can we come next time? I’ve never been to Silicon Valley.”
“When we have a concrete reason to go, absolutely. For now, we build.”
“Speaking of operations,” Vanessa said, “we need to discuss payment processing diversification.”
“Problem?”
“Not yet. But all our revenue currently flows through a single merchant account. If something happens to that…”
“We’re fucked,” Chloe finished.
“Precisely. I recommend we establish relationships with three additional processors.”
I nodded. “Make it happen.”
This was why I needed Vanessa. My previous life had taught me that brilliant technical execution meant nothing if the business foundation was shaky. She anticipated problems I wouldn’t see coming.
“Also,” she continued, “I’ve been researching Apple stock.”
My attention sharpened. “And?”
“Current price is eight dollars and fifty cents per share. Down eighteen percent from its peak in January.”
“Your assessment?”
“Undervalued. The iPod launched two years ago and sales are accelerating. Plus, rumors of a music store integration.”
I kept my expression neutral. What she couldn’t know was that Apple would announce the iTunes Music Store in six months, followed by explosive growth that would make early investors rich beyond imagination.
“How much are we talking?”
“Conservative investment? Twenty thousand. Aggressive? Fifty.”
“Do it. Aggressive.”
Her eyebrows rose slightly. “Fifty thousand dollars in a single stock position?”
“Statement, not habit,” I said, echoing our investment philosophy. “Sometimes you have to take the shot.”
“I’ll execute the trades tomorrow morning.”
Chloe spun around in her chair. “Speaking of shots, Emily’s been killing it with affiliate partnerships.”
Emily grinned, tucking a strand of blonde hair behind her ear. “Just landed a premium deal with NextCard. Eighty-dollar commission per approval instead of the standard forty.”
“How?”
“I called their affiliate manager directly. Explained our traffic quality, conversion rates, demographic targeting. Asked for premium tier consideration.”
“And they said yes?”
“They said hell yes. We’re driving higher-quality leads than ninety percent of their affiliates.”
That was Emily’s superpower—she could charm anyone into giving her what she wanted. Her bubbly personality and razor-sharp business instincts made her a negotiation weapon.
“What’s our projected revenue impact?” I asked.
She pulled up a spreadsheet. “If we maintain current traffic levels, the commission bump adds six thousand per month. If we scale traffic like planned…”
“Twelve thousand per month,” Chloe finished, having run the same calculations.
I looked around the room at my team. At our empire taking shape.
Six months ago, these were just college students I’d known in my previous life but never really connected with.
Now they were building something that would change all our lives.
“Team meeting,” I announced. “Progress update and strategy adjustment.”
We gathered around our conference table. I grabbed a dry-erase marker and started sketching revenue projections on the nearest whiteboard.
“Current performance: twenty-one hundred per day, trending upward. That puts us on track for seventy thousand this month.”
“Ahead of projections,” Vanessa observed.
“Significantly. Which means we need to plan for success.”
I drew a timeline showing the next six months.
“Phase two expansion: double our site count, triple our writer network, diversify into higher-margin verticals.”
“Such as?” Emily asked.
“Travel. Consumer electronics. Software reviews. Anything where affiliate commissions exceed fifty dollars per conversion.”
Chloe was already taking notes. “Technical requirements?”
“Scaling our infrastructure to handle ten times current traffic. Database optimization, CDN implementation, automated deployment pipelines.”
“Timeline?”
“Eight weeks. Can you do it?”
She studied her notes, calculating code complexity and development time. “Yes. But I’ll need additional developer support.”
“Budget approved. Find us the best freelance developers you can recruit.”
“What about content quality management?” Emily asked. “More sites means more writers means harder coordination.”
“Editorial standards documentation. Style guides. Quality scoring algorithms. Turn it into a system that scales without direct oversight.”
Vanessa nodded approvingly. “Systematize everything that can be systematized. Reserve human judgment for strategic decisions only.”
“Exactly.”
My phone rang. Unknown number.
“Michael Carter.”
“Michael, this is Sean Parker. A mutual contact from the PayPal network suggested I reach out.”
Sean fucking Parker. Napster founder, future Facebook president, Silicon Valley legend.
I kept my voice steady. “Sean, pleasure to hear from you.”
“I hear you’re doing some interesting things with affiliate marketing and PPC arbitrage. Building a real cash machine.”
“Something like that.”
“I’m working on a new project in the social space. We’re going to need a monetization strategy that doesn’t feel like old-media advertising. Your name came up as someone who gets it.”
“I’m always interested in new challenges.”
“Good. I’d love to chat sometime. I’ll be in your area in a few months. Maybe we can grab dinner.”
“Sounds good. I’ll look forward to it.”
The call ended. I set my phone down carefully.
“Who was that?” Emily asked.
“Sean Parker.”
“Never heard of him.”
“Napster founder. He’s… influential.”
Another understatement. Sean Parker was a visionary, and if he was already thinking about his next move, it was something to watch.
“Sometimes opportunity clusters like that.”
“Or sometimes you’re better at creating opportunities than you let on.”
Her tone was casual, but I caught the undercurrent of curiosity. Vanessa was too smart not to notice patterns—my uncanny ability to anticipate market trends, identify the right people to know, make moves that seemed impossibly well-timed.
I couldn’t tell her the truth. But I could give her enough honesty to satisfy her academic mind.
“I study patterns. Technology adoption curves, market psychology, network effects. Most people react to changes after they happen. I try to position ahead of the curve.”
“And you learned this how?”
“Reading. Research. Obsessive attention to detail.”
It wasn’t entirely a lie. My previous life had given me twenty-three years of watching patterns play out, learning from mistakes, understanding how innovation really worked.
“Fair enough,” she said, but her eyes suggested the conversation wasn’t over.
Chloe’s computer chimed with an urgent notification.
“Problem,” she announced. “Payment processor just froze our credit card site account.”
The room went silent.
“Frozen how?” Vanessa asked, immediately shifting into crisis mode.
“Review hold. They want documentation on traffic sources, conversion rates, customer complaint resolution procedures.”
“How long does that typically take?” I asked.
“Two to four weeks.”
Fuck. Two weeks without revenue from our highest-performing site would crater our cash flow.
“Options?” Vanessa asked.
Chloe pulled up our payment processing documentation. “We could switch to our backup processor, but we’d lose two days setting up the integration.”
“Or?”
“Emergency reroute through our travel site’s merchant account. Higher fees, but we could be live again in four hours.”
Vanessa was already opening her laptop. “I’ll handle processor communications. Chloe, execute the reroute. Emily, draft customer service documentation to satisfy their compliance requirements.”
“What about me?” I asked.
“You keep building the business. If we keep growing this fast, payment processor drama becomes irrelevant.”
I watched them spring into action with coordinated efficiency. Vanessa drafting formal responses to the processor’s demands. Chloe coding payment redirects. Emily creating documentation that would satisfy the most paranoid compliance officer.
This was what separated successful startups from failures—the ability to adapt fast when shit went sideways.
My phone buzzed with another text. This one from the registrar for advanced statistics at University of Maryland: Course audit request approved. Spring semester, Tuesdays and Thursdays, 2 PM.
Perfect timing. My previous life had been full of intellectual cowardice—avoiding challenging courses, taking easy professors, optimizing for grades instead of knowledge.
Not this time.
“I’m auditing Advanced Statistical Analysis next semester,” I announced to the room.
“Why?” Emily asked, not looking up from her documentation work.
“Because I never want to be the smartest person in the room. If I’m not learning, I’m dying.”
Vanessa smiled. “I approve. Intellectual stagnation is the enemy of strategic thinking.”
Four hours later, Chloe announced success.
“Payment reroute complete. Revenue stream restored with minimal interruption.”
“Beautiful work.”
“There’s more. I backtraced the review trigger. It wasn’t random.”
“Meaning?”
“Someone reported our site for suspicious traffic patterns. Filed a formal complaint with the processor.”
The room went quiet again.
“Who?” Vanessa asked.
“Working on it. But the complaint was detailed, specific. Someone who knows our operation.”
I felt the first prickle of real concern. Competition was expected. Sabotage was different.
“Keep digging. I want to know who and why.”
“Already on it.”
Emily closed her laptop. “Documentation package complete and submitted. Should satisfy their compliance review.”
“How long until we’re back to normal processing?”
“Assuming no additional issues, two weeks.”
I looked around at my team—brilliant, resourceful, adaptive. They’d turned a potential disaster into a minor inconvenience through quick thinking and coordinated execution.
“Dinner’s on me tonight,” I announced. “Celebration for crisis management.”
“Where?” Emily asked, perking up.
“Wherever you want. Statement, not habit.”
She grinned. “I know exactly the place.”
Two hours later, we sat in a private booth at Morton’s Steakhouse, celebrating our first real test as a business team.
“To crisis management,” I raised my wine glass.
“To revenue reroutes,” Chloe added.
“To documentation packages,” Emily contributed with a laugh.
“To building something that lasts,” Vanessa finished.
We clinked glasses. The wine was excellent, the steaks were perfect, and the conversation flowed between business strategy and personal dreams.
“Question,” Emily said as we finished dessert. “What happens if this all works exactly as planned?”
“Define ‘works,’” I said.
“We hit all our revenue targets. Build the empire you keep talking about. Make enough money to buy whatever we want.”
“Then what?”
She leaned forward, eyes bright with wine and ambition. “Then what do we do with it?”
I looked around the table. At Chloe, who’d discovered she loved building systems that generated wealth. At Vanessa, who’d found a way to blend intellectual rigor with entrepreneurial risk. At Emily, who’d realized she could charm her way into any deal she wanted.
“Then we find bigger problems to solve,” I said.
“Such as?”
“Changing how people connect. Revolutionizing mobile technology. Creating platforms that didn’t exist before.”
“The next big thing,” Vanessa said quietly.
“And we’re going to be ready for it.”
Emily’s foot found my leg under the table, stroking slowly upward. “I love it when you talk about the future.”
Chloe’s hand brushed mine as she reached for her wine glass, the contact lingering just a moment longer than necessary. “Makes me want to see how far we can go.”
Vanessa caught my eye across the table, her expression promising continuation of this conversation in private.
The check arrived. I paid it without looking at the total.
Statement, not habit.
But as we walked back to our apartment, I couldn’t shake the feeling that tonight’s processor attack was just the opening move in a larger game.
Someone was watching us.
Someone wanted to slow us down.
The question was who—and how far they were willing to go.




Chapter 3: Fifty-Grand Month
The notification chimed at 11:47 PM on a Tuesday night in February.
Chloe looked up from her triple-monitor setup, thick-framed glasses reflecting the glow of cascading analytics data. Her sweater had ridden up slightly, revealing a tantalizing strip of pale skin above her jeans.
“Holy shit,” she whispered.
“What?” I asked, not looking away from the market research I was reviewing for tomorrow’s Facebook prep call.
“We just crossed fifty thousand.”
The room went silent.
Emily’s fingers froze over her laptop keyboard, where she’d been coordinating with our network of freelance writers. Vanessa looked up from the legal documents she was reviewing, pencil skirt riding up to reveal the lace tops of her stockings.
“Fifty thousand what?” Emily asked.
“Dollars. Net revenue. This month.”
I set down my papers and walked over to Chloe’s workstation. The dashboard showed numbers that would have seemed impossible six months ago.
Total monthly revenue: $73,847 Operating expenses: $23,124 Net profit: $50,723
“We did it,” I said quietly.
“We fucking did it,” Emily squealed, bouncing out of her chair.
Her excitement was infectious and incredibly distracting. The little sundress she wore barely contained her perky tits, and every bounce made them jiggle in ways that sent blood rushing to my cock.
Vanessa closed her laptop with satisfaction. “Congratulations, team. This puts us ahead of projections by…” she calculated quickly, “…thirty-seven percent.”
“What does this mean?” Chloe asked, spinning around in her chair to face us.
The movement made her sweater stretch tight across her full breasts. I could see the outline of her bra underneath, and it was driving me crazy.
“It means we’re not just a startup anymore,” I said. “We’re a real business.”
“It means we can afford to take bigger risks,” Vanessa added.
“It means we deserve to celebrate,” Emily said with a mischievous grin.
The way she said ‘celebrate’ made it clear she wasn’t talking about champagne.
“How do you want to celebrate?” I asked.
Emily stood up and moved closer, her petite body radiating heat and intention. “I have some ideas.”
She placed her hands on my chest, looking up at me with those bright green eyes that always made my heart race.
“Tell me.”
“I think our KPI achievement deserves a KPI bonus,” she said, her voice dropping to that breathy register that meant trouble.
“What kind of bonus?”
She glanced over at Chloe, then back at me. “The kind where I show you both how grateful I am for all your hard work.”
My cock was getting harder by the second. “Emily…”
“What?” she asked innocently, though her hands were slowly moving lower on my chest. “I’m just talking about performance incentives.”
Chloe had been watching our exchange with growing intensity. Her cheeks were flushed, and I could see her breathing getting heavier.
“What do you think, Chloe?” Emily asked, turning to face her. “Don’t you think Michael deserves a reward for leading us to our first major milestone?”
Chloe’s voice was barely a whisper. “Yes.”
“And don’t you think we should show him how much we appreciate his… leadership?”
“Yes,” Chloe breathed, her hands fidgeting with the hem of her sweater.
Emily turned back to me, her smile pure temptation. “See? Unanimous vote.”
Vanessa cleared her throat from across the room. “While I approve of celebrating success, perhaps we should establish some ground rules first.”
“Such as?” Emily asked.
“Consent check-ins. Safewords. Clear boundaries about what happens here stays here.”
Emily nodded seriously. “Absolutely. This is between us.” She looked at me, then at Chloe. “Everyone okay with that?”
“Yes,” I said, my voice rougher than intended.
“God, yes,” Chloe whispered.
“Safeword is ‘yellow’ if anyone wants to pause or stop,” Emily continued. “Everyone comfortable?”
We all nodded.
Emily’s grin turned predatory. “Then let’s give our CEO the celebration he deserves.”
She pushed me back into the leather chair at the head of our conference table, then beckoned Chloe over.
“Come here, beautiful.”
Chloe stood on shaking legs, her thick thighs and round ass swaying as she walked toward us. Emily met her halfway, taking her hands.
“Are you sure about this?” Emily asked softly.
“I’ve wanted this for weeks,” Chloe admitted, her cheeks burning red.
“Good. Because I have too.”
Emily leaned up and kissed her, soft and sweet at first, then deeper as Chloe responded. Watching them together was the hottest thing I’d ever seen—Emily’s petite frame pressed against Chloe’s curvier body, their lips moving together, their hands starting to explore.
“Fuck,” I breathed.
They broke apart and looked at me, both flushed with arousal.
“Your turn,” Emily said, leading Chloe toward my chair.
Emily knelt beside me with predatory grace while Chloe hesitated at the edge of the leather chair, clearly nervous but her thick thighs trembling with arousal. Her glasses had fogged slightly, and I could see her massive tits rising and falling with quick, shallow breaths.
“Come here, beautiful,” I said gently but firmly, reaching for her hand and pulling her closer. “Let me taste those sweet lips.”
She moved between my spread legs, and I pulled her down for a deep kiss. Her lips were incredibly soft and sweet, tasting like the coffee she’d been drinking mixed with her own nervous excitement. I could feel her body melting against mine as I deepened the kiss, my tongue exploring her mouth while my hands roamed over her curves.
While I kissed Chloe, Emily’s small hands found my belt buckle with eager efficiency. Her fingers worked quickly, desperate to free what she’d been thinking about all evening.
“May I?” she asked breathlessly, though she was already unbuckling my belt.
“Fucking please,” I groaned against Chloe’s lips.
Emily worked with practiced urgency, freeing my cock from my jeans. It sprang up like a steel rod, already hard and leaking precum from watching these two gorgeous women ready to service me.
“Holy fuck,” Emily purred, her green eyes wide with appreciation. “Look how big and hard you are for us. Your cock is absolutely perfect.”
Chloe broke our kiss to look down, and her eyes went wide behind her glasses at the sight of my throbbing erection. My shaft was thick and long, the head already glistening with precum, veins prominent along the length.
“It’s… so much bigger than I expected,” she whispered, her voice full of awe and hunger. “So thick and beautiful.”
Emily laughed with delight. “In a good way, right? Look how it’s twitching for us, leaking precum because it wants our mouths so badly.”
“In a very, very good way,” Chloe breathed, unconsciously licking her lips.
“Want to touch it?” Emily encouraged. “Feel how hard he is for us?”
Chloe nodded eagerly, reaching out with trembling fingers. When her soft, warm hand wrapped around my shaft, we both moaned at the contact. Her touch was electric, sending jolts of pleasure straight through my body.
“Like this?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper as her fingers explored my length.
“Perfect,” I groaned, my head falling back as she stroked me experimentally. “Your hands feel incredible on my cock.”
Emily positioned herself on the other side, her small hand joining Chloe’s on my shaft. Now I had both their hands working my cock, their fingers intertwining as they stroked me together.
“Now stroke him together,” Emily instructed, her voice husky with arousal. “Feel how hard he is, how much he wants us. Start slow and build up the pace.”
Their hands moved in perfect synchronization, creating the most incredible dual sensation I’d ever experienced. Emily’s touch was confident and practiced, knowing exactly how to grip and twist, while Chloe’s was gentler but eager, learning my responses with each stroke.
“That feels fucking amazing,” I managed, my voice rough with pleasure. “Both your hands on my cock… it’s perfect.”
“Good,” Emily purred, leaning closer so her breath was hot against my ear. “Because we’re just getting started. Wait until you feel our mouths.”
She leaned down and slowly dragged her tongue up the entire length of my cock, from base to tip, coating my shaft with her warm saliva. When she reached the head, she swirled her tongue around the sensitive crown, collecting the bead of precum that had formed there.
“Mmm, you taste so good,” she moaned. “Salty and perfect.”
Chloe watched with complete fascination, her breathing getting heavier as she saw Emily’s technique. Her thick thighs were pressed together, and I could see the arousal building in her eyes.
“Your turn,” Emily said, pulling back from my cock with a wet pop. “Don’t be nervous—just follow your instincts.”
“I… I’ve never done this before,” Chloe stammered, but her eyes were locked on my cock with obvious hunger.
“That’s okay, gorgeous. I’ll teach you everything,” Emily said with maternal patience. “Start by licking just the tip. Yeah, exactly like that. Now take it in your mouth, but not too deep at first.”
Chloe followed her guidance with eager obedience, her warm mouth enveloping the head of my cock for the first time. The sensation was incredible—her tongue was soft and tentative, exploring every ridge and curve with careful attention.
“Good girl,” I groaned, my hands tangling in her dark hair. “That feels so fucking good. You’re a natural at sucking cock.”
She pulled back with a shy smile, a string of saliva connecting her lips to my cock. “Really? It doesn’t feel like I’m doing it wrong?”
“You’re perfect,” I assured her. “Your mouth feels like heaven.”
Emily took over then, demonstrating advanced technique with the confidence of someone who’d perfected her craft. She took me much deeper, her throat working around my length as she swallowed my entire cock. When she pulled back, her lips made an obscene wet pop.
“Like that,” she said to Chloe, wiping saliva from her chin. “Use your throat, don’t be afraid to get messy. Men love it when you’re a little slutty with their cock.”
They began taking turns in earnest, trading my cock back and forth between their eager mouths. Emily would deep-throat me with expert skill, making obscene gagging sounds as she forced my length down her throat, then guide Chloe through increasingly advanced techniques. The contrast was incredible—Emily’s aggressive, practiced skill versus Chloe’s enthusiastic learning.
“I want to try something,” Chloe said after several minutes of building confidence.
“What’s that, beautiful?” Emily asked, stroking my saliva-slicked shaft.
“Both of us. At the same time. I want to share his cock with you.”
Emily’s eyes lit up with pure lust. “I fucking love the way you think. Let’s show him what two mouths can do.”
They positioned themselves on either side of my throbbing cock, their faces so close I could feel their breath on my sensitive skin. When their tongues met along my shaft, both licking me simultaneously, I nearly came right then and there.
“Holy fuck,” I gasped, my entire body trembling. “That’s the most incredible thing I’ve ever felt.”
They licked and sucked in perfect tandem, their tongues dancing around my cock, occasionally meeting in wet kisses around my shaft. The visual was as amazing as the physical sensation—these two gorgeous women, one petite and blonde, the other thick and brunette, sharing my cock like it was the most natural thing in the world.
Emily focused on my balls while Chloe worked the shaft, then they switched positions fluidly. The coordination was perfect, like they’d been practicing this routine for months instead of improvising for the first time.
“I’m getting close,” I warned, my voice strained with the effort of holding back.
“Where do you want to cum?” Emily asked, her hand stroking my shaft while Chloe continued licking and sucking. “Tell us exactly what you want.”
“I want to watch you both taste it,” I groaned. “I want to see you share my cum.”
“Mmm, I love that idea,” Emily purred, her eyes dark with lust. “Chloe, do you want to taste his cum?”
“God yes,” Chloe breathed against my cock. “I want to taste every drop.”
Emily increased her pace dramatically, her hand working my shaft with expert precision while both their tongues focused on the sensitive head. Chloe was making soft moaning sounds as she licked me, clearly lost in the moment and loving every second of it.
The dual stimulation was too much—I felt my orgasm building like a tidal wave, pressure mounting in my balls until it was almost painful.
“I’m gonna cum,” I groaned, my voice breaking with desperation. “Right fucking now.”
“Cum for us,” Emily demanded, her voice authoritative and hungry. “Give us every drop of your hot load.”
“Please,” Chloe whispered against my cock, her glasses fogged with heat. “I need to taste you so badly.”
I exploded with a roar of pleasure, my entire body convulsing as thick, hot ropes of cum erupted from my cock. The first blast hit Emily square in the mouth, and she moaned with satisfaction as she swallowed. The second and third shots painted Chloe’s face and lips, making her gasp with surprise and arousal.
“Mmm, so fucking delicious,” Emily moaned after swallowing, immediately leaning over to lick the cum off Chloe’s chin and lips. “You taste incredible.”
She kissed Chloe deeply then, sharing the taste of my cum between their mouths. Chloe moaned into the kiss, her hands tangling in Emily’s blonde hair as they made out with my seed still coating their tongues.
When they finally broke apart, both their faces were flushed with satisfaction and arousal.
“How was that?” Emily asked Chloe with a satisfied grin.
“Better than I ever imagined,” Chloe breathed. “I want to do that again. And again.”
“How was that?” Emily asked when they broke apart.
“Amazing,” Chloe breathed. “Better than I ever imagined.”
I pulled them both up into my lap, one on each thigh. They were warm and soft against me, their faces flushed with satisfaction.
“That was incredible,” I said, kissing first Emily, then Chloe.
“Just a little KPI bonus,” Emily said with a grin.
From across the room, Vanessa cleared her throat. She’d been watching the entire time, her laptop closed, her professional mask showing just a hint of arousal around the edges.
“Now that we’ve celebrated appropriately,” she said, her voice slightly huskier than usual, “perhaps we should discuss our expansion strategy.”
Emily laughed, settling more comfortably in my lap. “Always business with you, Professor.”
“Business pays for celebrations like this.”
“Fair point.”
Vanessa opened her laptop and pulled up a presentation she’d prepared. “I’ve been researching acquisition targets. Smaller affiliate sites we could purchase and integrate into our network.”
“Interesting,” I said, though it was hard to focus on business with two semi-naked women draped across me.
“The multiples are attractive. Most sites are selling for twelve to eighteen months of revenue. We could double our traffic overnight.”
Chloe perked up. “What’s the technical integration complexity?”
“Minimal. Our CMS architecture is designed for rapid deployment.”
“Timeline?”
“We could close our first acquisition within thirty days.”
I looked around at my team—brilliant, dedicated, and now bonded in ways that went beyond just professional relationships.
“Do it,” I decided. “Find us the three best targets and negotiate terms.”
“Budget parameters?”
“Don’t spend more than we made this month. But don’t leave money on the table either.”
Vanessa nodded, making notes. “Understood.”
Emily stretched like a cat, her movement causing delicious friction against my lap. “I love it when you make executive decisions.”
“I love it when you provide proper motivation for those decisions.”
She kissed me softly. “There’s plenty more motivation where that came from.”
“Good to know.”
Chloe had been quiet, but now she spoke up. “Thank you. Both of you. This was…”
“Amazing?” Emily suggested.
“Perfect,” Chloe finished.
I looked around the room—at the whiteboards covered in strategy, the monitors showing green numbers climbing higher, the legal documents that made it all official.
Six months ago, I’d been a dead man.
Now I had a thriving business, three incredible women, and a clear path to the kind of success I’d only dreamed of before.
“Same time next milestone?” Emily asked with a wicked grin.
“Definitely.”




Chapter 4: Edge Cases & Edges
The Google slap hit us at 6:47 AM on a Thursday morning in March.
I was in the middle of my morning workout—deadlifts that had progressed from 185 to 225 pounds over the past two months—when Chloe’s panicked voice cut through my post-exercise endorphin high.
“Michael! Emergency!”
I toweled off the sweat and found her hunched over her monitors, typing frantically. Her thick-framed glasses reflected cascading red warning messages across multiple analytics dashboards.
“What happened?”
“Google penalty. Duplicate content flags across seven of our sites.” Her voice was tight with controlled panic. “Traffic dropped seventy-three percent overnight.”
Fuck.
I moved behind her chair, leaning over her shoulder to read the penalty notifications. She smelled like vanilla shampoo and stress sweat—a combination that was oddly comforting despite the crisis.
“How bad?”
“Bad. We went from forty-two thousand daily visitors to eleven thousand. Revenue’s going to crater.”
Emily appeared in the doorway, hair still messy from sleep, wearing an oversized t-shirt that barely covered her ass. “What’s with all the shouting?”
“Google thinks we’re running content farms,” I explained.
“Are we?”
“Borderline. Some of our writers have been recycling content across sites. Google’s algorithm got smart enough to catch it.”
Vanessa emerged from her room, already dressed in a pencil skirt and silk blouse despite the early hour. She moved with the efficiency of someone who’d dealt with corporate crises before.
“Options?” she asked, settling into her chair with coffee and laptop.
Chloe pulled up technical documentation. “Short term: manual content auditing, removing duplicate posts, requesting reconsideration. Timeline: four to six weeks, assuming Google accepts our appeal.”
“Long term?”
“Content diversification algorithm. I build a system that ensures no two sites publish similar articles, even if they’re targeting related keywords.”
“How long for the algorithm?”
“Three days of coding. Maybe four.”
I weighed our options. The manual approach was safer but slower. The technical solution was riskier but could prevent future penalties.
“Build the algorithm,” I decided. “But also start the manual cleanup as backup.”
“On it.”
Emily perked up. “What about me? How can I help?”
“Link building. If we can’t rely on search traffic short-term, we need referral traffic. Reach out to bloggers, forum moderators, newsletter publishers. Get legitimate sites linking to our content.”
“How many links?”
“Three high-quality links per site, minimum. Focus on authority domains in relevant niches.”
She grinned, the challenge lighting up her green eyes. “I love networking. Give me two days.”
“Vanessa, I need you to handle damage control with our advertisers. Explain the situation, assure them it’s temporary, negotiate reduced minimum traffic commitments if necessary.”
“Already drafting emails.”
I looked around at my team, each diving into crisis mode with professional focus. This was what separated successful operations from failures—the ability to adapt fast when external forces tried to kill you.
My phone rang. Unknown number, but the area code was familiar.
“Michael Carter.”
“Mike? Holy shit, is this really you?”
The voice hit me like a punch to the gut. Danny Reeves. My roommate from sophomore year, photography major, one of the funniest guys I’d ever known. In my previous life, we’d lost touch after graduation. He’d struggled to find steady work, ended up managing a camera shop in Ohio, married young to the wrong woman.
Another regret I could fix.
“Danny. Yeah, it’s me. How did you get this number?”
“Your mom gave it to me. I called her looking for you—couldn’t find you on Facebook or anything.”
Right. Facebook was still limited to Ivy League schools.
“What’s up, man?”
“I heard through the grapevine you were doing some kind of internet business thing. That true?”
“Something like that.”
“Look, I know we haven’t talked in forever, but I’m in a tough spot. Lost my job last month, my girlfriend moved out, I’m basically living on ramen and credit cards.”
In my previous life, Danny had been too proud to ask for help. The fact that he was reaching out now meant things were really bad.
“What kind of work are you looking for?”
“Anything, honestly. But I’m good with cameras, photo editing, graphic design. Been freelancing when I can find gigs.”
Perfect timing.
“How would you feel about moving to Maryland? I need someone to handle visual content for my websites.”
Silence on the other end.
“You’re offering me a job?”
“I’m offering you a chance to help build something. Full-time position, health insurance, profit sharing if we hit our targets.”
“Mike, I… I can’t afford to relocate right now.”
“Relocation bonus. Five thousand upfront, plus first month salary guaranteed even if things don’t work out.”
More silence.
“Are you fucking with me right now?”
“Dead serious. But I need someone I can trust, someone who won’t flake when things get stressful. Like right now—we’re dealing with a technical crisis that could tank our revenue.”
“What kind of crisis?”
I explained the Google penalty, our content problems, the need for original visual assets across multiple sites.
“So you need someone who can create photos, graphics, maybe some video content to make your sites look more legitimate?”
“Exactly.”
“When would you need me to start?”
“Yesterday. But I’ll settle for next week.”
Danny laughed—the same infectious laugh that had made him popular in college. “Okay. Fuck it. Yes. Absolutely yes.”
“Excellent. I’ll have my COO send you employment paperwork and moving logistics.”
“Your COO?”
“Professor Vanessa Stone. You’ll like her. Professional as hell, scary smart.”
“This is insane, Mike. Six months ago I was wondering if I’d ever find decent work again.”
“Sometimes timing is everything.”
After hanging up, I found Vanessa drafting advertiser communications with surgical precision.
“I just hired a friend for content creation. Danny Reeves, photography and graphic design background. He’ll need full onboarding—employment agreement, benefits, relocation assistance.”
She looked up from her laptop. “Salary range?”
“Forty-five thousand base, plus performance bonuses tied to our overall revenue growth.”
“Reasonable. I’ll draft the paperwork.”
“Also, I need to make a call. Family maintenance.”
She nodded approvingly. “Sunday calls are important.”
I dialed my mother’s number, settling into the leather chair by the windows. Outside, a cool March rain painted the glass in streaming patterns.
“Michael? Is everything okay? You never call this early.”
“Everything’s fine, Mom. Just wanted to check in.”
“Are you sure? You sound stressed.”
Mothers. They could read stress through phone lines.
“Work stuff. Nothing I can’t handle.”
“This internet business you mentioned last week?”
“Yeah. We hit a technical snag, but we’re working through it.”
“You know, Mrs. Patterson from down the street asked about you yesterday. Her daughter Jessica just graduated with a marketing degree…”
I smiled. Some things never changed.
“I’m actually seeing someone, Mom. Three someones, actually, but she didn’t need to know that yet.”
“Oh? Tell me about her.”
“She’s brilliant. Professor at the university. Sophisticated, beautiful, way out of my league.”
“Nobody’s out of your league, honey.”
“Thanks, Mom.”
We talked for twenty minutes about family news, her book club, the new restaurant that opened downtown. Normal conversation that felt revolutionary after years of barely staying in touch.
“I’m proud of you,” she said as we were ending the call.
“For what?”
“For calling. For building something. For sounding like you know who you are.”
After hanging up, I found Emily hunched over her laptop, working her networking magic.
“Progress report?”
“Better than expected. I’ve got commitments for links from Slashdot, Gizmodo, and Digital Photography Review. Plus three smaller niche blogs with decent domain authority.”
“How?”
“I pitched them exclusive content. Offered to have our writers create custom articles for their audiences, with natural links back to our sites embedded in the content.”
Brilliant. Instead of begging for links, she was providing value that made sites want to link to us.
“Timeline?”
“Articles go live starting tomorrow. Should see referral traffic within forty-eight hours.”
Chloe looked up from her coding marathon. “Content diversification algorithm is seventy percent complete. Initial testing shows it can prevent duplicate content flags while maintaining keyword targeting efficiency.”
“ETA for full deployment?”
“Tomorrow afternoon. But I want to run it through sandbox testing first.”
“Do it.”
I walked to the whiteboard and updated our crisis response timeline:
Day 1: Algorithm development (Chloe), Link building (Emily), Advertiser communications (Vanessa) Day 2: Algorithm testing and deployment Day 3: Manual content auditing begins Day 4-7: Monitor traffic recovery, adjust strategies as needed
“Questions?”
“Just one,” Vanessa said. “How confident are you that this technical approach will work?”
I looked around the room—at Chloe’s brilliant mind solving problems in real-time, at Emily’s natural talent for building relationships, at Vanessa’s corporate-level crisis management skills.
“Very confident. We’re not just fixing this problem—we’re building immunity to future problems.”
“Good. Because I’ve negotiated reduced minimums with our top three advertisers. We have breathing room, but not forever.”
Emily stretched, her movement causing her t-shirt to ride up and reveal a tantalizing glimpse of her flat stomach. “I love it when crises bring out everyone’s superpowers.”
“Speaking of superpowers,” I said, “Danny Reeves starts next week. He’ll handle visual content creation, which should help with our legitimacy problem.”
“Who’s Danny Reeves?” Chloe asked.
“Old friend from college. Photographer, graphic designer, generally talented guy who needs a break.”
Vanessa nodded approvingly. “Smart to hire people you trust during growth phases.”
“Plus,” Emily added with a grin, “it’ll be nice to have another guy around. You’ve been outnumbered three to one.”
“I like being outnumbered by you three.”
The sexual tension that had been building since our celebration last week was still there, humming under the surface of our professional interactions. But now it felt different—deeper, more integrated into the fabric of how we worked together.
“Back to work,” I announced. “Let’s solve this crisis and come out stronger.”
The next thirty-six hours blurred together in a haze of focused problem-solving.
Chloe’s algorithm worked better than expected, not only preventing duplicate content but actively optimizing for semantic diversity across our site network. Emily’s link-building campaign drove immediate traffic spikes that partially offset our search losses. Vanessa’s advertiser management kept our revenue from collapsing completely.
By Saturday morning, we were seeing recovery signs.
“Traffic’s up eighteen percent from the penalty low point,” Chloe reported. “Not back to pre-penalty levels, but trending upward.”
“Link referrals are converting at higher rates than search traffic,” Emily added. “Quality over quantity.”
“Advertisers are satisfied with our response,” Vanessa concluded. “No contract cancellations.”
I looked at our updated analytics dashboard. The numbers weren’t as good as they’d been a week ago, but they showed clear recovery momentum.
“Lessons learned?”
“Diversification is critical,” Chloe said. “We were too dependent on organic search.”
“Relationship building pays compound returns,” Emily added. “These links will keep driving traffic long after the Google penalty is history.”
“Crisis response systems matter,” Vanessa concluded. “Having protocols in place let us react quickly instead of panicking.”
I nodded, adding their insights to my mental playbook.
“Final lesson: hiring good people makes everything easier. Danny’s going to help us avoid future content problems.”
“When does he arrive?” Emily asked.
“Tuesday. I’m picking him up from the airport.”
The doorbell rang. I checked the time—11:30 AM on a Saturday. Too early for deliveries.
“Expecting anyone?” Vanessa asked.
“No.”
I walked to the door and looked through the peephole. A woman in a business suit, holding a clipboard and briefcase.
Official. Not good.
I opened the door. “Can I help you?”
“Michael Carter? I’m Sandra Walsh from the Maryland Department of Revenue. We need to discuss your business tax obligations.”
Behind me, I heard Vanessa moving quickly, probably gathering our financial documents.
“Is there a problem with our filings?”
“Multiple problems. May I come in?”
I stepped aside, letting her enter. Our war room was going to get its first real test from someone who could shut us down completely.
“Nice setup,” she said, looking around at our monitors and whiteboards. “Very professional.”
“Thank you.”
“Too professional, actually. Your reported revenues suggest you should be filing as a corporation, not an LLC. There may also be employment classification issues with your contractors.”
Vanessa appeared beside me, briefcase in hand. “Sandra Walsh? I’m Vanessa Stone, Chief Operating Officer. Perhaps we could discuss this in our conference area?”
Twenty minutes later, we had a clear path forward—and a substantial tax bill.
“Seventeen thousand in penalties and back taxes,” Sandra explained. “Plus monthly corporate filings going forward.”
“Timeline for payment?” Vanessa asked.
“Thirty days for the back taxes. Immediate filing status change.”
After Sandra left, we sat around our conference table in stunned silence.
“Seventeen thousand,” Emily said quietly.
“We have it,” I said. “It’ll hurt, but we have it.”
“Barely,” Vanessa corrected. “This wipes out most of our operating reserves.”
I looked around the table at my team. Two weeks ago, we’d been celebrating our first major milestone. Now we were dealing with Google penalties and tax audits.
“This is what building something real looks like,” I said. “External forces trying to kill you at every step.”
“So what do we do?” Chloe asked.
“We adapt. We solve the problems. We get stronger.”
“And we scale faster,” Emily added. “Can’t let cash flow problems kill us.”
“Agreed. New target: one hundred thousand per month by January.”
“That’s ambitious,” Vanessa said.
“Ambitious keeps us alive.”
I stood up and walked to the whiteboard, sketching our new growth strategy.
“Chloe, I need the technical infrastructure to handle triple our current capacity. Emily, double our content output and referral partnerships. Vanessa, corporate structure optimization and cash flow management.”
“What about you?” Emily asked.
“I focus on the Facebook opportunity. If that works out, tax problems become irrelevant.”
“And if it doesn’t work out?”
I looked around at my team—brilliant, dedicated, willing to fight through whatever obstacles appeared.
“Then we build something even bigger.”




Chapter 5: Hundred-Grand Month
The notification arrived at 11:23 PM on the last day of April.
I was reviewing market expansion strategies when Chloe’s sharp intake of breath cut through the quiet concentration of our war room. She sat hunched over her analytics workstation, thick-framed glasses reflecting the glow of cascading green numbers.
“Holy fucking shit,” she whispered.
Emily looked up from her content calendar, blonde curls falling around her face. “What now?”
“We just crossed it.”
“Crossed what?” I asked, though the excitement in her voice already told me.
“One hundred thousand. Net profit. This month.”
The room went silent.
Vanessa slowly closed her laptop, a satisfied smile spreading across her face. “Well, well.”
I walked over to Chloe’s monitors and read the numbers myself:
April Revenue: $147,923 April Expenses: $46,847 April Net: $101,076
“We fucking did it,” Emily breathed, bouncing out of her chair.
Her excitement made her perky tits bounce under her thin sweater, and I had to force myself to focus on the achievement instead of how incredible she looked.
“This puts us ahead of year-end projections by forty-three percent,” Vanessa said, pulling up her financial modeling spreadsheet. “At this growth rate, we’ll hit half a million in annual revenue.”
“Statement, not habit,” I reminded everyone, but I was grinning too.
This wasn’t just a milestone. This was validation that everything we’d built was real and sustainable.
“How do we celebrate?” Emily asked, and the way she said it made my cock twitch.
“Properly,” I said. “Dinner at the best restaurant in the city. Wine that costs more per bottle than most people make in a day.”
“I know exactly the place,” Vanessa purred.
But first, there was something else I needed to address.
“Chloe, I need to see your traffic pattern analysis. Something’s been bothering me about our CPC trends.”
She pulled up a different dashboard, this one showing cost-per-click data across all our advertising campaigns. The trends were subtle, but unmistakable.
“See these micro-fluctuations in our credit card vertical? Someone’s been testing bid modifications in our exact keyword spaces.”
“Competition?”
“Smart competition. They’re not trying to outbid us directly. They’re testing our response patterns, learning our optimization strategies.”
Emily leaned over to look at the charts, her ass brushing against my arm as she moved. “Can you trace who it is?”
“Working on it. But whoever they are, they know what they’re doing.”
I filed that concern away for later analysis. Tonight was about celebration.
Three hours later, we sat in a private dining room at The Prime Rib, surrounded by leather banquettes and crystal chandeliers. The wine was a $300 bottle of Caymus that tasted like liquid gold.
“To exceeding expectations,” I raised my glass.
“To building something that lasts,” Vanessa added.
“To the best team in the world,” Emily contributed.
“To… to finally belonging somewhere,” Chloe said quietly.
We drank, and I felt the weight of what we’d accomplished settling around us. Six months ago, I’d been a dead man. Now I was leading a team that was generating serious wealth.
“Question,” Emily said as our appetizers arrived. “What’s next? We’ve hit the milestone. Where do we go from here?”
“Bigger,” I said simply.
“How much bigger?” Vanessa asked.
“Million-dollar months by this time next year.”
Chloe nearly choked on her wine. “That’s… ambitious.”
“Ambitious keeps us hungry.”
Under the table, Emily’s foot found my crotch, stroking slowly through my pants. “I love it when you think big.”
“Speaking of thinking big,” Vanessa said, “I’ve been researching expansion opportunities. Acquisition targets, new verticals, international markets.”
“Show me tomorrow. Tonight is for celebration.”
The dinner was incredible—dry-aged steaks, lobster tail, sides that cost more than most people’s entire meals. But the real intoxication came from the conversation, the easy flow between business strategy and personal intimacy.
“I have a confession,” Chloe said as we finished dessert.
“What’s that?” I asked.
Her cheeks flushed red, and she looked down at her hands. “I’ve been… researching things. Sexual things. Things I want to try with you.”
The air in the private dining room suddenly felt charged.
“What kind of things?” Emily asked, her voice dropping to that breathy register that meant trouble.
“I want…” Chloe took a deep breath. “I want anal to be my thing. My specialty. I want you to train me, teach me, make it something that belongs to us.”
My cock went rock-hard instantly.
“Are you sure?” I asked, my voice rougher than intended.
She looked up, meeting my eyes directly. “I’ve never been more sure of anything. I want it. I want you to take my ass, own it, make it yours.”
Emily bit her lip, clearly aroused by the conversation. “That’s so fucking hot.”
Vanessa was watching the exchange with professional detachment, but I caught the slight flush in her cheeks.
“We’d need to do it right,” I said. “Preparation, training, making sure you’re comfortable every step.”
“I’ve already started,” Chloe admitted. “I bought… toys. I’ve been practicing.”
Fuck.
The mental image of Chloe alone in her room, working herself up with anal plugs, was almost too much to handle.
“Show me,” I said.
“Here?” she whispered.
“At home. Show me what you’ve learned.”
The ride back to our apartment was electric with sexual tension. Emily sat pressed against my side, her small hand resting dangerously high on my thigh, occasionally brushing against my hard cock through my pants. Chloe was quiet but I could see her thick thighs trembling with nervous excitement and arousal.
“Ground rules,” Vanessa announced as we entered the war room, immediately shifting into her professional mode. “Enthusiastic consent at every step, clear safewords, proper aftercare protocols. This is Chloe’s anal virginity—we do this absolutely right.”
“Agreed,” I said, my voice tight with controlled desire. “Her comfort and pleasure come first.”
“Safeword is ‘yellow’ for pause, ‘red’ for complete stop,” Emily added, her own excitement obvious in her flushed cheeks. “And Chloe, you’re in complete control. This goes exactly at your pace, no pressure.”
Chloe nodded eagerly, then disappeared into her room with quick, nervous steps. She returned five minutes later wearing a silk robe that barely contained her curves, her dark hair loose around her shoulders in soft waves. She looked nervous but incredibly determined, her eyes bright with lust behind her glasses.
“I’ve been preparing for three weeks,” she said, her voice stronger now, filled with pride and anticipation. “Training with plugs every night, stretching my ass, learning what feels good, getting ready to take your cock.”
She moved to the center of the room and slowly untied her robe, letting it fall in a puddle of silk at her feet.
Holy fucking shit.
Underneath, she wore the most erotic black lace lingerie I’d ever seen—a push-up bra that made her massive tits look like they might spill out, matching panties that barely covered her pussy, and thigh-high stockings that emphasized her thick, gorgeous legs. But what made my cock throb with desperate need was the jeweled base of a substantial anal plug nestled perfectly between her round ass cheeks, glinting in the light.
“Jesus Christ,” I breathed, my voice raw with lust. “You’re already wearing a plug.”
“You’re already stretching that tight little ass,” Emily added, her voice filled with admiration and arousal. “That’s so fucking sexy, Chloe.”
“The medium size,” Chloe said, her blush deepening but her voice proud. “I wanted to be properly prepared for you. I’ve been wearing it for two hours, getting my ass ready to take your cock.”
She turned slightly to give us a better view, and I could see how the plug stretched her tight ring, keeping her open and ready. The sight was so erotic I felt precum leaking into my underwear.
I moved closer, running my hands over her curves. Her skin was soft and warm, her breathing shallow with excitement.
“How does it feel?” I asked.
“Full. Good. Like I’m already yours.”
I kissed her, slow and deep, tasting wine and anticipation on her lips. Behind us, I heard Emily and Vanessa settling into chairs to watch.
“Bedroom,” I murmured against her lips.
I led her to the master bedroom, Emily and Vanessa following. The king bed had been prepared with towels and a bottle of high-end silicone lube.
“You thought of everything,” I observed.
“I wanted it to be perfect,” Chloe said.
I sat on the edge of the bed and pulled her between my legs. “Then let’s make it perfect.”
I kissed her again, my hands roaming over her body, reacquainting myself with every curve. She melted against me, soft and pliant and eager.
“Tell me what you want,” I whispered against her ear.
“I want you to take out the plug. Replace it with your fingers. Then your cock. I want to feel you stretch me, fill me, claim me.”
Fuck, her dirty talk was incredible.
I turned her around, bending her over the bed so her ass was presented to me. The jeweled plug sparkled between her cheeks, and I could see how wet she already was.
“You’re soaking,” I observed.
“I’ve been thinking about this all through dinner.”
I gripped the jeweled base of the plug, feeling how warm it had gotten from her body heat. “This is coming out now,” I warned, then slowly began working it free. Chloe gasped sharply as the widest part stretched her tight ring, her ass clinging to the plug like it didn’t want to let go.
“Oh fuck,” she moaned as it finally popped free with an obscene sound. “I feel so empty now. Please fill me up again.”
I could see her asshole gaping slightly, pink and stretched and ready for my cock. The sight was so erotic I had to grip my shaft to keep from cumming right then.
“Such a pretty little asshole,” I murmured, making her shiver. “So pink and ready for me.”
I squeezed a generous amount of high-quality silicone lube onto my fingers, warming it between my palms before pressing one slick digit against her stretched opening. Even after the plug preparation, she was incredibly tight, her anal muscles gripping my finger like a hot, velvet vise.
“Relax, beautiful,” I murmured, slowly pushing deeper. “Let me open you up for my cock.”
She groaned deep in her throat, instinctively pushing back against my probing finger. “More,” she begged breathlessly. “I need more. I’ve been dreaming about your fingers stretching my ass.”
I added a second finger, scissoring gently to stretch her tight ring further. Her ass gripped me desperately, the muscles fluttering and clenching as I worked her open. The heat was incredible, her body temperature seeming to burn my fingers.
“Oh god yes,” she moaned, her voice breaking with pleasure. “It feels so good. So fucking full. I can feel you stretching me open.”
I worked her slowly and methodically, adding more lube whenever needed, preparing her thoroughly for what was coming. My fingers explored every inch of her tight channel, finding the spots that made her cry out and focusing on them. When I finally added a third finger, she nearly screamed with pleasure.
“I’m ready,” she gasped, her entire body trembling with need. “Please, I need your cock in my ass right now. I can’t wait anymore.”
I slowly withdrew my fingers, admiring how her asshole stayed slightly open, waiting for me. I stripped quickly, my cock springing free, harder than it had ever been. Emily tossed me a condom with practiced efficiency, which I rolled down my throbbing shaft before coating myself generously with lube.
“Go slow at first,” Vanessa called out, her professional concern evident even in her arousal. “Let her body adjust to your size.”
I positioned myself behind Chloe’s gorgeous ass, pressing the swollen head of my cock against her stretched opening. Even with all the preparation, she was incredibly tight, her body naturally resisting the much larger intrusion.
“Breathe deep and push back when you’re ready,” I coached, applying steady but gentle pressure.
She took a shuddering breath, then pushed back against me with determination. Suddenly, her tight ring gave way and the head of my cock popped inside her ass with an audible sound.
“HOLY FUCK!” she screamed, her entire body going rigid. “You’re so fucking big! I can feel you stretching me so wide!”
I froze completely, letting her adjust. “You okay, beautiful? Talk to me.”
“Don’t you dare stop,” she panted, her voice fierce with need. “It burns so good. I can feel every inch of your cock stretching my ass. Please don’t stop.”
I pushed deeper, inch by agonizing inch, letting her body slowly accommodate my girth. Her ass was impossibly tight, gripping my cock with a pressure that made my eyes roll back. The heat and tightness were beyond anything I’d ever experienced.
“Deeper,” she begged, reaching back to grip my hips. “I want every fucking inch. I want to feel your balls against my ass.”
I sank the rest of the way inside with one final push, my hips finally pressing against her soft ass cheeks. She was completely impaled on my cock, stretched and filled and utterly claimed. The sight of my entire length buried in her tight ass was the most erotic thing I’d ever seen.
“How does it feel?” I asked, my voice strained with the effort of not moving yet.
“Perfect,” she sobbed with pleasure. “Like I was born for this. Like my ass was made specifically for your cock. I feel so full, so stretched, so owned.”
I began moving with careful, slow strokes, letting her feel every inch as I withdrew and pushed back in. Her ass gripped me like a fist, the tight heat making my entire body shake with pleasure.
“Oh fuck yes,” she moaned with each thrust. “I can feel every ridge, every vein. Your cock feels so huge in my ass.”
“Faster,” she begged after several minutes of gentle fucking. “Harder. I’m not going to break. Use my ass like you own it.”
I increased my pace gradually, gripping her hips as I began fucking her ass with growing intensity. The sound of skin slapping against skin filled the room, mixing obscenely with her increasingly desperate moans and the wet sounds of lube and arousal.
“Touch your pussy,” I commanded, my voice rough with dominance. “I want you to cum with my cock buried in your ass. I want to feel you explode around me.”
Her hand flew to her dripping pussy, fingers working her swollen clit frantically. The dual stimulation had her crying out with each powerful thrust, her body caught between the intense fullness in her ass and the building pleasure from her clit.
“I’m getting close,” she gasped, her voice high and desperate. “So fucking close. Your cock in my ass is going to make me cum so hard.”
I could feel my own orgasm building like a freight train, her impossibly tight ass milking my cock with every stroke. But I was determined to make her cum first, to give her the most intense anal orgasm of her life.
I reached around her thick body and replaced her fingers with mine, rubbing her swollen clit in tight, fast circles while continuing to pound her ass with deep, powerful strokes.
“Cum for me,” I growled directly in her ear, my voice commanding and desperate. “Cum with my cock buried deep in your tight little ass. Show me how much you love being fucked there.”
She exploded like a bomb going off, her scream of pleasure so loud it definitely woke the neighbors. Her entire body convulsed violently, every muscle clenching as waves of the most intense orgasm crashed through her. Her ass clamped down on my cock like a vise, spasming and milking me rhythmically as she rode out the explosive climax.
The sensation of her anal orgasm triggered mine instantly. I buried myself as deep as possible and erupted with a roar, pumping what felt like gallons of cum into the condom while her ass continued to milk every last drop from my throbbing cock.
“YES!” she screamed, feeling my cock pulse inside her. “Fill my ass! I can feel you cumming so deep!”
We collapsed together on the bed, both breathing hard. I carefully withdrew, disposing of the condom before gathering her against me.
“How was that?” I asked, stroking her hair.
“Incredible. Better than I imagined. Like nothing I’ve ever felt before.”
Emily and Vanessa approached the bed with warm washcloths and water bottles.
“Aftercare,” Emily said, gently cleaning Chloe’s flushed skin.
“How do you feel?” Vanessa asked with professional concern.
“Amazing. Sore, but in the best possible way. Like I’ve been thoroughly claimed.”
I kissed her forehead. “This is your lane now. Your specialty. Nobody else gets to fuck your ass.”
She smiled against my chest. “Promise?”
“Promise.”
Emily curled up on my other side, her petite body warm against mine. “That was the hottest thing I’ve ever watched.”
“Next milestone celebration is going to be even better,” Vanessa observed from her chair.
“What makes you think that?” I asked.
She smiled mysteriously. “Because we’re just getting started.”
I looked around at my team—brilliant, dedicated, and now bonded in ways that went beyond just professional relationships.
Tomorrow we’d deal with competition analysis and expansion planning.
Tonight belonged to celebration and claiming what was ours.
“Same time next hundred-thousand-dollar month?” Emily asked with a grin.
“Definitely,” Chloe murmured sleepily.
“Looking forward to it.”




Chapter 6: Palo Alto Manifest
The call from Peter Thiel came at 2:17 PM on a Wednesday in January.
“Michael, I’ve been following your progress since our meeting last year. Your affiliate network is impressive, and I’d like you to meet some key people in Palo Alto.”
I was reviewing Q4 financial reports when the call came through, but my attention immediately sharpened.
“Absolutely. What’s the focus?”
“Strategic networking. There are some interesting ventures launching that could benefit from your monetization expertise. Plus I want you visible in the Valley ecosystem.”
This was the relationship building I’d been hoping for—getting established in Silicon Valley’s inner circles.
“I’ll be there.”
“Excellent. I’ll have my assistant send details. This could open some significant doors.”
After hanging up, I walked to our war room’s main whiteboard and wrote a single word: NETWORK.
“Team meeting,” I announced.
Emily looked up from her content management dashboard, blonde curls framing her face. She wore a tight sweater that showcased her perky tits perfectly.
“What’s the emergency?” she asked.
“Thiel wants to introduce me to Silicon Valley. Strategy session Friday in Palo Alto.”
Chloe spun around in her chair, thick-framed glasses reflecting excitement. “This could be huge for us.”
“This could be everything.”
Vanessa closed her laptop and moved to the conference table with professional efficiency. Her pencil skirt and silk blouse made her look like every MILF fantasy come to life.
“What do you need from us?” she asked.
I grabbed a marker and started sketching our preparation strategy.
“Vanessa, I need a comprehensive business development package. Financial statements, operational summaries, growth projections. Make us look professional and institutional-grade.”
“Timeline?”
“Tomorrow morning.”
She nodded, already taking notes. “What kind of opportunities are we positioning for?”
“Unknown yet. But I want us ready for anything—advisory roles, partnership deals, strategic consulting.”
“I’ll have a comprehensive package ready by 8 AM.”
“Chloe, I need a public-data growth dashboard for social networking platforms. Something that shows I understand user acquisition, engagement metrics, network effects.”
Her eyes lit up with the technical challenge. “Historical data on Friendster, MySpace, LinkedIn?”
“Everything. Growth curves, user behavior patterns, monetization models. Make it look like I’ve been studying this space for years.”
“Consider it done.”
“Emily, I need campus introduction strategies. How do you rapidly expand to new universities while maintaining user quality?”
She grinned, her competitive instincts kicking in. “Greek life integration, student government partnerships, exclusive launch events. I can create a playbook.”
“Perfect. This presentation needs to show them we understand not just the technology, but the human psychology behind social networking.”
The next thirty-six hours blurred together in focused preparation.
Vanessa crafted legal documents that would make any startup founder grateful to work with us. Clean equity structures, founder-friendly terms, exit provisions that protected everyone’s interests.
Chloe built a dashboard that made me look like the world’s foremost expert on social network growth patterns. Historical analysis, predictive modeling, user engagement metrics that wouldn’t be invented for another five years.
Emily created a university expansion playbook that mapped social hierarchies, influence networks, and viral adoption strategies with surgical precision.
I coordinated everything while researching the broader Silicon Valley landscape and emerging opportunities in social technology.
By Thursday evening, we were ready.
“Presentation dry run,” I announced, setting up the projector in our conference room.
For the next two hours, they grilled me like venture capitalists. Vanessa asked probing questions about financial projections. Chloe challenged my technical assumptions. Emily tested my understanding of user psychology.
By the end, I was ready to handle anything Silicon Valley could throw at me.
“Flight leaves at 6 AM,” I said, checking my travel itinerary. “I’ll be back Saturday evening.”
“We’ll hold down the fort,” Emily said.
“Keep monitoring our competition analysis,” I added. “Chloe’s CPC data suggests someone’s still probing our keyword strategies.”
“Already on it,” Chloe said.
I looked around at my team—brilliant, dedicated, ready to help me change the world.
“Thank you. All of you. This wouldn’t be possible without—”
“Stop,” Emily interrupted with a grin. “You’re getting sentimental. That’s not like you.”
“She’s right,” Vanessa agreed. “Save the emotions for after you’ve secured the deal.”
“Fair point.”
Emily stood up and moved closer, her petite body radiating mischief. “Besides, we have a more important matter to discuss.”
“Which is?”
“Team bonding. Before you go represent us in Silicon Valley.”
The way she said ‘bonding’ made my cock twitch.
“What kind of bonding?” I asked.
She glanced at Chloe, then at Vanessa, then back at me. “The kind that makes sure we’re all completely aligned. Completely committed to each other’s success.”
Chloe’s cheeks flushed red, but she nodded. “Emily’s right. Tomorrow is huge for all of us.”
Vanessa uncrossed and recrossed her legs, the sound of silk against silk somehow loud in the room. “Team cohesion is critical before major presentations.”
“What are you suggesting?” I asked, though my hardening cock already knew the answer.
Emily moved even closer, placing her hands on my chest. “I’m suggesting we properly prepare our leader for battle.”
“All of us,” Chloe added quietly.
“Together,” Vanessa finished.
My heart rate spiked. They were proposing a full foursome—all three women, with me.
“Ground rules,” Emily announced, taking complete charge with the authority of a general preparing for battle. “Enthusiastic consent from everyone at every stage. Safeword is ‘yellow’ for pause, ‘red’ for complete stop. What happens here creates bonds that will make us unbreakable tomorrow.”
“Agreed,” I said, my voice rough with desire and anticipation.
“God yes,” Chloe breathed, her thick thighs already trembling with need.
“Absolutely,” Vanessa purred, her professional mask slipping to reveal pure hunger underneath.
Emily’s grin turned predatory and determined. “Then let’s bond our unit completely. Let’s make ourselves into something no competitor can break.”
She led us into the master bedroom like a commanding officer, where someone had meticulously prepared everything we might need—towels, water bottles, high-end lube, and a selection of condoms on the nightstand.
“You planned this down to the last detail,” I observed, impressed by the preparation.
“We all planned this,” Emily corrected, her voice filled with pride and arousal. “All three of us. We want you to go into that meeting tomorrow knowing exactly who you’re fighting for, exactly what you’re protecting.”
She started undressing with deliberate eroticism, peeling off her sweater with agonizing slowness to reveal a lacy black bra that barely contained her perky tits. Her nipples were already hard, poking through the delicate fabric with obvious arousal.
Chloe followed suit, her thick curves becoming even more incredible as she stripped down to matching burgundy lingerie that showcased every spectacular inch of her body. The way her massive tits filled the bra cups and how her thong barely covered her round ass was absolutely breathtaking.
Vanessa was last, and she made it a performance worthy of a goddess. She peeled away her professional attire to reveal the most erotic lingerie ensemble I’d ever seen—black stockings with lace tops, a matching garter belt, and a corset that pushed her massive tits up into perfect display while emphasizing her hourglass figure.
“Your turn, handsome,” Emily said, her eyes dark with lust. “Show us what we get to worship.”
I stripped quickly but deliberately, letting them see every muscle I’d built through months of disciplined training. My cock sprang free, already standing at full attention—thick, hard, and leaking precum at the sight of three lingerie-clad goddesses.
“Fuck, look at that cock,” Chloe whispered, unconsciously licking her lips. “So thick and ready for us.”
“Mmm, absolutely perfect,” Vanessa purred, her eyes locked on my throbbing shaft. “Ready for action and ready to claim what’s his.”
Emily positioned herself as the evening’s choreographer, directing the scene with the precision of a battlefield general who knew exactly how to achieve victory.
“Chloe, you start,” she commanded with authority. “Show Michael exactly what he’s fighting for tomorrow. Show him why he needs to win.”
Chloe moved to the bed with eager anticipation, positioning herself on her hands and knees in a display that made my mouth water. Her ass looked absolutely incredible in the burgundy thong—thick, round, perfect, with her pussy already visibly wet through the lace.
I moved behind her like a predator approaching prey, running my hands over her spectacular curves with reverent appreciation. She was already soaking wet, her arousal coating her thighs and making the lace of her thong completely transparent.
“She’s dripping for you,” Emily observed with satisfaction. “Look how wet she gets just thinking about your cock.”
“Condom first,” Vanessa reminded with professional efficiency, tossing me one from the nightstand. “Safety even in passion.”
I rolled the latex down my throbbing shaft, my hands shaking slightly with anticipation. Then I positioned myself at Chloe’s entrance, feeling the heat radiating from her pussy even through her soaked panties. I pulled the thong aside and pushed into her in one smooth, deep thrust.
“OH FUCK!” Chloe gasped, her entire body trembling as I filled her completely. “You feel so good inside me. So thick and perfect.”
I began thrusting with increasing intensity, establishing a rhythm that had her moaning and gasping with each deep stroke. Her pussy gripped me like a velvet vise, incredibly tight and wet, trying to milk the cum from my balls with every movement.
Emily moved to kneel in front of Chloe with feline grace, pulling aside her own lace panties to offer her pussy for oral attention. “Make me feel good while he fucks you,” she commanded. “Show him how well we work together.”
Chloe immediately dove in with enthusiasm, her tongue working Emily’s swollen clit with desperate hunger. Emily’s high-pitched moans mixed with Chloe’s deeper, more guttural sounds, creating a symphony of pleasure that filled the room.
Behind me, Vanessa’s manicured hands roamed over my back, shoulders, and ass, her touch adding electric sensation to every movement. “Look at you,” she purred with approval. “Taking care of your girls so perfectly. This is what leadership looks like.”
“My turn now,” Emily announced after several minutes of building intensity. “I want to feel that cock stretch me open.”
We switched positions with fluid efficiency, Emily taking Chloe’s place while Chloe moved to receive the oral attention she’d been giving. I grabbed a fresh condom, rolling it on quickly before sliding into Emily’s incredibly tight pussy with a groan of pleasure.
“YES!” Emily hissed, her petite body arching as I filled her completely. “Fuck me while Chloe watches. Show her how you dominate me.”
Her small body felt incredible wrapped around my cock—so tight I could barely move at first. I gripped her narrow hips and began thrusting harder, making her perky tits bounce wildly with each powerful impact.
Vanessa positioned herself over Emily’s face with queenly authority, lowering her pussy to Emily’s eager tongue while keeping her stockings and heels on. “That’s it,” she moaned as Emily’s tongue found her clit. “Service your team properly.”
The sight of all three women pleasuring each other while I fucked Emily was almost overwhelming—a living tableau of pure erotic beauty that made my cock throb with desperate need.
“Switch again,” Vanessa commanded, her voice husky with building arousal. “I want that magnificent cock inside me now.”
This time she took my place in the rotation, and I’d been waiting for this moment—Professor Vanessa Stone, the sophisticated MILF, about to be impaled on my shaft. I grabbed another condom, but she stopped me with a raised hand.
“No,” she said with authority. “I want to feel you completely. I’m safe, I’m clean, and I want every inch of you bare inside me.”
I positioned myself behind her as she got on her hands and knees, her massive tits hanging down like perfect teardrops, her ass raised high in invitation. I pressed my bare cock against her entrance and pushed inside slowly, both of us groaning at the incredible sensation of skin against skin.
She was incredibly tight despite being older than the others, her pussy gripping me like liquid silk. The heat and wetness without a barrier was indescribable—pure heaven wrapped around my throbbing cock.
“Yes!” she moaned, her sophisticated mask completely gone. “Use me. Show these girls exactly how you fuck a real woman.”
Emily and Chloe flanked us on either side, their hands roaming over both our bodies, adding sensation and visual stimulation to every movement. They kissed my chest and neck while playing with Vanessa’s hanging tits, creating a web of pleasure that connected all of us.
“I want complete control now,” I announced, my voice rough with dominance and need.
Emily grinned with satisfaction. “I was wondering when you’d take full command.”
I pulled out of Vanessa and positioned her on her back, her massive tits bouncing as I entered her again with a powerful thrust. Emily immediately straddled Vanessa’s face, lowering her pussy to the older woman’s experienced tongue, while Chloe positioned herself beside us so I could finger her dripping pussy while I fucked Vanessa.
“This is how we work together,” I growled, establishing a punishing rhythm that had all three women crying out in unison. “As a team. As a unit. As people who would do anything for each other.”
I fucked Vanessa with deep, powerful strokes while my fingers worked Chloe’s soaking pussy and Emily rode Vanessa’s tongue with increasing desperation. The coordination required complete focus, but the payoff was incredible—three gorgeous women all receiving intense pleasure simultaneously, their bodies moving in perfect harmony.
“I’m getting close,” Emily gasped, grinding frantically against Vanessa’s mouth. “Her tongue is going to make me cum so hard.”
“Me too,” Chloe whimpered, her pussy clenching desperately around my thrusting fingers. “Don’t stop, please don’t stop.”
“Cum for me,” I commanded with authority. “All of you. Show me exactly what I’m fighting for tomorrow.”
Emily came first, her entire body convulsing as Vanessa’s expert tongue pushed her over the edge into a screaming orgasm. Chloe followed seconds later, her pussy gushing around my fingers as waves of pleasure crashed through her thick body.
The sight and sound of their simultaneous orgasms triggered Vanessa’s climax. She arched her back dramatically, her massive tits bouncing wildly as intense pleasure ripped through her, her pussy clamping down on my cock like a fist.
But I still wasn’t finished. My cock was throbbing with desperate need, ready to explode but held in check by sheer willpower.
I pulled out of Vanessa’s gripping pussy and stripped away the last condom. “I want to finish on your tits,” I told Vanessa with commanding authority. “All of you help me. This is our unity ritual.”
They positioned themselves around me in a perfect circle, Emily and Chloe stroking my cock with synchronized movements while Vanessa presented her massive chest as the target. Their six hands worked together with practiced coordination, creating incredible stimulation that had my entire body trembling.
“Cum for us,” Emily breathed with desperate need. “Mark your territory on our team leader.”
“Show us who we belong to,” Chloe added, her voice thick with submission and arousal.
“Cover me completely,” Vanessa commanded with queenly authority. “Claim your women properly.”
I erupted like a volcano, roaring with pleasure as thick, hot ropes of cum exploded from my cock. The first massive blast hit Vanessa square in the chest, coating her incredible tits with white streaks. Subsequent shots painted Emily’s face and Chloe’s chest, marking all three of them as completely mine.
“Perfect,” Emily murmured with deep satisfaction, immediately leaning down to lick cum off Vanessa’s nipples with devoted attention. “This is exactly how a team should bond.”
Chloe joined her eagerly, the two younger women working together to clean Vanessa’s cum-covered tits with their tongues while the MILF watched with maternal pride and satisfaction.
“Now we’re truly unified,” Vanessa purred, stroking both their heads as they serviced her. “Ready to conquer Silicon Valley.”
“Now that’s team bonding,” Vanessa said with a satisfied smile.
We collapsed together on the king bed, our bodies tangled and sated.
“Water break,” Emily announced, distributing bottles from the nightstand.
We hydrated in comfortable silence, skin against skin, breathing slowly returning to normal.
“Tomorrow’s strategy?” Chloe asked, her head on my chest.
“Go in confident,” I said. “Present our research. Show them we understand their vision better than they do.”
“And if they say yes?” Emily asked.
“Then we change the world.”
Vanessa kissed my shoulder. “And if they say no?”
“They won’t say no. Not after seeing what we’ve prepared.”
Emily laughed softly. “I love how sure you are.”
“I have reason to be sure. I have all of you.”
We arranged ourselves for sleep—Emily curled against my left side, Chloe on my right, Vanessa across all of us like a protective blanket.
“Sweet dreams,” Emily whispered.
“Dream of Silicon Valley billions,” Chloe added sleepily.
“Dream of winning,” Vanessa concluded.
I lay awake for a few more minutes, feeling the weight of tomorrow’s opportunity and the warmth of three incredible women who’d chosen to build their futures around mine.




Chapter 7: Collision on University Ave
The call came on a Tuesday afternoon in June 2004, a year and a half after my reset. Our content network was generating over a hundred thousand dollars a month in net profit, my portfolio of Apple and Google stock was appreciating at an insane rate, and I was finally starting to feel like I had control over my own destiny.
“Michael Carter,” I answered, expecting a call from one of our advertisers.
“Michael, Peter Thiel. Remember our conversation last year?”
My focus sharpened instantly. “Of course, Peter. Good to hear from you.”
“I’ve come across a project I think you’re uniquely suited for. Some Harvard kids have a site called ‘Thefacebook’ that’s exploding. They need someone with your kind of business insight. Get to Palo Alto.”
This was it. The moment I’d been preparing for.
“When do you need me?”
“Yesterday. I’ll have my assistant send you the details. Don’t be late.”
The line went dead. I stood in our war room, the hum of servers and the quiet chatter of my team fading into the background.
This was the scarcity door I’d been waiting for. The one that led to a billion-dollar table.
I was walking down University Avenue in Palo Alto two days later, mentally rehearsing my pitch, when I heard a voice that made my blood run cold.
“Michael Carter? The domain king himself?”
I looked up to see a guy my age approaching with the confident stride of someone who owned every room he entered. Navy blazer, crisp Oxford shirt, perfectly styled hair. The kind of polished presentation that screamed expensive prep school and family money.
But it was his eyes that triggered my alarm bells. Too knowing. Too calculating. The eyes of someone who’d seen more than eighteen years should allow.
“Do we know each other?” I asked carefully.
He extended his hand with a practiced smile. “Gavin Ward. I’ve been following your work in the affiliate space. Very impressive revenue numbers.”
My internal warning system went into overdrive. Nobody my age used phrases like “affiliate space” or talked about “revenue numbers” unless they’d been in business for years.
“Thanks. What’s your background?”
“Strategic consulting. Market analysis. I help companies identify untapped opportunities in emerging sectors.”
Strategic consulting. Market analysis. Emerging sectors.
This guy was speaking the language of someone with at least a decade of business experience. But he looked eighteen, just like me.
“Interesting,” I said neutrally. “Which emerging sectors are you focused on?”
His smile didn’t waver, but I caught a micro-expression—the brief calculation of someone deciding how much to reveal.
“Social networking. It’s about to explode. I’m particularly interested in platforms that focus on college demographics with expansion potential into broader consumer markets.”
My heart rate spiked. He’d just described Thefacebook’s exact strategy using language that wouldn’t be common until years later.
“That’s… very specific.”
“I like to be thorough in my research.”
We stared at each other for a moment, two players recognizing another player across the board.
“You know,” Gavin continued casually, “I heard through the grapevine that Peter Thiel’s been meeting with young entrepreneurs about some Harvard social networking project.”
The way he said it—not a question, not fishing for information, but a statement of fact delivered with perfect timing—confirmed my suspicions.
He knew about Thefacebook. He knew about Thiel’s interest. And he was positioning himself as a competitor.
“Interesting grapevine,” I said.
“Very reliable sources. In fact, I’m flying out to Palo Alto next week to discuss similar opportunities.”
Fuck.
This wasn’t coincidence. This was warfare.
“Well,” I said, keeping my voice casual, “may the best man win.”
His smile turned predatory. “Oh, he will.”
After Gavin walked away, I stood on University Avenue processing what had just happened.
Another time traveler. Had to be. Nobody else would have the knowledge, the positioning, the exact right language to compete for the same opportunities I was targeting.
The question was: how far back had he come? What did he know that I didn’t?
And more importantly—what was I going to do about it?
I pulled out my phone and called Vanessa.
“We have a problem,” I said without preamble. “A competitor.”
“What kind of competitor?”
“The dangerous kind. Are you free tonight? I need to debrief, and it’s sensitive information.”
“My place. Eight o’clock.”
“Perfect.”
Vanessa’s condo was a fifteen-minute drive from campus, nestled in a quiet neighborhood that screamed “successful professional.” Clean lines, expensive furniture, floor-to-ceiling windows that overlooked a small garden.
The kind of place where a woman like Vanessa could entertain without worrying about nosy neighbors or university politics.
I’d dropped her section last semester. No grading chain. Off-campus. Two adults.
“Wine?” she asked, already pouring two glasses of something red and expensive.
“Please.”
She’d changed out of her professional attire into a silk blouse and pencil skirt that hugged every curve of her incredible body. The outfit was sophisticated but definitely not classroom appropriate.
“So,” she said, settling onto the leather couch beside me, “tell me about this dangerous competitor.”
I described my encounter with Gavin Ward—his too-precise language, his knowledge of Thefacebook, his obvious positioning for the same opportunities I was targeting.
“You think he’s like you,” she said when I finished.
“I think he’s exactly like me. Same situation, same advantages, same knowledge of future trends.”
Vanessa sipped her wine thoughtfully. “That’s… problematic.”
“Very. If he’s competing for the same seats at the same tables, he could block opportunities that should be mine.”
“What do you plan to do?”
“Win. Whatever it takes.”
She smiled—not her professional professor smile, but something warmer and more predatory.
“I like your competitive instincts.”
“Good. Because this fight is going to affect all of us.”
Vanessa set down her wine glass and moved closer on the couch. “Michael, can I ask you something personal?”
“Always.”
“How do you see the future? Not business strategy, but personal future. Family. Children.”
The question caught me off guard. “What do you mean?”
“I mean that I’m thirty-two years old, and my clock is ticking. In my previous relationships, men always wanted to wait. Wait until careers were established, wait until finances were perfect, wait until some mythical ‘right time’ that never actually came.”
Her voice had dropped to that husky register that made my cock twitch.
“But you’re different. You don’t wait for perfect timing—you create it.”
“Vanessa…”
“I’ve been thinking about this for weeks. About what I want, what you want, what we could build together.”
She moved even closer, her thigh pressing against mine.
“I want a family, Michael. I want children with a man who’s strong enough to build an empire, smart enough to protect it, and confident enough to take what he wants without hesitation.”
My heart was racing like a drum in my chest. “What exactly are you saying, Vanessa?”
Her hazel eyes locked on mine with fierce intensity. “I’m saying that my birth control prescription expired two weeks ago, and I deliberately haven’t refilled it. I’m saying I’ve been tracking my cycle, my ovulation, my fertility windows.”
Fuck. My cock twitched hard against my pants.
“I’m saying that competing with this Gavin person has reminded me that time is finite, precious, not something to waste on hypothetical futures. If we’re going to build something together—really build a life and legacy together—we need to start now.”
She moved closer, her perfume intoxicating, her body radiating heat and determination. Then she straddled my lap with deliberate sensuality, her pencil skirt riding up to reveal black stockings with lace tops and a matching garter belt that made my mouth go dry.
“I’m saying that I want you to put a baby in me tonight,” she whispered, her lips inches from mine. “I want you to breed me properly.”
My cock went rock hard instantly, straining painfully against my zipper. The combination of her words, her commanding position, her obvious fertile desperation was overwhelming every rational thought in my brain.
“Are you absolutely sure about this?” I asked, my voice rough with barely controlled lust.
“I’ve never been more sure of anything in my entire life.” She leaned down and kissed me with hungry desperation, her tongue exploring my mouth while her hands tangled in my hair. “I want to carry your child. I want to build a family with the man who’s going to change the world.”
I gripped her hips possessively, feeling the incredible heat of her body through the thin silk of her blouse. She ground against my erection, making me groan into her mouth.
“Time’s ticking, Michael,” she whispered against my lips, her breath hot and sweet. “I’m ovulating. I’m fertile. I want you inside me—bare, deep, filling my womb with your seed until I’m pregnant with your baby.”
Holy fucking shit. Her dirty breeding talk was making my cock throb with desperate need.
I stood up abruptly, lifting her with me in a display of strength that made her gasp with arousal. I carried her to the bedroom like a conquering warrior claiming his prize. The space was as sophisticated as the rest of her condo—king bed with silk sheets, soft lighting that made her skin glow like cream, the perfect setting for making babies.
I set her down gently but possessively, then began undressing her with reverent attention, taking my time to worship every revealed inch. Her silk blouse came off first, revealing a black lace bra that barely contained her massive, magnificent tits. They looked even fuller than usual, her nipples already hard and prominent through the delicate fabric.
“Your breasts look incredible,” I murmured, cupping them through the lace. “So full and ready.”
“They’re going to get even bigger when I’m pregnant,” she purred, arching into my touch. “So much bigger and more sensitive. Perfect for feeding our baby.”
My cock twitched hard at the thought. The pencil skirt came off next, pooling at her feet and leaving her in nothing but the black lace bra, matching panties, stockings, and garter belt that made her look like every man’s fantasy of a fertile MILF goddess.
“Absolutely beautiful,” I breathed, my voice thick with reverence and lust.
“Your turn, handsome,” she purred, her eyes dark with hunger. “I want to see the body that’s going to give me children.”
I stripped with urgent need, my clothes hitting the floor carelessly. My cock sprang free, harder than it had ever been—thick, long, already leaking precum at the thought of filling her unprotected pussy with my seed.
“No barrier tonight,” she said with authority, reaching for my throbbing shaft with both hands. “I want to feel every ridge, every vein, every pulse when you cum inside me.”
She guided me to the bed with gentle but firm pressure, then pushed me down before straddling me again with predatory grace. Her pussy was already soaking wet, the black lace of her panties completely transparent with her arousal, clinging to her swollen lips.
“I want to ride you,” she declared, pulling her panties aside to reveal her glistening, bare pussy. “I want to control exactly how deep you go, how your cum fills my womb, how you breed me.”
She positioned herself over my bare cock, the head pressing against her hot, wet entrance. Then she slowly sank down, taking my full length in one smooth, devastating motion. The sensation of being inside her without any barrier was indescribable—wet silk wrapped around steel, incredibly tight, perfectly hot, absolutely heaven.
“Oh god yes,” she moaned, her head falling back in ecstasy as she adjusted to my size. “You feel so fucking big bare inside me. So thick stretching my pussy.”
Her massive tits bounced hypnotically as she began moving, riding me with expert skill. I gripped her hips possessively, helping guide her rhythm while watching her face contort with pleasure.
“Tell me exactly what you want,” I growled, my voice commanding and desperate.
“I want your baby,” she gasped, riding me faster, harder, her pussy gripping my cock like a fist. “I want you to fill me up completely, breed me like the fertile woman I am, pump so much cum into my womb that I have no choice but to get pregnant.”
Her breeding talk was pushing me rapidly toward the edge. “You want to be bred like a good girl?”
“Yes!” she cried out, bouncing on my cock with increasing desperation. “I want to carry your son, give you an heir to your empire, be visibly pregnant with your child while we build our fortune together.”
“And if it’s a daughter?” I asked, thrusting up into her with growing force.
“Then she’ll be just as strong as her father, just as brilliant, just as determined to conquer the world,” she panted, her pussy getting wetter and tighter with each word.
I suddenly flipped us over with dominant authority, putting her on her back so I could take complete control. Her stockings rubbed against my sides as I positioned myself for maximum penetration, her legs wrapping around my waist to pull me deeper.
“Like this?” I asked, driving into her with a powerful thrust that made her scream with pleasure.
“YES! Deeper! Harder! I want to feel your cock hitting my cervix, pushing your seed directly into my womb!”
I increased my pace dramatically, establishing a punishing rhythm that had the bed creaking and her massive tits bouncing wildly. Her moans grew louder and more desperate with each deep thrust, her nails digging into my back as I pounded her fertile pussy.
“I’m going to cum inside you,” I warned, my voice rough with impending climax. “I’m going to fill your pussy with so much cum that it overflows.”
“Please!” she begged, her voice breaking with need. “Give me everything! Pump your seed directly into my womb! Make me pregnant tonight!”
I could feel my orgasm building like a tidal wave, the pressure in my balls becoming almost painful after weeks of careful contraception with the others. But this was different—this was raw, primal, the fundamental urge to breed and create life.
“Are you ready to be bred?” I asked, my thrusts becoming erratic with approaching climax.
“I’ve been ready for months,” she sobbed with desperate arousal. “Fill me! Breed me! Make me yours completely!”
I buried myself as deep as humanly possible and erupted like a volcano, roaring with primitive satisfaction as rope after thick rope of cum pumped directly into her unprotected pussy. The orgasm seemed to go on forever, my cock pulsing again and again as I filled her fertile womb with everything I had.
“YES!” she screamed, her own climax triggered by the sensation of my hot seed flooding her insides. “I can feel you cumming in me! So much cum! Fill my womb! Make me pregnant!”
Her walls clenched around me like a vise, milking every last drop from my throbbing cock while her entire body convulsed with the most intense orgasm I’d ever witnessed. The combination of physical pleasure and the psychological thrill of potentially creating life together was overwhelming for both of us.
I stayed buried inside her as we both gasped for breath, my cock still twitching occasionally as her pussy continued to grip me possessively, trying to keep every drop of my seed inside where it belonged.
“How do you feel?” I asked finally, my voice hoarse from the intensity.
“Perfect,” she whispered, a satisfied smile spreading across her flushed face. “Complete. Like we just created something beautiful and powerful together.”
“How do you feel?” I asked finally.
“Complete. Like this is exactly where I’m supposed to be.”
I carefully withdrew and lay beside her, pulling her against my chest. She kept her legs slightly elevated, a small smile playing at her lips.
“Trying to keep it in?” I asked.
“Every advantage helps.”
We lay in comfortable silence for several minutes, the weight of what we’d just done settling between us.
“We do this carefully,” she said finally. “If I get pregnant, we handle it professionally. No drama, no complications with Emily or Chloe.”
“Agreed. They’ll understand when the time comes.”
“And if Gavin or anyone else tries to interfere with our plans?”
I kissed her forehead. “Then they’ll learn what happens when someone threatens my family.”
She smiled against my chest. “I love it when you’re protective.”
“Get used to it.”
My phone buzzed with a text message. Unknown number, but the content made my blood run cold:
Enjoyed our conversation today. Looking forward to comparing notes in Palo Alto. May the best man win. - G
I showed Vanessa the message.
“He’s escalating,” she observed.
“Good. Escalation means he’s worried.”
“Are you worried?”
I looked down at her—brilliant, beautiful, possibly carrying my child—then around her bedroom where we’d just taken the first step toward building our future.
“No. I’m motivated.”
She kissed my chest. “Good. Because tomorrow we go to war.”




Chapter 8: Scarcity Door #1: Facebook
The call from Sean Parker came at 7:43 AM, the morning after my encounter with Gavin Ward.
“Michael, we have a problem.”
I was in the middle of my morning workout—bench press that had progressed from 135 to 185 pounds over the past four months—but Sean’s tone made me rack the weight immediately.
“What kind of problem?”
“Someone’s been poisoning the well. Raising questions about your experience, your capability to handle advisor-level responsibilities.”
My blood ran cold. “Gavin Ward.”
“You know him?”
“We’ve met. What exactly is he saying?”
“That you’re essentially a college kid playing dress-up in Silicon Valley. That your affiliate network success was a fluke. That giving you formal advisory status for Thefacebook would be a mistake.”
I toweled off the sweat and started pacing. “And the team is listening to this?”
“Mark’s having doubts. He’s worried about bringing on someone without traditional venture capital experience.”
Fuck.
This was exactly what Gavin wanted—to create enough uncertainty that Thefacebook would reconsider my involvement.
“Sean, I need to address these concerns directly. When is the team meeting?”
“Tomorrow afternoon. If Gavin makes his pitch before you can counter…”
“He gets the seat.”
“It’s possible.”
I looked around our apartment—at the war room we’d built, at the whiteboards covered in strategy, at the monitors showing our growing empire.
“I’ll be in Palo Alto tomorrow morning.”
“Michael—”
“Trust me on this one.”
After hanging up, I called an emergency team meeting.
“Crisis mode,” I announced as Emily, Chloe, and Vanessa assembled around our conference table. “Gavin Ward is making a play for the Thefacebook advisory position.”
Emily’s eyes flashed with competitive fire. “That motherfucker.”
“Language,” Vanessa corrected automatically, though her expression was equally fierce.
“What’s our response strategy?” Chloe asked, already opening her laptop.
I moved to the whiteboard and started sketching our battle plan.
“We’re going to remind them exactly why they wanted me in the first place. Vanessa, I need you to draft the cleanest, most founder-friendly advisory terms anyone has ever seen.”
“How founder-friendly?”
“No board observer rights. No veto power over hiring or strategy decisions. Minimal equity requirements with extended vesting cliffs. Make it so attractive they’d be idiots to say no.”
She nodded, taking notes. “Timeline?”
“Six hours. I need to review and approve before my flight tonight.”
“Chloe, I need a live demonstration of our analytics capabilities. Something that shows I understand user growth and engagement better than anyone they’ve ever met.”
Her eyes lit up with the technical challenge. “What kind of demonstration?”
“Build me a real-time growth projection model for Thefacebook’s current user base. Show them exactly how many users they’ll have at Columbia, Penn, and Yale by the end of next month.”
“That’s… ambitious. I’d need to analyze their current metrics, extrapolate expansion patterns, account for seasonal variations…”
“Can you do it?”
“Give me eight hours and access to their current user data.”
“I’ll get you the data. Emily, I need you to create a Monday-ready campus expansion playbook for their next three target schools.”
Emily grinned. “Contact lists, influence mapping, viral seeding strategies?”
“Everything. I want them to see exactly how we’d execute their growth strategy, step by step.”
“Consider it done.”
I looked around at my team—brilliant, focused, ready to fight for what was ours.
“This isn’t just about Thefacebook. This is about establishing that we don’t get pushed around by competitors who think they can outmaneuver us.”
“What about you?” Vanessa asked. “What’s your role in this counter-offensive?”
“I’m going to show Mark Zuckerberg why he needs me.”
The next eighteen hours were a blur of coordinated preparation.
Vanessa crafted advisory terms that were so founder-friendly they bordered on charity. No control provisions, minimal equity requirements, flexible time commitments that wouldn’t interfere with Thefacebook’s operational independence.
Chloe built a growth projection model that was frighteningly accurate—using the data I provided and her understanding of social network adoption patterns to predict Thefacebook’s expansion with mathematical precision.
Emily created a campus expansion playbook that mapped social hierarchies, influence networks, and viral adoption strategies for Columbia, Penn, and Yale. Student government contacts, Greek life leaders, campus media partnerships—everything Thefacebook would need for successful launches.
By Thursday evening, we had a presentation package that would make any startup founder grateful to work with us.
“Review time,” I announced, setting up the projector in our conference room.
For the next two hours, they grilled me like hostile board members. Vanessa challenged my financial projections. Chloe tested my technical understanding. Emily probed my grasp of social psychology.
By the end, I was ready for anything the Thefacebook team could throw at me.
“Flight leaves at 6 AM,” I said, checking my travel itinerary. “Wish me luck.”
“You don’t need luck,” Emily said with fierce confidence. “You have something better.”
“Which is?”
“You have us. And you have the truth.”
The Thefacebook offices in Palo Alto were exactly what I’d expected—a rented house, laptops on folding tables, the barely controlled chaos of a startup scaling faster than its infrastructure.
Mark Zuckerberg looked exactly like the future billionaire I remembered from countless magazine covers—hoodie, jeans, the intense focus of someone who saw the world in terms of code and connection patterns.
“Michael,” he said, extending his hand. “Thanks for making the trip out.”
“Thanks for the opportunity to address your concerns directly.”
“Sean mentioned there were some questions about your advisory role.”
“There were. I’m here to answer them.”
We settled into a small conference room where Sean Parker and Dustin Moskovitz were already waiting. The atmosphere was polite but skeptical.
“So,” Mark said, “help me understand why a college kid should be advising a company that’s about to revolutionize social networking.”
I opened my presentation folder and pulled out Chloe’s growth projection model.
“Because I can predict your future better than anyone else in this room.”
I slid the documents across the table. “These are growth projections for your next three expansion schools—Columbia, Penn, and Yale. User acquisition timelines, engagement patterns, viral coefficient calculations.”
Mark studied the numbers, his expression shifting from skepticism to interest.
“These projections assume specific launch strategies,” Dustin observed.
“Correct.”
I handed Emily’s campus playbook to Sean. “Step-by-step execution plans for each school. Contact lists, influence mapping, viral seeding strategies. Everything you need for successful launches.”
Sean flipped through the pages, his eyebrows rising. “This is… incredibly detailed.”
“It’s also actionable. You could execute these plans starting Monday morning.”
Mark looked up from the growth projections. “How did you develop these models?”
“By studying social network adoption patterns across demographic segments. By understanding how information flows through campus social hierarchies. By thinking several moves ahead.”
I pulled out Vanessa’s legal documents.
“And these are the cleanest advisory terms you’ll ever see. No board observer rights, no operational control, minimal equity requirements. I’m not here to slow you down. I’m here to help you scale faster and smarter.”
The room was quiet as they reviewed the materials.
“This is impressive work,” Mark admitted. “But what makes you different from other potential advisors? Specifically, what makes you different from Gavin Ward?”
I’d been waiting for this question.
“Gavin Ward thinks in terms of market positioning and competitive advantage. He sees Thefacebook as a chess game where the goal is to outmaneuver competitors.”
“And you see it differently?”
“I see Thefacebook as infrastructure. The foundation for how people will connect for the next twenty years. Gavin wants to help you win in the short term. I want to help you build something that lasts.”
Mark leaned back in his chair, studying me with those intense eyes.
“Prove it.”
I pulled out my phone and called Chloe.
“Demo time,” I said when she answered.
“Putting you on speaker.”
Chloe’s voice filled the room with professional confidence. “Gentlemen, you’re looking at growth projections based on current Thefacebook metrics. Let me walk you through the mathematical models.”
For the next ten minutes, she explained user acquisition algorithms, viral coefficients, and engagement optimization strategies using language that made her sound like a MIT PhD candidate rather than an eighteen-year-old college student.
“Questions?” she asked when she finished.
The room was silent.
“Who was that?” Dustin finally asked.
“My CTO. Chloe Dawson. One of the brightest analytical minds I’ve ever worked with.”
Mark was studying the projections with new interest. “These models… they’re not just theoretical, are they? You’ve tested these approaches.”
“On our own network of sites. Scaled them from zero to over two million monthly visitors in six months.”
Sean looked up from Emily’s campus playbook. “And this execution strategy?”
“Developed by my head of growth, Emily Chase. She’s mapped social influence networks for twelve major universities.”
“How?” Mark asked.
“By understanding that technology adoption follows social patterns, not demographic patterns. The same strategies that work for viral marketing work for platform adoption.”
I stood up and walked to the whiteboard mounted on the conference room wall.
“Thefacebook isn’t just a social network. It’s a utility. Like electricity. The question isn’t whether it will succeed—it’s how fast it can scale without breaking.”
I started sketching network diagrams on the whiteboard.
“Gavin Ward sees this as a competitive landscape where Thefacebook needs to defend market share. I see this as an infrastructure buildout where Thefacebook needs to achieve ubiquity.”
Mark was leaning forward now, fully engaged. “Explain the difference.”
“Competitive thinking focuses on features, differentiation, marketing messages. Infrastructure thinking focuses on adoption curves, network effects, switching costs.”
I drew expansion timelines on the board.
“Gavin will help you compete with Friendster. I’ll help you make them irrelevant.”
The room was quiet again, but the energy had shifted. I could see Mark and Dustin exchanging glances—the kind of looks that preceded major decisions.
“One more question,” Sean said. “What happens if we work with both you and Gavin? Divide the advisory responsibilities?”
I turned back to face them.
“That would be a mistake. Gavin and I have fundamentally different philosophies. Trying to split the difference would create confusion when you need clarity and speed.”
“So you’re saying it’s either-or?”
“I’m saying that successful startups need unified strategic vision. You can’t serve two masters.”
Mark stood up and walked to the window overlooking the parking lot. After a long moment, he turned back to us.
“Dustin, Sean—can you give Michael and me a few minutes alone?”
They filed out, leaving Mark and me facing each other across the conference table.
“Off the record,” Mark said. “What’s your real assessment of Thefacebook’s long-term potential?”
I looked at him—nineteen years old, Harvard dropout, about to become one of the most powerful people on the planet—and decided to tell him the truth.
“Thefacebook will be worth more than most public companies within ten years. It will connect more than a billion people. It will fundamentally change how people share information.”
His eyebrows rose slightly. “That’s… ambitious.”
“That’s conservative.”
“And you want to help build that?”
“I want to help build that correctly. Fast enough to maintain first-mover advantage, but thoughtfully enough to avoid the scaling mistakes that kill promising platforms.”
Mark studied me for another long moment.
“Okay. The advisory position is yours. We’ll announce it Monday.”
Relief and triumph flooded through me, but I kept my expression neutral.
“What about Gavin Ward?”
“He’s offered a consulting role. Project-based work, no ongoing advisory responsibilities.”
Perfect. Gavin would be involved enough to see what he’d lost, but not positioned to interfere with strategic decisions.
“Thank you,” I said. “You won’t regret this.”
“I better not.”
The flight back to Maryland felt like a victory lap.
I’d walked into a meeting where my position was under attack and walked out with exactly what I’d wanted. More importantly, I’d established that Gavin Ward could be outmaneuvered when it mattered most.
The war was just beginning, but I’d won the first major battle.
“How did it go?” Emily asked as I walked into our apartment.
“We got it.”
She squealed and threw her arms around me, her enthusiasm infectious.
“Details,” Vanessa demanded from the conference table.
I walked them through the entire meeting—Gavin’s sabotage attempt, our counter-offensive, Mark’s decision to give me the primary advisory role.
“So Gavin gets consolation prize?” Chloe asked.
“Peripheral consulting work. He’ll see what we’re building, but he won’t be able to influence it.”
“Perfect,” Emily said with satisfaction. “He gets to watch us win.”
Vanessa closed her laptop with a smile. “Congratulations. This puts us in an excellent position for future opportunities.”
I looked around at my team—the people who’d spent eighteen hours building the materials that won us this victory.
“This was a team effort. Vanessa’s legal work, Chloe’s analytics, Emily’s strategy development—that’s what made the difference.”
“What’s next?” Chloe asked.
“We execute. We make Thefacebook’s expansion so successful that every other startup wants to work with us.”
“And when Gavin tries to interfere again?”
I walked to the whiteboard and wrote a single word: DOMINANCE.
“Then we remind him what happens when someone tries to compete with us for scarce, high-value opportunities.”
Emily grinned. “I love it when you’re ruthless.”
“Get used to it. This is just the beginning.”
Outside, Silicon Valley was calling. Google was preparing for their IPO. The future was taking shape exactly as I remembered.
But now I was positioned to influence that future instead of just observing it.
Time to build something that would last.




Chapter 9: Aftermath & Audit
The Thefacebook advisory announcement hit the tech blogs on a Monday morning in March.
“Harvard Dropout Taps Teen Domain King for Growth Strategy”
I stared at the headline on Slashdot over my morning coffee, still processing the surreal reality that my name was now permanently associated with what would become the most valuable social network in history.
“Fame suits you,” Emily said, reading over my shoulder. She was wearing a tight sweater that showcased her perky tits, but for once I was too focused on business implications to get distracted.
“Fame is dangerous. It attracts the wrong kind of attention.”
“Speaking of attention,” Chloe said from her workstation, “our site traffic spiked forty-seven percent since the announcement. Everyone wants to see what the ‘Teen Domain King’ has built.”
Vanessa looked up from the legal documents she was reviewing. “More traffic means more scrutiny. We need to ensure our operations can withstand increased visibility.”
She was right. Success brought examination, and examination could reveal vulnerabilities we hadn’t considered.
“Team meeting,” I announced. “Post-victory audit and strategy adjustment.”
We gathered around our conference table, laptops and notepads at the ready. The war room had evolved over the past months—more monitors, better furniture, whiteboards covered in increasingly sophisticated diagrams.
“First item,” I said, grabbing a marker. “Operational security. Chloe, I need you to automate our reporting systems.”
“What kind of automation?”
“Weekly one-pagers. Revenue summaries, traffic analytics, competitive intelligence, operational metrics. I want comprehensive reports generated automatically so we can spot problems before they become crises.”
Her eyes lit up with the technical challenge. “Dashboard integration with automated PDF generation?”
“Exactly. Email delivery every Monday morning to all team members.”
“Timeline?”
“Two weeks. Can you do it?”
“I can do it in one week.”
“Emily, I need you to manage our public presence. The Slashdot article is just the beginning—there’ll be more press interest, more people trying to understand what we’ve built.”
She grinned. “PR management? I love it.”
“Flattering but accurate coverage. Highlight our success without revealing operational details. Make us look professional and established without giving away competitive advantages.”
“What about interview requests?”
“Decline everything for now. We control the narrative through strategic information sharing, not media appearances.”
“Got it.”
“Vanessa, vendor relationship audit. I want to identify any operational dependencies that could become vulnerabilities.”
She nodded, already taking notes. “Payment processors, hosting providers, contractor management systems?”
“Everything. If we lost access to any critical vendor tomorrow, I want backup systems ready to deploy immediately.”
“Smart. Redundancy prevents single points of failure.”
I walked to the whiteboard and started sketching our expanded operational framework.
“The Thefacebook advisory position changes our risk profile. We’re no longer flying under the radar—we’re visible, which means we need to operate at a higher standard.”
“Higher standard how?” Emily asked.
“Corporate-level compliance. Professional documentation. Audit-ready financial records. Everything has to be bulletproof.”
Vanessa smiled approvingly. “You’re thinking like a CEO.”
“I am a CEO. Time to start acting like one consistently.”
My phone buzzed with a calendar reminder: Statistics final project due next week.
Right. In all the excitement of Thefacebook negotiations and business expansion, I’d almost forgotten about my commitment to auditing Advanced Statistical Analysis.
“I need four hours this afternoon for academic work,” I announced. “Course capstone project.”
“What’s the topic?” Chloe asked.
“Predictive modeling of university expansion patterns. Specifically, identifying which campuses would be optimal targets for technology platform rollouts.”
Emily’s eyebrows rose. “That sounds suspiciously relevant to Thefacebook’s expansion strategy.”
“Pure coincidence.”
“Sure it is.”
The statistics project had been more challenging than I’d expected. Professor Williams didn’t accept hand-waving or intuitive leaps—every conclusion had to be supported by rigorous mathematical analysis.
But that discipline had made me better at everything else. The growth projections I’d presented to Thefacebook weren’t just educated guesses—they were statistically validated models based on peer-reviewed adoption theory.
“Academic work makes you sharper,” I explained to the team. “Forces you to defend your assumptions with data instead of relying on gut instinct.”
“Is that why you enrolled in the hardest statistics course the university offers?” Vanessa asked.
“Part of it. The other part is intellectual honesty. In my previous life, I always took easy classes, easy professors, easy paths. This time, I’m not avoiding challenge—I’m seeking it out.”
“Previous life?” Chloe asked.
Fuck. That was a slip.
“Figure of speech. Before I started taking business seriously.”
Vanessa’s eyes suggested she’d caught the verbal stumble, but she didn’t press.
The afternoon session at the university gym had become a religious ritual. Cardio, weights, flexibility training—systematic improvement of the physical foundation that supported everything else.
Four months ago, I’d been carrying twenty extra pounds and got winded walking up stairs. Now I was benching my body weight and running sub-seven-minute miles.
“Body tracking update,” I announced to the team that evening, consulting my fitness log.
“Do we need to know your workout stats?” Emily asked with amusement.
“You need to understand that systematic improvement applies to everything. Business metrics, financial performance, physical capabilities, intellectual development.”
I pulled up a spreadsheet on the main monitor.
“January baseline: 178 pounds, 8:30 mile time, 135-pound bench press, could barely touch my toes.”
“And now?” Chloe asked.
“167 pounds, 6:52 mile, 185-pound bench, full flexibility range. Eleven pounds lost, ninety seconds faster, fifty pounds stronger.”
“That’s impressive,” Vanessa admitted.
“That’s systematic. Same principles we apply to business optimization.”
I walked to the whiteboard and wrote: SYSTEMATIC IMPROVEMENT.
“This is how you build empires. Not through random hustle or lucky breaks, but through consistent, measurable progress across all dimensions of performance.”
“Speaking of performance,” Emily said with a mischievous grin, “how are we measuring other kinds of… improvement?”
The way she said it, with that innocent smile and knowing eyes, made my cock twitch.
“Such as?” I asked.
“Team cohesion. Interpersonal dynamics. Stress management through… recreational activities.”
Vanessa cleared her throat. “While I appreciate team bonding, perhaps we should focus on business metrics this evening.”
“Business metrics are important,” Emily agreed. “But so is maintaining optimal performance through proper… exercise.”
Chloe blushed but nodded. “Emily has a point. High-stress periods require effective stress relief methods.”
I looked around at my team—brilliant, dedicated, and clearly interested in celebrating our Thefacebook victory in more personal ways.
“Celebration is important,” I agreed. “But tonight is for operational planning. We celebrate when we’ve earned it.”
“When do we earn it?” Emily asked.
“When our automated reporting systems are deployed, our PR strategy is executed, and our vendor redundancy is established.”
“How long will that take?”
“Two weeks. Maybe three if we’re thorough.”
Emily pouted playfully. “That’s a long time to wait for proper… team building.”
“Good things are worth waiting for.”
“I suppose you’re right.”
But the way she looked at me suggested she was already planning exactly how we’d celebrate when the time came.
The next two weeks blurred together in focused execution.
Chloe built an automated reporting system that was frighteningly comprehensive. Weekly summaries of revenue, traffic, competitive analysis, operational metrics—everything we needed to monitor our empire’s health in a single PDF delivered to our inboxes every Monday morning.
Emily crafted a PR strategy that positioned us as the young success story everyone wanted to emulate. Strategic information leaks to tech blogs, carefully curated social media presence, networking events where we could be seen without revealing operational secrets.
Vanessa conducted a vendor audit that identified twelve critical dependencies and established backup relationships for each one. Payment processing redundancy, hosting failover systems, contractor replacement pipelines—everything we needed to survive targeted attacks on our infrastructure.
I finished my statistics capstone project with a presentation that made Professor Williams nod approvingly. “Exceptional work, Michael. This methodology could be applied to any platform expansion scenario.”
“Thank you, Professor. I’ve found that rigorous analysis usually beats intuitive guessing.”
“Indeed. Have you considered graduate school? This level of analytical thinking would serve you well in advanced economic research.”
Graduate school. In my previous life, I’d never even considered it—too much work, too expensive, too intimidating.
“Maybe someday. Right now I’m focused on practical application of these theories.”
“Practical application is valuable. Just remember that theoretical understanding deepens practical effectiveness.”
“I’ll keep that in mind.”
The Sunday call to Mom had become a highlight of my week. Not because the conversations were particularly deep, but because they represented something I’d lost in my previous life—consistent family connection.
“You sound different every week,” she said during our latest call.
“Different how?”
“More confident. More… settled. Like you know exactly where you’re going.”
“I’m figuring it out as I go.”
“That’s more than most people your age can say. I’m proud of you, Michael.”
“Thanks, Mom.”
“Are you eating enough? Getting enough sleep? I worry about you working so hard.”
“I’m taking care of myself. Promise.”
“Good. And this girlfriend you mentioned? The professor?”
I smiled. “She’s… incredible. Smart, beautiful, sophisticated. Way out of my league.”
“Nobody’s out of your league, sweetheart. Just remember that relationships require as much attention as business success.”
“I’ll remember.”
After hanging up, I found myself reflecting on how much had changed. Six months ago, I’d been dead. Now I was building an empire, advising Thefacebook, maintaining relationships that mattered.
But the real test wasn’t what I’d built—it was whether I could keep building without losing what mattered most.
“Final audit complete,” Vanessa announced from her desk. “All systems operational, all redundancies established, all compliance requirements satisfied.”
“Automated reporting deployed,” Chloe added. “First weekly summary will generate tomorrow morning at 8 AM.”
“PR strategy executed,” Emily concluded. “We’re positioned as the young tech success everyone wants to interview, but mysterious enough to maintain operational security.”
I looked around the war room at what we’d built together. Not just the business metrics or the Thefacebook connection, but the systematic approach to improvement that touched every aspect of our lives.
“Excellent work. All of it.”
“So,” Emily said with that mischievous grin, “have we earned our celebration yet?”
“We’ve earned it.”
Her smile turned predatory. “Good. Because I have some very specific ideas about how we should commemorate our Thefacebook victory.”
“Such as?”
“The kind that requires privacy, enthusiasm, and several hours of uninterrupted time.”
My cock was already hardening at the possibilities.
“Team bonding?”
“The most thorough team bonding session we’ve ever conducted.”
I looked around at my three brilliant, beautiful, dedicated partners in empire-building.
“Tomorrow night. After the first automated report generates successfully.”
“It’s a date,” Emily purred.
“Actually,” Vanessa corrected, “it’s a business meeting. With very unconventional agenda items.”
“The best kind of business meeting.”




Chapter 10: Dutch Auction Calm
The Google IPO announcement came on a Tuesday morning in April 2004, buried in a Wall Street Journal article that most college students would skip entirely.
But I wasn’t most college students.
“Emergency strategy session,” I announced to the team, hanging up from a call with my investment broker.
Emily looked up from her content management dashboard, blonde curls framing her face. “What’s the emergency?”
“Google’s going public. Dutch auction format, sometime in August.”
Chloe spun around in her chair, thick-framed glasses reflecting interest. “That’s… significant.”
“That’s the understatement of the decade,” I said, moving to the whiteboard. “This is going to be the largest tech IPO since the dot-com crash. Massive wealth creation opportunity.”
Vanessa closed her laptop and joined us at the conference table with professional efficiency. “What’s our strategy?”
I grabbed a marker and started sketching investment scenarios on the whiteboard.
“Everyone’s going to chase the opening day pop. Day traders, momentum investors, people looking to flip shares for quick profits.”
“And we’re not doing that?” Emily asked.
“We’re doing the opposite. Dollar-cost averaging over six months starting the day after IPO.”
“Explain,” Vanessa said.
I drew timeline charts showing different investment approaches.
“Dutch auction format means the opening price will be closer to fair value than traditional IPOs. Less artificial scarcity, less opening-day manipulation.”
“So less upside on day one,” Chloe observed.
“But more sustainable growth over time. Google isn’t a momentum play—it’s infrastructure. Search, advertising, data processing. The foundation of how information gets organized and accessed.”
Vanessa was taking notes, her business mind engaging with the investment thesis. “DCA timeline?”
“Fifty thousand dollars over six months. Eight thousand per month, split across multiple purchase dates to smooth price volatility.”
Emily’s eyes widened. “Fifty thousand? We have that much cash?”
“We will by August. Our Q2 projections put us at consistent hundred-thousand-dollar months. Fifty thousand is a statement, not a habit.”
“What if the stock tanks?” Chloe asked.
“Then we buy more. Google’s going to be worth more in five years than most people can imagine today.”
I capped the marker and looked around at my team. “This isn’t speculation. This is positioning for the next phase of internet infrastructure development.”
“Any competitors we should worry about?” Vanessa asked.
Before I could answer, my phone rang. Unknown number, but I recognized the area code.
“Michael Carter.”
“Michael, this is David Chen from Slashdot. I’m working on a follow-up piece about young entrepreneurs in the affiliate marketing space.”
I felt a chill run down my spine. “What kind of follow-up?”
“Specifically about sustainability and legitimacy concerns. Some sources have raised questions about whether domain-flipping and affiliate arbitrage represent genuine business value or just market manipulation.”
Fucking Gavin.
“Who are these sources?” I asked.
“I can’t reveal that, but they’re credible voices in the Valley startup community. Would you be available for comment?”
“I’ll need to see the specific allegations before responding.”
“Of course. I’ll email you the key points. Fair warning—the piece runs tomorrow morning whether we hear back from you or not.”
After hanging up, I found three pairs of eyes staring at me with concern.
“Problem?” Emily asked.
“Character assassination attempt. Someone’s been feeding negative stories to tech journalists.”
“Gavin?” Chloe guessed.
“Has to be. He can’t compete on substance, so he’s trying to undermine our credibility.”
Vanessa’s expression had shifted into crisis management mode. “What kind of allegations?”
“Market manipulation. Affiliate cowboy tactics. Questions about whether we’re building genuine value or just exploiting arbitrage opportunities.”
“Response strategy?” she asked.
I walked back to the whiteboard and started sketching a reputation defense plan.
“Professional overwhelm. We’re going to be so boringly legitimate that the allegations look ridiculous.”
“How?”
“Vanessa, I need a complete corporate diligence package. Financial statements, operational documentation, compliance records, vendor agreements. Everything a Fortune 500 company would maintain.”
Her eyes lit up with the challenge. “How comprehensive?”
“Audit-ready. If the SEC wanted to examine our books tomorrow, I want them to find better documentation than most public companies maintain.”
“Timeline?”
“Forty-eight hours. Can you do it?”
“I can do it in twenty-four hours.”
“Chloe, technical documentation audit. I want clean code, systematic architecture diagrams, security protocols, data handling procedures.”
“Professional grade?”
“Enterprise grade. Make our technical infrastructure look boring and competent.”
“Emily, PR counter-narrative. I want a media package that positions us as the young team that does everything right. Systematic, professional, focused on sustainable value creation.”
She nodded, already strategizing. “Boring but impressive?”
“Exactly. Let Gavin paint us as cowboys. We’ll prove we’re engineers.”
The next twenty-four hours were a masterclass in professional preparation.
Vanessa assembled a diligence package that would make investment bankers weep with appreciation. Clean financial statements, detailed operational procedures, comprehensive compliance documentation, vendor management protocols that most mature companies would envy.
Chloe created technical documentation that transformed our scrappy startup infrastructure into enterprise-grade architecture. System diagrams, security protocols, data flow charts, disaster recovery procedures—everything presented with surgical precision.
Emily crafted a media narrative that made us sound like the most responsible entrepreneurs in history. Systematic growth, sustainable practices, focus on long-term value creation over quick profits.
“Review time,” I announced, setting up the projector in our conference room.
For the next three hours, we walked through every document, every diagram, every narrative element. By the end, we had transformed from college students running affiliate sites into a professionally managed technology company with institutional-grade operations.
“This is incredible work,” I said finally.
“This is accurate work,” Vanessa corrected. “We actually do operate at this level—we just hadn’t documented it properly.”
She was right. Our success hadn’t come from cutting corners or exploiting loopholes. We’d built systematic, scalable, legitimate business operations that generated real value for advertisers and users.
“The Slashdot article drops in six hours,” Emily said, checking her watch.
“Let them print it. We’re ready.”
The article hit at 9:17 AM: “The Affiliate Cowboys: Young Entrepreneurs or Market Manipulators?”
I read it over coffee while the team gathered around my laptop.
The piece was everything Gavin had hoped for—pointed questions about sustainability, unnamed sources raising concerns about “arbitrage exploitation,” implications that affiliate marketing was somehow less legitimate than other forms of internet business.
“Well,” Emily said when we finished reading, “at least they spelled our names right.”
“Response?” Vanessa asked.
I opened my laptop and began typing:
Thank you for the article about affiliate marketing sustainability. I’d be happy to address these concerns with concrete data.
Attached you’ll find our complete financial statements, operational documentation, and technical architecture materials. Our affiliate operations generate genuine value by connecting qualified leads with appropriate vendors—the same matching function performed by Google’s advertising platform, but with specialized focus and higher conversion rates.
We maintain enterprise-grade compliance procedures, audit-ready financial records, and systematic operational protocols. Our business model is sustainable because it’s based on performance measurement and continuous optimization rather than arbitrage exploitation.
I’m available for a detailed interview if you’d like to discuss how modern affiliate marketing creates measurable value for all stakeholders.
Best regards,
Michael Carter
CEO, Carter Digital Holdings
I attached Vanessa’s diligence package, Chloe’s technical documentation, and Emily’s operational overview.
“Overwhelming them with professionalism,” Emily observed with approval.
“Making their sources look like gossips,” I agreed.
My phone rang thirty minutes after sending the response.
“Michael, this is David Chen again. I’ve been reviewing the materials you sent.”
“Any questions?”
“Honestly? This is the most comprehensive documentation I’ve ever seen from a company your size. Your operational protocols are cleaner than most public companies.”
“We believe in systematic excellence.”
“I can see that. Would you be available for a follow-up interview? I think our readers would be interested in understanding how you’ve built such professional operations at your age.”
“Absolutely.”
After hanging up, I found my team grinning with satisfaction.
“Counter-narrative successful?” Emily asked.
“Better than successful. We turned a hit piece into a credibility showcase.”
“What about Gavin?” Chloe asked.
“Gavin just learned what happens when you attack someone who’s better prepared than you expected.”
My investment broker called that afternoon.
“Michael, I’ve been reviewing your Google IPO strategy. DCA approach over six months, fifty-thousand-dollar total commitment.”
“Correct.”
“It’s… conservative. Most of my clients are planning to chase the opening pop.”
“Most of your clients are thinking short-term. I’m thinking infrastructure.”
“Fair enough. One question—this is a substantial investment for someone your age. Are you confident in the risk management?”
I looked around our war room—at the whiteboards covered in strategy, at the monitors showing consistent revenue growth, at the team that had just defended our reputation with professional-grade documentation.
“I’m confident in the preparation.”
“Good enough for me. I’ll set up the DCA schedule for post-IPO execution.”
That evening, we gathered for our weekly team dinner at a restaurant that was becoming our regular celebration spot.
“To professional overwhelm,” I raised my wine glass.
“To boring competence,” Emily added with a grin.
“To systematic excellence,” Chloe contributed.
“To making our enemies look like amateurs,” Vanessa finished with satisfaction.
We clinked glasses, and I felt the weight of what we’d accomplished settling around us.
“Question,” Emily said as our appetizers arrived. “What happens when Google actually goes public? Do we just… buy stock and wait?”
“We execute the plan systematically. No emotional decisions, no FOMO, no day-trading temptations.”
“Even if it pops fifty percent on opening day?”
“Especially then. Sustainable wealth comes from disciplined investing, not speculation.”
Vanessa smiled approvingly. “You’re starting to sound like Warren Buffett.”
“Buffett’s track record speaks for itself.”
Under the table, Emily’s foot found my crotch, stroking slowly through my pants. “I love it when you’re disciplined and systematic.”
My cock twitched at her touch, but I kept my expression neutral.
“Discipline applies to everything,” I said, catching her eye. “Business strategy, investment decisions, personal development…”
“Team management?” she asked innocently.
“Especially team management.”
Chloe blushed slightly, clearly understanding the subtext. Vanessa watched our exchange with amusement.
“Speaking of team management,” Vanessa said, “how are we celebrating our successful reputation defense?”
“The same way we celebrate everything,” I said. “Systematically.”
“When?” Emily asked, her foot still moving against my hardening cock.
“When we’ve earned it. Google IPO execution, Q2 financial targets, operational system optimization.”
“How long will that take?”
“Six weeks. Maybe eight if we’re thorough.”
Emily’s foot pressed harder. “That’s a long time to wait for proper… systematic celebration.”
“Good things are worth waiting for.”
“I suppose you’re right,” she agreed with a wicked smile. “But when we do celebrate…”
“When we do celebrate, it’ll be worth the wait.”
The check arrived, and I paid it without looking at the total. Statement, not habit.
But as we walked back to our apartment, I couldn’t shake the feeling that Gavin’s attack had been just the opening move in a larger campaign.
He’d tested our defenses and found them stronger than expected.
The question was: what would he try next?
And more importantly—were we prepared for whatever that might be?
Time would tell. But for now, we’d proven that professional preparation beats character assassination every time.
The Google opportunity was still six months away.
Plenty of time to get even more systematic about building something that would last.




Chapter 11: Rooftop Show
Google’s modified Dutch auction had priced on August 18th and closed at $100.34 per share on the first day of trading, August 19th, 2004.
I’d executed the first purchase of my DCA strategy that afternoon—eight thousand dollars at market close. Not chasing the opening pop, not getting caught up in day-one hysteria, just systematic investing in infrastructure that would define the next decade.
“To boring discipline,” I raised my wine glass at Morton’s Steakhouse, our celebration dinner overlooking San Francisco Bay.
“To making money while everyone else chases momentum,” Emily added, looking incredible in a black cocktail dress that showcased her petite curves.
Chloe lifted her glass, her thick-framed glasses reflecting the restaurant’s ambient lighting. “To understanding technology adoption curves better than Wall Street analysts.”
Vanessa smiled with satisfaction. “To building wealth systematically instead of gambling on market timing.”
We clinked glasses, and I felt the weight of another milestone settling around us.
The past six months had been a blur of execution. Our affiliate network was now generating consistent hundred-and-fifty-thousand-dollar months. The Facebook advisory role was producing strategic insights that positioned us for the next wave of social platform expansion. Our operational systems were running with corporate-level efficiency.
And now Google—the infrastructure play I’d been planning since March—was available for systematic accumulation.
“So,” Emily said as our steaks arrived, “what happens next?”
“We continue the plan. DCA into Google over the next five months, optimize our affiliate operations, position for the next major opportunity.”
“Which is?”
I glanced around the restaurant, confirming that the neighboring tables were far enough away for privacy.
“Video. User-generated video platforms. There’s going to be a massive opportunity in that space within the next two years.”
Chloe’s eyes lit up with technical interest. “Streaming infrastructure is still expensive. But bandwidth costs are dropping fast.”
“Exactly. When the economics work, someone’s going to build a user-generated video platform.”
“A user-generated video platform?” Emily asked.
“Theoretical name for a video platform that lets anyone upload and share content. It’ll be to video what blogging platforms are to text.”
Vanessa was already thinking through the business implications. “Monetization challenges would be significant. Video hosting costs, bandwidth scaling, content moderation…”
“All solvable problems with the right technical approach and enough capital.”
“Are we building this platform?” Chloe asked.
“No. Someone else will build it, and we’ll be ready to work with them when they do.”
Under the table, Emily’s foot found my crotch, stroking slowly through my pants. “I love it when you think three moves ahead.”
My cock twitched at her touch, but I kept my expression neutral.
“Long-term thinking is the only way to build lasting wealth.”
“Speaking of long-term,” Emily said with that mischievous smile, “I have some ideas for celebrating tonight’s Google victory.”
“Such as?”
Her foot pressed harder against my hardening cock. “The kind that involves showing off how lucky you are to have me.”
Vanessa raised an eyebrow. “Public display of affection?”
“Something like that.”
After dinner, Emily guided us to her car with obvious purpose.
“Where are we going?” I asked as she drove through San Francisco’s financial district.
“Trust me.”
She parked in a downtown garage and led us to an office building that was clearly closed for the evening.
“How do we get in?” Chloe asked.
Emily produced a key card from her purse. “I may have befriended the building’s social media manager last month. Blogger networking has its benefits.”
The elevator carried us to the twenty-third floor, where Emily used the key card to access a conference room with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city.
“Holy shit,” I breathed.
The view was spectacular—San Francisco’s skyline spread out below us, the Bay Bridge glittering in the distance, the lights of the city creating a circuit board of human ambition.
“Private rooftop access is through there,” Emily said, gesturing to a door marked ‘Authorized Personnel Only.’
“This is amazing,” Vanessa said, moving to the windows. “But also potentially illegal.”
“Not illegal. I have permission from someone with legitimate access. We’re just… borrowing the view.”
Emily opened the rooftop door, and we stepped out into the cool evening air. The city stretched out around us, alive with lights and possibility.
“There’s more,” Emily said, pulling out her phone. “I may have invited some friends to join us.”
“What kind of friends?” I asked.
“Creator friends. People I’ve been working with on our content partnerships. They’re… discrete.”
Two young women emerged from the stairwell—both clearly college-aged, both attractive in that carefully curated way of popular bloggers.
“Michael, meet Jessica and Amber. They run lifestyle blogs that we’ve featured on several of our sites.”
Jessica was brunette with an hourglass figure showcased by a tight dress. Amber was blonde and petite, though not quite as petite as Emily.
“So you’re the domain king,” Jessica said with a flirtatious smile. “Emily’s told us so much about you.”
“All good things, I hope.”
“Very good things,” Amber added, her eyes traveling over my body appreciatively.
Emily moved closer to me, her hand resting possessively on my chest. “I wanted them to see what I get to work with.”
The implications were clear. This wasn’t just a social gathering—it was Emily orchestrating some kind of performance.
“Ground rules,” Emily announced to the group with the authority of someone orchestrating something special. “What happens on this rooftop stays on this rooftop. No photos, no social media posts, no gossip. Everyone comfortable with complete discretion?”
“Absolutely,” Jessica said, her eyes bright with anticipation and wine. “We understand completely.”
“Of course,” Amber agreed, unconsciously licking her lips as she looked between Emily and me. “This stays between us.”
Vanessa and Chloe nodded their understanding, both clearly aroused by the charged atmosphere.
“Perfect,” Emily said with predatory satisfaction. “Because I want to show my friends exactly how incredibly lucky I am to have you.”
She turned to face me, her green eyes blazing with excitement, wine, and pure exhibitionist hunger.
“Michael, I need you to understand something important,” she said, her voice dropping to that breathy register that meant serious business. “These women think you’re successful, attractive, powerful. They’ve been curious about what it’s like to be with someone who builds empires.”
My heart rate spiked as I realized where this was heading. “Emily…”
“I want them to watch me worship you,” she declared boldly, her petite body practically vibrating with need. “I want them to see how eager I am to serve the man who’s conquering Silicon Valley. I want them to witness exactly what they’re missing.”
Fuck. The combination of her words, the spectacular city view, and the knowledge that we were about to perform for an audience of gorgeous women was making my cock harden rapidly in my pants.
“Are you absolutely sure about this?” I asked, though my voice was already rough with arousal.
“I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life,” she breathed, pressing closer. “This is my deepest kink, Michael. Being watched while I pleasure you. Performing for other women and showing them exactly what it means to belong to a real man.”
She glanced meaningfully at Jessica and Amber, both of whom were watching our exchange with obvious fascination and building arousal.
“You two are comfortable watching this?” I asked them directly, needing explicit consent.
“We’re more than comfortable,” Jessica purred, her voice husky with interest. “We’re honored to be included in something so intimate.”
“It’s incredibly hot,” Amber added breathlessly. “Emily is so lucky to have someone like you, and we want to see exactly what that looks like.”
Emily moved closer with feline grace, pressing her petite, warm body against mine while her hands roamed possessively over my chest. “See? They understand perfectly. Now let me show them exactly how I take care of my man.”
She kissed me with desperate hunger, her tongue exploring my mouth aggressively while her hands claimed every inch of my torso. When she finally pulled back, her eyes were dark with pure lust and exhibitionist need.
“Sit there,” she commanded with surprising authority, gesturing to a concrete ledge that offered both comfortable seating and a perfect view of the glittering city skyline. “I want you to watch their faces while I worship your cock.”
I sat down with my back to the spectacular view, facing Emily and our audience of four incredibly beautiful women. The contrast was striking—the city lights behind me, the gorgeous women in front, and Emily about to put on a show that would burn itself into all our memories.
Emily knelt between my spread legs with the grace of a woman born to serve, her hands working my belt buckle with practiced efficiency that spoke of countless intimate moments between us.
“Watch carefully,” she said to Jessica and Amber without taking her hungry eyes off my crotch. “Watch how eager I am to please him. How desperate I am for his cock.”
She freed my shaft from my pants with reverent care, and it sprang up immediately, already thick and hard with anticipation. In the cool night air, it looked even more impressive—veined, substantial, leaking precum with obvious need.
“Look at this magnificent cock,” she purred, wrapping both her small hands around my shaft like she was holding something precious. “Look how big and hard he gets just for me.”
She began stroking with deliberate slowness, her technique confident and designed for maximum visual impact rather than quick results.
“Do you see this, girls?” she asked our mesmerized audience without breaking eye contact with my throbbing cock. “Do you see how thick and perfect he is? How his cock responds to my touch?”
Jessica and Amber were completely captivated, their eyes locked on Emily’s hands working my shaft with practiced skill. I could see their breathing getting heavier, their nipples hardening through their dresses as they watched the erotic display.
Behind them, Chloe was blushing furiously but clearly aroused, her thick thighs pressed together. Vanessa maintained her professional composure but I caught the way her breathing had quickened and the slight flush spreading down her neck.
“He tastes absolutely incredible,” Emily announced with theatrical flair before leaning down to drag her tongue slowly up my entire length.
Her technique was deliberately exaggerated for our audience—long, slow licks that coated my cock with her warm saliva while giving everyone a perfect view of her pink tongue working my shaft.
“Tell them exactly how my mouth feels,” she murmured against my cock, her breath hot against my sensitive skin.
“Fucking incredible,” I groaned, my voice carrying clearly in the night air. “Your mouth is pure heaven, Emily. So warm and perfect.”
She smiled with pure satisfaction before taking me deeper, her lips stretching around my girth as she swallowed half my length with obvious expertise. The wet sounds of her mouth working my cock mixed with the distant city noise to create the perfect soundtrack for public debauchery.
The sensation was amazing, but the visual was even better—Emily’s blonde curls bouncing as she sucked me enthusiastically while four beautiful women watched every obscene detail with growing arousal.
“She’s so fucking good at that,” Jessica breathed, her voice thick with vicarious arousal.
“Look how much she loves serving his cock,” Amber added, unconsciously touching her own neck. “She’s completely devoted to pleasuring him.”
Emily pulled off with an obscene wet pop, strings of saliva connecting her lips to my cock as she stroked my saliva-slicked shaft for our audience’s benefit.
“This is what it means to serve a real man,” she declared boldly, her voice carrying across the rooftop. “Someone who builds empires, who thinks ten moves ahead, who takes care of the people he loves. This is what you get when you choose excellence over mediocrity.”
She returned to her worship with renewed enthusiasm, alternating between taking me deep in her throat and focusing on the sensitive head with her tongue. Her technique was clearly designed to put on a show—every movement calculated for maximum visual impact while still driving me steadily toward the edge.
“I’m getting close,” I warned, my voice strained with the effort of lasting longer for our audience.
She pulled back immediately, her small hand continuing to stroke my throbbing shaft while she addressed our captivated viewers.
“Where do you want to mark me?” she asked breathlessly. “I want them to see exactly how you claim what’s yours.”
“Your tits,” I growled, my voice rough with dominance and need. “I want them to see my cum covering your perfect breasts.”
Her eyes absolutely lit up with exhibitionist joy. “Yes! Mark me in front of everyone. Show them who I belong to.”
She pulled down the top of her dress with deliberate theatricality, revealing her perky tits with hard pink nipples that begged to be covered in cum. The cool night air made her nipples even more prominent, and our audience collectively held their breath at the erotic display.
“Look at these perfect tits,” she said to Jessica and Amber with obvious pride. “Look at what he gets to claim every single night.”
She positioned herself with practiced expertise, continuing to stroke my cock while presenting her chest as the perfect target for my release.
“Cum for me,” she begged loudly enough for everyone to hear. “Show them how you mark your territory. Paint my tits with your seed.”
The combination of her expert hands, her dirty talk, and the knowledge that four gorgeous women were watching me about to explode finally pushed me over the edge.
I erupted like a volcano, roaring with pleasure as thick, hot ropes of cum shot from my cock. The first blast hit Emily square between her perfect tits, and she moaned with genuine pleasure as my seed coated her skin. Subsequent shots painted her nipples and the upper curves of her breasts, marking her completely as mine while our audience watched in fascinated arousal.
“Fuck yes,” she moaned with pure satisfaction, immediately using her free hand to rub my cum into her skin like expensive lotion. “Mark me completely. Show them exactly who I belong to.”
“That’s so beautiful,” Jessica whispered, her voice thick with arousal and amazement.
“Incredibly fucking hot,” Amber added, clearly struggling to control her own rising need.
Emily looked down at my cum glistening on her tits, then up at our audience with triumphant satisfaction and obvious pride.
“This is what I get every single night,” she announced boldly. “This is what it means to belong to someone who builds something real, something lasting, something extraordinary.”
She leaned down with reverent care and cleaned my cock thoroughly with her tongue, making sure every drop was accounted for while our audience watched her post-orgasm worship with obvious fascination.
“Thank you for letting me show off,” she whispered against my still-sensitive shaft, her voice filled with genuine gratitude and satisfaction.
I pulled her up and kissed her deeply, tasting myself on her lips while the city lights twinkled around us and our audience slowly recovered from the erotic performance they’d just witnessed.
“Thank you for sharing this with me,” I murmured.
She smiled against my mouth. “This is just the beginning. I have so many more ideas for showing you off.”
Jessica and Amber approached us as Emily adjusted her dress.
“That was incredible to watch,” Jessica said. “You two have something special.”
“Very special,” Amber agreed. “Emily’s lucky to have found someone like you.”
“I’m the lucky one,” I said, pulling Emily closer.
“We should probably head back,” Vanessa said, checking her watch. “It’s getting late, and we don’t want to overstay our welcome.”
Emily nodded, though she looked reluctant to end the evening.
“Same time next major milestone?” she asked with a grin.
“We’ll see,” I said.
But as we gathered our things and prepared to leave the rooftop, I couldn’t help but think about what Emily had said.
This was just the beginning.
And I was already looking forward to whatever she had planned next.
The elevator ride down was quiet, everyone processing what had just happened. Jessica and Amber exchanged phone numbers with Emily, clearly hoping to be invited to future celebrations.
“Thank you for including us,” Jessica said as we reached the garage.
“It was an honor to witness that,” Amber added.
They left in their own car, still talking excitedly about what they’d seen.
“So,” Chloe said as Emily drove us home, “that was Emily’s exhibition kink fully activated.”
“Apparently so,” Emily said with satisfaction.
“How do you feel?” Vanessa asked me.
I thought about it as we drove through the San Francisco night—the thrill of being watched, the satisfaction of Emily’s performance, the knowledge that we were building something that deserved to be celebrated.
“Like we’re just getting started.”




Chapter 12: Scale Without Cracks
The third quarter of 2004 was when everything started humming like a well-tuned machine.
I sat in our war room on a crisp October morning in 2004, reviewing the automated weekly report that Chloe’s system generated every Monday at 8 AM. The numbers were beautiful in their consistency:
September Revenue: $167,847 September Expenses: $52,331 September Net: $115,516
“Boring excellence,” I murmured, scrolling through the detailed breakdowns.
“Did you say something?” Emily asked from her content management station. She wore a tight sweater that showcased her perky tits, but I was too focused on operational metrics to get properly distracted.
“Just appreciating systematic success.”
Chloe looked up from her analytics workstation, thick-framed glasses reflecting concern. “We might have a margin compression problem brewing.”
That got my attention immediately.
“Show me.”
She pulled up PPC campaign data on the main monitor. “Our top-performing credit card keywords are seeing increased competition. Cost-per-click is up eighteen percent month-over-month.”
I moved behind her chair to study the data more closely. She smelled like vanilla shampoo and the faint stress-sweat of someone wrestling with complex problems.
“Bid pressure from new entrants?”
“Mostly. But also from existing competitors with deeper pockets. Someone’s decided our niches are worth fighting for.”
Vanessa looked up from the legal documents she was reviewing. “Sustainable responses?”
Chloe pulled up a different dashboard showing our optimization algorithms. “I’ve been running continuous bid adjustments, but we’re approaching the threshold where profitability breaks down.”
“Timeline before we need to make major changes?”
“Six weeks. Maybe eight if I can squeeze more efficiency out of our landing page conversion rates.”
I walked to the whiteboard and started sketching response strategies.
“Options: diversify into lower-competition keywords, optimize for quality score improvements to reduce bid requirements, or sunset marginal campaigns and focus resources on highest-margin opportunities.”
“All of the above?” Emily suggested.
“Smart. Chloe, I want you to build a margin protection algorithm that automatically reallocates budget from declining campaigns to profitable opportunities.”
Her eyes lit up with the technical challenge. “Dynamic rebalancing based on ROI thresholds?”
“Exactly. If a keyword’s margin drops below fifteen percent, automatically reduce bids and redirect spend to campaigns maintaining twenty percent or higher.”
“Timeline?”
“Two weeks. Can you do it?”
“I can do it in ten days.”
My phone buzzed with a calendar reminder: Google DCA purchase #3 due today.
“Excuse me for a minute,” I said, stepping away to call my broker.
“Michael, ready for today’s purchase?”
“Eight thousand at market price. Same as always.”
“Current price is ninety-one fifty. Your average cost basis is now ninety-six twelve.”
Lower than my entry point. Beautiful.
“Execute the trade.”
“Done. Your total position is now twenty-four thousand shares. Anything else?”
“Add Apple to the next purchase cycle. Same DCA schedule, four thousand per month starting November first.”
“Expanding the technology allocation?”
“Infrastructure plays. Both companies are building the foundation for the next decade of digital innovation.”
After hanging up, I found Danny Reeves hunched over his design workstation, creating visual assets for our latest site launch.
“How’s the adjustment going?” I asked.
He looked up from his monitor, where he was crafting infographics that made complex financial information digestible. “Better than expected. This beats managing a camera shop in Ohio by about a thousand percent.”
“Good to hear. How’s the girlfriend situation?”
“Actually seeing someone. Local artist, met her at a coffee shop near campus. Thanks for asking.”
This was what systematic success looked like—not just growing revenue numbers, but creating opportunities for people to build better lives.
“Holiday bonuses are coming up in December. Based on our Q4 projections, everyone’s getting a substantial bump.”
“You don’t have to—”
“It’s not charity. It’s profit sharing. When we succeed, everyone succeeds.”
My desk phone rang. Mom’s number on the caller ID.
Sunday calls had become Wednesday calls, which had become whenever-she-felt-like-calling calls. I didn’t mind. Consistent family connection was worth the schedule flexibility.
“Hi, Mom.”
“Michael, I just saw an article about you in the business section of the Washington Post.”
I nearly dropped the phone. “What kind of article?”
“‘Young Entrepreneurs Building Digital Empires.’ Very flattering profile. It mentioned your work with Facebook and your success in online marketing.”
Fuck. More visibility meant more scrutiny.
“Did they quote me directly?”
“No, it seemed to be based on public information and interviews with other people. But they made you sound very impressive.”
“Thanks, Mom. How are things with you?”
“Good. Busy with the book club, thinking about taking a pottery class. The usual. But I wanted to tell you how proud I am.”
“For what?”
“For becoming the man I always knew you could be. Responsible, successful, taking care of the people around you. That matters more than money.”
After we hung up, I found Vanessa reading the Washington Post article on her laptop.
“Damage assessment?” I asked.
“Actually quite positive. Focuses on your strategic thinking and systematic approach to business building. No operational details, no competitive intelligence.”
“Any mention of our revenue numbers?”
“Vague references to ‘substantial success’ and ‘rapid growth.’ Nothing specific enough to attract unwanted attention.”
“Good. The last thing we need is the IRS deciding to audit our books.”
“Speaking of books, our Q3 financials are ready for review.”
She pulled up comprehensive profit and loss statements that would make Fortune 500 CFOs jealous. Clean revenue recognition, detailed expense categorization, reserve allocations, tax optimization strategies.
“Quarterly net profit: three hundred and forty-seven thousand dollars,” she announced.
Emily whistled. “We’re actually rich.”
“We’re cash-flow positive with systematic growth,” I corrected. “Rich is what happens when you invest that cash flow intelligently over years.”
“How intelligently?” Chloe asked.
I pulled up my investment tracking spreadsheet on the main monitor.
“Google position: twenty-four thousand shares, average cost ninety-six twelve. Current value: approximately two million, one hundred thousand dollars.”
The room went quiet.
“Holy shit,” Emily breathed. “You turned fifty thousand into two million in three months?”
“I turned systematic investing in undervalued infrastructure into market-rate returns. Google’s not overvalued at current prices—it’s undervalued relative to future cash flow potential.”
“What about Apple?” Danny asked.
“Starting DCA next month. Same principle—systematic accumulation of companies building the foundation for digital transformation.”
Vanessa closed her laptop with satisfaction. “This is how generational wealth gets built. Not through lottery tickets or speculation, but through identifying long-term value and accumulating systematically.”
“Speaking of long-term,” Chloe said, “I’ve been monitoring competitor intelligence. Someone’s been asking questions about our operations.”
My blood chilled. “What kind of questions?”
“Technical architecture, team composition, revenue estimates. Nothing specific enough to be dangerous, but persistent enough to be concerning.”
“Sources?”
“Meetup groups, industry conferences, casual networking events. Someone’s building a profile of our capabilities.”
I didn’t need to ask who. Gavin Ward was still circling, still looking for weaknesses to exploit.
“Defensive measures?”
“Operational security protocols. Limit discussion of sensitive details in public spaces, compartmentalize technical information, monitor our digital footprints for intelligence leaks.”
“Implement immediately.”
Emily looked concerned. “Are we in actual danger?”
“We’re successful enough to attract competition. Success always attracts people who want to take what you’ve built.”
“So what do we do?”
I walked to the whiteboard and wrote a single word: SCALE.
“We get too big and too systematic for competitors to meaningfully damage. Market dominance through operational excellence.”
“Meaning?”
“Meaning we execute our expansion plans faster and more thoroughly than anyone expects. By the time Gavin or anyone else figures out how to compete with us, we’ll be operating at a level they can’t reach.”
Chloe was already thinking through technical requirements. “Infrastructure scaling, automated systems deployment, team expansion?”
“Everything. I want us operating like a Fortune 500 company by next summer.”
“That’s ambitious,” Vanessa observed.
“Ambitious is safe. Competitors can copy tactics, but they can’t copy systematic excellence developed over time.”
My phone buzzed with a text from an unknown number:
Impressive Washington Post mention. Building quite the empire. - G
I showed the message to the team.
“He’s watching,” Emily said quietly.
“Let him watch. He’ll see a machine that’s too sophisticated to sabotage and too fast-moving to catch.”
I deleted the message and looked around at my team—brilliant, dedicated, ready to build something that would last.
“Back to work. Chloe, margin protection algorithm. Emily, content pipeline expansion. Vanessa, operational scaling procedures. Danny, visual identity that supports institutional credibility.”
“What about you?” Emily asked.
“I’m going to plan our next major move.”
“Which is?”
I smiled, thinking about video platforms and user-generated content and infrastructure plays that wouldn’t be obvious for another six months.
“Building the future before anyone else realizes what it looks like.”
The afternoon session at the gym had evolved into serious strength training. Six months ago, I’d struggled with 135-pound bench press. Today I was working sets at 205 pounds.
Systematic improvement applied to everything.
“Body tracking update,” I announced to the team that evening, consulting my fitness log.
“Still obsessed with metrics?” Emily asked with amusement.
“Still committed to measurable progress across all dimensions.”
I pulled up my tracking spreadsheet:
Weight: 162 pounds (-5 from last quarter) Bench press: 205 pounds (+20 from last quarter)
5K time: 6:32 (-20 seconds from last quarter) Body fat: 12% (-2% from last quarter)
“Lean muscle gain while reducing overall body fat,” I explained. “Systematic optimization of physical performance.”
“Why does this matter for business?” Danny asked.
“Because systematic thinking applies universally. The discipline required to progressively overload muscle development is the same discipline required to systematically scale business operations.”
Vanessa nodded approvingly. “Physical conditioning supports cognitive performance, stress management, and long-term strategic thinking.”
“Plus,” Emily added with a grin, “it doesn’t hurt that you’re getting incredibly sexy.”
The way she said it, with that innocent smile and knowing eyes, made my cock twitch despite my focus on business metrics.
“Fitness is functional,” I said, though her attention was definitely noticed and appreciated.
“Function can be aesthetic too,” she replied, her gaze traveling over my increasingly defined physique.
The sexual tension that always hummed between us was getting stronger as our business success increased. Success was apparently an aphrodisiac for all of us.
“Celebration timeline?” Chloe asked, blushing slightly.
“When we’ve earned it. Q4 targets hit, margin protection deployed, competitive intelligence secured.”
“How long will that take?” Emily asked.
“Six weeks. Maybe eight if we’re thorough.”
“That’s not too long to wait,” Vanessa said with a mysterious smile.
“Especially if the celebration matches the magnitude of our success,” Emily added.
I looked around at my team—brilliant, beautiful, dedicated to building something extraordinary together.
“It will.”
Outside, winter was approaching. Google stock was climbing steadily. Facebook was expanding to new universities every week.
And somewhere in Silicon Valley, Gavin Ward was plotting his next move.
But in our war room, everything was humming like a perfectly tuned machine.
Time to see how much better we could make it.




Chapter 13: War-Room Sync Night
The November 2004 rain drummed against our windows as we gathered for what had become our monthly strategy synchronization session.
It was 7 PM on a Wednesday, after business hours but before the evening wound down into personal time. The perfect moment for deep strategic thinking without external distractions.
“KPI wall update first,” I announced, moving to the large whiteboard that tracked our key performance indicators.
Emily curled up in the leather chair by the windows, legs tucked under her in a way that made her short skirt ride up just enough to be distracting. She wore a soft cashmere sweater that clung to her petite curves, and every movement seemed designed to catch my attention.
“Current monthly revenue?” I asked, marker in hand.
“One hundred and seventy-three thousand, four hundred and twelve dollars,” Chloe reported from her analytics workstation. Her thick-framed glasses reflected the glow of multiple monitors, and her tight jeans showcased the spectacular curve of her ass as she leaned forward to read the numbers.
I wrote the figure on the board with satisfaction. “Up six percent from last month.”
“Profit margins?” Vanessa asked from the conference table, where she was reviewing financial statements. Her pencil skirt had hiked up slightly, revealing the lace tops of her stockings, and her silk blouse was unbuttoned just enough to show the swell of her massive tits.
“Holding steady at sixty-eight percent after the margin protection algorithm deployment,” Chloe answered.
“Beautiful.” I added that metric to the board. “Google position?”
“Forty-eight thousand shares, average cost basis now eighty-nine forty-seven,” Vanessa said, consulting her investment tracking spreadsheet. “Current value approximately four-point-three million dollars.”
Emily whistled softly. “That’s… a lot of money.”
“That’s systematic wealth accumulation,” I corrected, though the number still felt surreal. “Apple position?”
“Just started DCA last week. Four thousand shares at current average of seventy-eight dollars.”
I updated the investment tracking section of our KPI wall, then stepped back to review the full picture.
Revenue: $173,412/month (↑6%) Profit Margin: 68% (→) Google: $4.3M (↑15% this month) Apple: $312K (new position) Team: 6 people (Michael, Emily, Chloe, Vanessa, Danny, 1 contractor)
“Comments on current trajectory?” I asked.
“Sustainable growth without concerning stress points,” Vanessa observed. “Our operational systems are scaling smoothly.”
“Competition pressure is manageable,” Chloe added. “The margin protection algorithm is working better than expected.”
“Content pipeline is humming,” Emily contributed. “We’ve got reliable writer networks in place and quality is staying high.”
I nodded, then moved to a clean section of the whiteboard.
“Q1 2005 targets.”
The room’s attention sharpened. Setting quarterly goals had become our most important strategic ritual.
“Revenue target: two hundred and fifty thousand per month by March.”
“That’s aggressive,” Emily observed.
“Aggressive keeps us ahead of competition. Operational target: team expansion to twelve people by end of Q1.”
“What kind of roles?” Vanessa asked, already thinking through hiring logistics.
“Two additional developers to support Chloe, three content managers to support Emily, one business development specialist to support me.”
“Budget implications?” she continued.
“Fully funded from current cash flow. No external investment required.”
I wrote the expansion targets on the board, then moved to a third section.
“Strategic initiative for Q1: blogger pipeline development.”
“Explain,” Chloe said.
I started sketching network diagrams on the whiteboard. “Right now we work with freelance writers on a project basis. I want to build systematic partnerships with content producers across multiple platforms.”
“What kind of content producers?” Emily asked, leaning forward with interest. The movement made her sweater stretch across her perky tits, and I had to force myself to focus on strategy.
“Bloggers, forum contributors, early social media adopters, video producers—anyone building an audience we can partner with for mutual benefit.”
“Revenue sharing model?” Vanessa asked.
“Performance-based partnerships. They create content featuring our affiliate offers, we share commission revenue based on conversion rates.”
Emily’s eyes lit up with understanding. “Scaling our content production through blogger networks instead of just hiring more writers.”
“Exactly. Plus it gives us diversified traffic sources and reduces dependence on search engine algorithms.”
“Technical requirements?” Chloe asked.
“Blogger portal, automated tracking systems, payment processing integration, performance analytics dashboards.”
“Timeline?”
“Full deployment by March first. Can you build it?”
She was already taking notes, her mind working through the technical architecture. “Yes, but I’ll need those additional developers you mentioned.”
“Hiring starts next week.”
I capped the marker and looked around at our updated strategic plan. Revenue growth, team expansion, blogger partnerships—everything designed to make us too big and too systematic for competitors to meaningfully threaten.
“Questions on Q1 objectives?”
“Just one,” Emily said with that mischievous smile I’d learned to recognize as trouble. “How do we celebrate when we hit these targets?”
The way she asked it, with innocent eyes and a voice that carried unmistakable subtext, made my cock twitch.
“We’ll figure something out,” I said carefully.
“I have some ideas,” she continued, standing up and moving closer. “Ideas that involve… team bonding.”
Vanessa cleared her throat. “Perhaps we should focus on execution before planning celebration strategies.”
“Execution is important,” Emily agreed, her hand coming to rest on my chest. “But so is proper motivation.”
Chloe was watching our exchange with obvious interest, her cheeks slightly flushed.
“Emily,” I said, though my voice was rougher than intended.
“What?” she asked innocently, though her fingers were tracing patterns on my shirt. “I’m just discussing performance incentives.”
Her touch was sending electricity through my system, but this wasn’t the time or place for what she was suggesting.
“Save it for later,” I said, catching her hand.
She pouted playfully but didn’t pull away. “How much later?”
“When we’ve earned it.”
“Fair enough.” She leaned up and kissed my cheek, her lips lingering just long enough to make the gesture feel intimate rather than casual. “But when we do celebrate…”
“When we do celebrate, it’ll be worth the wait.”
Danny looked up from his design workstation, where he’d been quietly working on visual assets for our Q1 launch campaigns.
“Speaking of celebration,” he said, “should I plan holiday bonuses for the team?”
“Already calculated,” Vanessa said, consulting her financial projections. “Based on Q4 performance, everyone’s getting a December bonus equal to two months’ salary.”
“Two months?” Danny’s eyes widened.
“Profit sharing. When the business succeeds, everyone succeeds.”
“That’s… incredibly generous.”
“That’s systematic wealth distribution. The better we all do individually, the better we do collectively.”
I walked back to the whiteboard and wrote our final Q1 target:
Team Retention: 100% Team Satisfaction: High Team Growth: Personal & Professional
“This isn’t just about revenue numbers,” I said. “It’s about building something that makes everyone’s life better.”
“Group hug?” Emily suggested with a grin.
“Group focus,” I countered. “Let’s earn those bonuses.”
The next two hours were pure strategic execution.
Chloe designed technical specifications for the blogger portal, mapping out user flows and database architecture with surgical precision.
Emily began reaching out to potential blogger partners, leveraging her networking skills to identify high-potential collaboration opportunities.
Vanessa drafted hiring procedures for our Q1 expansion, including interview protocols and compensation structures.
Danny created visual identity guidelines that would support our growth into a more institutional-scale operation.
I coordinated everything while diving deep into competitive analysis, making sure our expansion plans positioned us ahead of whatever Gavin Ward or other competitors might attempt.
By 9 PM, we had a comprehensive execution roadmap for the next quarter.
“Productivity assessment?” I asked, reviewing our evening’s output.
“Exceptionally high,” Vanessa said with satisfaction. “We accomplished more strategic planning tonight than most companies manage in full-day sessions.”
“Team chemistry assessment?” Emily asked with a different kind of smile.
“Increasingly integrated,” Chloe observed, blushing slightly.
“Professionally and personally,” Vanessa added, though her tone suggested she was thinking about more than just business relationships.
I looked around at my team—brilliant, dedicated, and clearly interested in taking our partnerships beyond purely professional boundaries.
“Pizza?” I suggested, deflecting the sexual tension for now.
“I’ll order,” Emily volunteered, already pulling out her phone.
While she called for delivery, I updated our project management system with the evening’s strategic decisions. Everything documented, everything trackable, everything designed for systematic execution.
“How do you feel about the Q1 targets?” Vanessa asked, settling beside me on the couch.
“Confident. We’ve got the team, the systems, and the market positioning to execute successfully.”
“Even with competitive pressure?”
I thought about Gavin Ward’s continued surveillance, about the margin compression we were managing, about the increasing complexity of scaling a business at our growth rate.
“Especially with competitive pressure. Pressure creates diamonds.”
She smiled, her hand resting on my thigh. “I love your confidence.”
“I love having something worth being confident about.”
Emily returned from ordering pizza and immediately positioned herself on my other side, her petite body warm against mine.
“Thirty minutes for delivery,” she announced.
“Perfect timing,” Chloe said, saving her technical specifications and spinning around in her chair to face us.
For a moment, we just sat in comfortable silence, the weight of our strategic planning settling around us. Outside, the November rain continued its steady rhythm against the windows.
“Question,” Emily said quietly. “Do you think we’re actually going to pull this off?”
“Define ‘this,’” I said.
“Building something that lasts. Changing our lives fundamentally. Creating the kind of success that most people only dream about.”
I looked around our war room—at the whiteboards covered in strategy, at the monitors showing real-time business metrics, at the team that had chosen to build their futures around mine.
“We’re already pulling it off. The question is how far we can take it.”
“How far do you want to take it?” Vanessa asked.
“Far enough to never worry about money again. Far enough to create opportunities for everyone we care about. Far enough to build something that outlasts all of us.”
“That’s ambitious,” Chloe observed.
“Ambitious is the only way to build something truly worthwhile.”
Emily shifted closer, her hand finding mine. “And what about us? The personal side of what we’re building?”
The question hung in the air, loaded with implication.
“The personal side,” I said carefully, “is what makes everything else worth building.”
“Good answer,” she murmured, leaning against my shoulder.
When the pizza arrived, we ate around the conference table, continuing to refine our Q1 strategy between bites. Business planning mixed with personal conversation, professional ambition blended with intimate connection.
“Bedtime?” Emily suggested as we finished cleaning up.
The way she said it made it clear she wasn’t suggesting we all go to our separate rooms.
“Early meeting tomorrow,” I said, though my resolve was weakening.
“The meeting’s not until ten AM,” Vanessa pointed out with amusement.
“Team bonding is important for operational efficiency,” Chloe added, her academic tone not quite hiding the desire in her voice.
I looked around at three incredibly beautiful, brilliant women who’d spent the evening helping me plan our empire’s expansion.
“Light team bonding,” I conceded. “Nothing that interferes with tomorrow’s productivity.”
“Define light,” Emily said with a grin.
“Kissing. Touching. Stress relief without full celebration.”
“I can work with that.”
What followed was an hour of gentle intimacy—soft kisses shared between strategic conversations, hands exploring over clothes, the kind of physical affection that built emotional bonds without crossing into full sexual celebration.
Emily curled against my chest, her lips finding mine in slow, sweet kisses that tasted like wine and possibility.
Chloe leaned against my side, her thick curves warm and soft, her shy touches growing bolder as the evening progressed.
Vanessa watched with satisfaction, occasionally joining the gentle exploration but mostly orchestrating the pace to ensure nothing escalated beyond what we’d agreed on.
“This is nice,” Emily murmured against my neck.
“This is enough for now,” I agreed.
“But when we hit those Q1 targets…”
“When we hit those targets, we celebrate properly.”
“Promise?”
I looked around at my team, my partners, my chosen family.
“Promise.”
Outside, the November rain was ending. Inside, our empire was growing stronger by the day.
Time to see how much stronger we could make it.




Chapter 14: Institutional Polish
The call from Goldman Sachs came on a Tuesday morning in December, just as I was reviewing our Q4 financial projections.
“Michael Carter? This is David Kim from Goldman’s Technology Investment Banking division.”
I nearly dropped my coffee. Goldman Sachs didn’t call college sophomores unless something significant was happening.
“How can I help you, David?”
“We’ve been following your work in the affiliate marketing space, particularly your advisory role with Facebook. Would you be interested in discussing potential strategic opportunities?”
My pulse quickened. “What kind of opportunities?”
“Nothing concrete yet, but we’re seeing increased investor interest in companies that understand user acquisition and monetization at scale. Your operational profile suggests you might be ready for institutional-level partnerships.”
Institutional-level partnerships. Translation: we were on the radar of serious money.
“I’d be happy to discuss possibilities,” I said carefully.
“Excellent. I’ll have my assistant send you our standard information request package. If your financials look as strong as your public profile suggests, we should meet in person.”
After hanging up, I found three pairs of eyes staring at me with curiosity.
“Goldman Sachs,” I explained to Emily, Chloe, and Vanessa. “They want to explore ‘strategic opportunities.’”
Emily’s eyebrows rose. “That sounds important.”
“That sounds like they’re evaluating us for something big,” Vanessa corrected, her business mind immediately engaging. “Investment banking doesn’t make cold calls to companies generating low seven figures annually unless they see potential for much larger numbers.”
“What do we need to do?” Chloe asked.
I walked to the whiteboard and started sketching an institutional preparation timeline.
“We need to be ready for the most thorough due diligence process we’ve ever experienced. Financial auditing, operational documentation, legal structure review, competitive positioning analysis.”
“How thorough?” Vanessa asked.
“Fortune 500 thorough. Everything documented, everything audit-ready, everything presented with institutional-level professionalism.”
Emily grinned with competitive excitement. “I love a challenge.”
“This isn’t just a challenge,” I said. “This is our chance to prove we can operate at the highest levels of business sophistication.”
Vanessa was already opening her laptop. “Timeline for preparation?”
“Goldman’s information request will arrive this afternoon. We’ll need a complete response within one week.”
“That’s aggressive.”
“That’s Goldman Sachs. They don’t wait for anyone.”
I divided our preparation strategy across functional areas.
“Vanessa, I need you to perfect our corporate structure documentation. Equity arrangements, vesting schedules, acceleration triggers, founder agreements—everything clean and investor-ready.”
Her eyes lit up with the legal challenge. “How investor-ready?”
“Private equity ready. If someone wanted to write us a check for fifty million dollars, I want our paperwork to support that transaction without modification.”
“Understood. What about existing equity holders?”
“Tighten the vesting language, add single-trigger acceleration for everyone, implement drag-along and tag-along provisions. Make it bulletproof.”
“Chloe, technical architecture documentation. I want system diagrams, database schemas, security protocols, scalability projections. Everything an institutional investor would need to evaluate our technical assets.”
She nodded, already thinking through the documentation requirements. “How detailed?”
“CTO-level detailed. If Goldman brings in technical consultants to evaluate our capabilities, I want them to find enterprise-grade architecture.”
“Emily, I need you to integrate our blogger pipeline strategy into a comprehensive growth plan. Show them we understand how to scale user acquisition and content production systematically.”
“What kind of projections?” she asked.
“Conservative, aggressive, and stretch scenarios. Revenue forecasts, user growth models, market penetration analysis. Make it look like we’ve been planning institutional scale from day one.”
I stepped back from the whiteboard and looked at our preparation plan.
“Questions?”
“Timeline for individual deliverables?” Vanessa asked.
“Everything ready for internal review by Friday afternoon. Final package assembled over the weekend.”
“What about you?” Emily asked. “What’s your focus?”
“Competitive intelligence and market positioning. I need to understand exactly where we fit in the broader landscape of companies Goldman might be considering.”
The next five days were a masterclass in institutional preparation.
Vanessa transformed our legal documentation from startup-grade to investment-banking-grade. Clean equity structures with institutional-friendly terms, vesting schedules that protected founder interests while accommodating investor requirements, acceleration provisions that balanced risk and reward.
“Review these,” she said Friday afternoon, sliding a thick binder across the conference table.
I opened to the first page and immediately saw the difference. Instead of the functional-but-basic agreements we’d been operating under, these documents looked like they’d been crafted by white-shoe law firms.
“This is impressive work.”
“This is accurate work,” she corrected. “We actually do have sophisticated equity arrangements and founder protections—I just documented them properly.”
Chloe’s technical documentation was equally impressive. System architecture diagrams that made our affiliate network look like enterprise-grade infrastructure, security protocols that would satisfy Fortune 500 compliance requirements, scalability projections that demonstrated our ability to handle massive growth.
“Database schema review,” she announced, pulling up detailed technical specifications on the main monitor.
The diagrams were beautiful—clean, systematic, designed for industrial-scale operation. Looking at them, you’d think our technical team had decades of enterprise experience.
“This makes us look incredibly sophisticated,” I observed.
“This reflects how sophisticated we actually are,” she replied. “Our technical architecture is already enterprise-grade—I just documented it at the appropriate level of detail.”
Emily’s growth strategy documentation tied everything together into a comprehensive business plan. Conservative projections showing steady 15% monthly growth, aggressive scenarios demonstrating 25% expansion, stretch cases that outlined path to billion-dollar valuations.
“Market analysis summary,” she said, presenting a slide deck that belonged in an MBA program.
The presentation was thorough without being overwhelming, ambitious without being unrealistic, systematic without being boring. It made our blogger pipeline strategy look like the obvious evolution of digital marketing.
“This is boardroom-quality work,” I said with satisfaction.
“This is us operating at our actual capability level,” she replied.
My competitive intelligence research had revealed something important: we weren’t just another affiliate marketing company. We were positioned as a next-generation user acquisition and monetization platform with systematic blogger partnerships.
“Final preparation review,” I announced Saturday morning.
We spent six hours walking through every document, every projection, every technical specification. By afternoon, we had assembled a due diligence package that would satisfy the most demanding institutional investors.
“Confidence level?” I asked.
“Very high,” Vanessa said. “Our documentation is cleaner than most public companies maintain.”
“Extremely high,” Chloe added. “Our technical architecture is genuinely sophisticated.”
“Completely confident,” Emily concluded. “Our growth strategy is systematic and scalable.”
I looked at the assembled package—legal documentation, technical specifications, financial projections, competitive analysis, growth strategy. Everything organized with institutional-level professionalism.
“This is how you build something that lasts,” I said. “Not through hustling or luck, but through systematic excellence at every operational level.”
My phone rang. David Kim from Goldman Sachs.
“Michael, have you had a chance to review our information request?”
“We’ve prepared a comprehensive response package. When would you like to receive it?”
“How about Monday morning? If the materials look strong, we could schedule an in-person meeting for later in the week.”
“Perfect. I’ll have everything delivered to your office by 9 AM.”
After hanging up, I found my team watching me with anticipation.
“Monday delivery, potential meeting later this week,” I reported.
“Are you nervous?” Emily asked.
I thought about it as I looked around our war room—at the whiteboards covered in strategic planning, at the monitors showing consistent revenue growth, at the documentation that proved we could operate at institutional levels.
“No. We’ve done the work. We’re ready for whatever they want to evaluate.”
“What happens if they’re impressed?” Chloe asked.
“Then we have options. Strategic partnerships, growth capital, acquisition opportunities—doors we didn’t even know existed.”
“And if they’re not impressed?”
“Then we continue building what we’re building, just without institutional backing.”
Vanessa smiled. “Either way, we win.”
“Either way, we’ve proven we can operate at the highest levels of business sophistication.”
That evening, I updated my personal tracking systems with Q4 metrics.
Physical development had continued steadily. Deadlift PR: 315 pounds, up from 275 in September. Sleep optimization: averaging 7.5 hours per night with better recovery protocols. Body composition: 160 pounds at 10% body fat—leaner and stronger than I’d been in either lifetime.
“Final body tracking update for the year,” I announced to the team.
“Still obsessed with systematic improvement?” Emily asked with amusement.
“Still committed to optimization across all dimensions.”
I pulled up my comprehensive tracking spreadsheet:
Weight: 160 lbs (-2 from Q3) Deadlift: 315 lbs (+40 from Q3) Body fat: 10% (-2% from Q3)
Sleep quality: 7.5 hrs average Stress management: Significantly improved
“The discipline required to systematically improve physical performance is the same discipline required to build institutional-grade business operations,” I explained.
“Plus,” Emily added with a grin, “you look incredible.”
The way she said it, with obvious appreciation for the results of months of systematic training, made my cock twitch despite my focus on metrics.
“Function and form,” I agreed.
“Definitely both,” Vanessa murmured, her gaze traveling over my increasingly defined physique.
The sexual tension that always hummed between us had been building as our business success increased. Success was apparently a powerful aphrodisiac.
“Celebration timeline?” Emily asked, her meaning clear.
“When we’ve earned it. Goldman Sachs meeting, Q4 targets confirmation, blogger pipeline deployment.”
“How long will that take?”
“Two weeks, maybe three if Goldman’s process is extensive.”
“That’s not too long to wait,” Chloe said, though her blush suggested she was already thinking about what form that celebration might take.
“Especially if the celebration matches the magnitude of our success,” Emily added with a meaningful look.
I looked around at my team—brilliant, beautiful, committed to building something extraordinary together.
“It will.”
Sunday afternoon, I made my weekly call to Mom.
“How are things, sweetheart?”
“Good. Busy with end-of-year planning and some potential new business opportunities.”
“You sound different. More… confident. Like you’re exactly where you’re supposed to be.”
“I think I might be.”
“I’m proud of you, Michael. Not just for the success, but for how you’ve handled it. Staying grounded, taking care of the people around you.”
“Thanks, Mom. That means a lot.”
“Just remember that relationships matter more than money. The people who care about you—that’s the real wealth.”
After hanging up, I found myself reflecting on how much had changed since my reset. Not just the business success or the investment gains, but the systematic approach to building a life worth living.
“Package ready for Goldman delivery?” Vanessa asked from her desk, where she was putting finishing touches on our legal documentation.
“Everything’s ready. Tomorrow we find out if we’re as sophisticated as we think we are.”
“We are,” Emily said with confidence. “Goldman’s going to be impressed.”
“And if they are?”
She smiled with anticipation. “Then we celebrate like the institutional-grade success story we’ve become.”
Monday morning couldn’t come fast enough.
But as I looked around our war room—at the systematic excellence we’d built, at the team that had made it all possible, at the documentation that proved we could compete at the highest levels—I knew we were ready.
Time to show Goldman Sachs what systematic excellence looked like.




Chapter 15: Creator Party Orgy
The call from Goldman Sachs came on Thursday afternoon, three days after they’d received our institutional documentation package.
“Michael, David Kim here. We’ve completed our initial review of your materials.”
I was in the middle of reviewing blogger partnership agreements, but Goldman had my complete attention.
“And?”
“Impressive. Very impressive. Your operational documentation is cleaner than most companies we work with at the hundred-million-dollar level.”
My pulse quickened. “Thank you.”
“We’d like to proceed to the next phase. In-person meetings with our senior team, technical due diligence, market positioning analysis. Are you interested in exploring strategic partnership opportunities?”
Strategic partnership opportunities with Goldman fucking Sachs.
“Absolutely.”
“Excellent. My assistant will coordinate scheduling. This could be the beginning of something significant, Michael.”
After hanging up, I found Emily, Chloe, and Vanessa watching me with anticipation.
“Goldman wants to move to the next phase,” I announced. “In-person meetings, full due diligence process.”
Emily squealed and threw her arms around me. “That’s incredible!”
“That’s validation,” Vanessa corrected with satisfaction. “They don’t advance companies to senior-level meetings unless they see genuine potential for major partnerships.”
Chloe grinned behind her thick-framed glasses. “So we’re actually as sophisticated as we think we are.”
“We’re sophisticated enough for Goldman Sachs to take seriously.”
Emily pulled back from our hug, her green eyes bright with excitement and something else.
“This calls for a celebration.”
The way she said it, with that mischievous smile I’d learned meant trouble, made my cock twitch.
“What kind of celebration?” I asked carefully.
“The kind that shows off everything we’ve built. Business success, strategic partnerships, and…” she paused meaningfully, “…the network effects we’ve created.”
“Network effects?”
She grinned. “I may have invited some of our blogger partners to a small gathering this weekend. To celebrate our institutional recognition and discuss future collaboration opportunities.”
“How small a gathering?”
“Six people. All 18+, all vetted, all discrete. Jessica and Amber from the rooftop event, plus two new partners I’ve been developing relationships with.”
My heart rate increased. “Emily…”
“What?” she asked innocently. “We need to maintain our blogger partnerships. And after Goldman Sachs validates our business model, these bloggers are going to want even closer relationships with us.”
Vanessa raised an eyebrow. “Closer how?”
“The kind of close that makes them exclusive to our network. The kind of close that builds competitive moats through personal loyalty.”
I stared at her, processing the implications. Emily wasn’t just planning a party—she was engineering a strategic alliance through intimate bonding.
“Where?” I asked.
“Private event space. I know someone with access to a downtown loft. Completely private, soundproofed, no security cameras.”
“Ground rules?” Vanessa asked, immediately shifting into risk management mode.
Emily’s expression turned serious. “Everyone 18+, everyone sober enough to provide enthusiastic consent, condoms required for all penetration, no filming or photos, safeword protocols established, aftercare provided.”
“Participants?” Chloe asked, blushing but clearly interested.
“You three, me, and four blogger partners. Jessica and Amber, plus Madison and Zoe—both lifestyle bloggers with substantial followings.”
“What kind of… activities?” Vanessa asked.
Emily’s grin turned predatory. “The kind that create unbreakable business relationships. The kind that make our blogger network so personally invested in our success that competing offers become irrelevant.”
I looked around at my team—brilliant, beautiful, and clearly ready to take our partnerships to levels that would make traditional business networking look quaint.
“When?” I asked.
“Saturday evening. After we’ve had time to process the Goldman opportunity properly.”
“This is insane,” Chloe said quietly.
“This is strategic,” Emily corrected. “Personal relationships create business advantages that contracts can’t replicate.”
I thought about it for a long moment. The risks, the rewards, the sheer audacity of using intimate celebration to build competitive moats.
“Do it,” I decided.
Saturday evening arrived crisp and clear, December air carrying the promise of snow.
The loft Emily had arranged was perfect—exposed brick walls, floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the city, a spacious main area with comfortable seating and ambient lighting.
Jessica and Amber arrived first, both dressed in cocktail attire that managed to be elegant and provocative simultaneously. Jessica wore a black dress that showcased her hourglass figure, while Amber had chosen something red and form-fitting that emphasized her petite curves.
“Michael,” Jessica purred, air-kissing my cheeks. “Congratulations on the Goldman Sachs news. Very impressive.”
“Thank you. Emily mentioned you were interested in expanding our partnership.”
“Very interested,” Amber added, her eyes traveling over my body appreciatively. “Emily’s been telling us about the opportunities for deeper collaboration.”
Madison and Zoe arrived twenty minutes later. Madison was a brunette with an athletic build and confident energy, while Zoe was blonde and curvy, with the kind of magazine-cover features that drove social media engagement.
“So you’re the empire builder,” Madison said, extending her hand with a firm grip. “Emily’s been very complimentary about your strategic vision.”
“And your other capabilities,” Zoe added with a meaningful smile.
Emily moved to the center of the room once everyone had arrived, wearing a silk dress that clung to every curve of her petite body.
“Thank you all for coming tonight,” she began. “This celebration represents more than just business success—it represents the kind of partnerships that create lasting competitive advantages.”
She gestured to include the entire group. “Everyone here is 18 or older, everyone is sober enough to provide enthusiastic consent, and everyone understands that what happens tonight creates bonds that go far beyond traditional business relationships.”
Nods around the room.
“Ground rules,” Emily announced with the authority of a general commanding troops. “Condoms are mandatory for any penetration with Michael—we change between every partner for safety. Safeword is ‘yellow’ for pause, ‘red’ for complete stop. No filming or photography whatsoever. If anyone says ‘check-in’ we pause immediately for consent verification. Everyone completely comfortable with these terms?”
A chorus of eager agreement filled the loft.
“Excellent,” Emily purred, her smile turning absolutely predatory. “Then let’s celebrate building something extraordinary together. Let’s create bonds that will make our business relationships unbreakable.”
She moved to me first with feline grace, her hands sliding up my chest possessively as she pressed her petite, warm body against mine. “Show them exactly what they’re partnering with,” she whispered, then louder: “Show them why our network is going to dominate.”
Her lips found mine in a deep, hungry kiss that tasted like expensive wine and pure ambition. Around us, I heard the soft, electric sounds of clothing rustling as the others began pairing off, the sexual tension finally finding release.
“Bedrooms are available,” Emily murmured against my lips, “but I want to start right here in the main space. I want everyone to see exactly how we celebrate monumental success.”
She began unbuttoning my shirt with deliberate eroticism, her movements confident and designed for maximum visual impact. Behind her, I could see Jessica and Madison already kissing passionately while Amber and Zoe watched with obvious fascination and growing arousal.
Vanessa settled gracefully into a leather chair with her wine glass, clearly planning to orchestrate the evening’s activities rather than immediately participate. Chloe stood near the floor-to-ceiling windows, nervous energy mixing with obvious arousal as she waited for direction.
“Everyone comfortable removing tops?” Emily asked the room with theatrical flair.
Agreement came from every direction, along with the sound of zippers and fabric hitting the floor.
What followed was a slow, incredibly sensual reveal as expensive dresses and designer blouses came off, revealing the spectacular bodies of six gorgeous women in various states of lingerie. Emily’s perky tits with hard pink nipples begging to be sucked, Jessica’s full breasts barely contained by black lace that emphasized her hourglass figure, Madison’s athletic build with defined abs and perfectly proportioned curves, Zoe’s magazine-cover body with curves that belonged on magazine covers, Chloe’s thick, sensual form showcased by burgundy lingerie that hugged every spectacular curve, and Vanessa’s absolute goddess-like form draped in silk and stockings that screamed sophisticated sexuality.
“Absolutely fucking beautiful,” I breathed, my voice rough with appreciation as I took in the sight of six lingerie-clad goddesses.
“Your turn, handsome,” Emily said with obvious hunger, finishing with my shirt buttons and pushing the fabric off my shoulders. “Show them what they’re getting exclusive access to.”
My clothes came off quickly, revealing the results of months of systematic training and disciplined nutrition. The appreciative sounds from our audience—soft gasps, murmured compliments, obvious arousal—were incredibly gratifying and made my cock harden rapidly.
“Condoms,” Emily announced with practical efficiency, producing a large bowl full of wrapped protection from the coffee table. “Required for all penetration with Michael, and we change between every single partner. Safety first, pleasure second.”
She selected one for herself, tearing the wrapper open with practiced confidence while maintaining eye contact with our captivated audience.
“I go first,” she declared with obvious possessiveness, rolling the latex down my throbbing shaft with skilled hands. “Then we rotate systematically so everyone gets equal time.”
She positioned herself over me as I sat on the plush leather couch, her soaking wet pussy sliding down onto my protected cock in one smooth, devastating motion that made us both groan with pleasure.
“Oh FUCK yes,” she moaned loudly enough for everyone to hear clearly. “This is what success feels like! This is what winning gets you!”
Around us, the sexual energy was reaching critical mass. Jessica and Madison were exploring each other with increasingly bold hands and mouths, their soft moans mixing with Emily’s louder cries. Amber and Zoe had moved closer together, their hands roaming over each other’s bodies while they watched Emily ride my cock with obvious fascination.
Emily established a rhythm designed for maximum visual impact—bouncing on my cock so her perky tits jiggled perfectly, throwing her head back in theatrical pleasure, making sure every stroke was visible to our audience.
“Switch!” Emily announced after several minutes of enthusiastic riding that had brought both of us close to the edge. “Chloe, you’re next, beautiful!”
She climbed off my throbbing cock with an obscene wet sound, then gestured for Chloe to take her place. Chloe approached with nervous excitement, her thick thighs trembling slightly as Emily helped position her over my lap.
“Fresh condom every time,” Emily said with professional efficiency, disposing of the used latex and rolling on new protection with practiced skill. “Safety protocols are non-negotiable.”
Chloe sank down onto me with a sharp gasp, her pussy significantly tighter than Emily’s, gripping my cock like a velvet vise. “Holy shit,” she breathed. “You feel incredible inside me.”
I gripped her wide hips firmly, helping her establish a rhythm while Emily moved to join Jessica and Madison in their increasingly heated exploration. The sight of three women kissing, touching, and pleasuring each other while Chloe rode my cock was almost overwhelming to my senses.
“Don’t forget our guests,” Emily called out between kisses, glancing meaningfully at Amber and Zoe who were still watching with obvious arousal.
“Which one wants to go next?” I asked, my voice strained with pleasure as Chloe continued grinding on my cock.
“Both want their turn,” Emily said with a wicked grin. “Amber first, then Zoe. We’re going to make sure everyone gets properly satisfied.”
Another condom change executed with military precision, and then Amber was straddling my lap, her perfect curves settling onto my cock with obvious enthusiasm. She was incredibly vocal, her moans and gasps of pleasure mixing with the sounds from the other women around the room as they explored each other with growing intensity.
Vanessa had repositioned herself to receive expert oral attention from Zoe while continuing to direct the evening’s flow with subtle gestures and whispered suggestions, maintaining her role as the sophisticated orchestrator of our debauchery.
“Madison’s turn now,” Emily announced after Amber had ridden me to a shuddering climax, and we rotated positions again with efficient choreography.
Madison rode me with athletic intensity, her abs flexing beautifully as she ground against me with determined precision. Meanwhile, Emily and Chloe had moved to explore each other more intimately, their soft moans and gasps adding another layer to the symphony of pleasure filling the loft.
The room had become a living tableau of erotic art—beautiful women in various combinations of pleasure, soft lighting casting everything in golden warmth, the distant city lights providing a backdrop for our private celebration of success and partnership.
“Back to me for the grand finale,” Emily declared with possessive authority, climbing onto my lap one final time.
But instead of reaching for another condom, she positioned herself over my bare, throbbing cock with deliberate intention.
“I want to feel you completely when you finish,” she whispered in my ear, her breath hot and desperate. “No barriers for the climax. Pull out and cum all over my body. Mark me as yours in front of everyone who matters.”
The sensation of her soaking wet, unprotected pussy sliding down my shaft was absolutely incredible. After an evening of latex barriers, the direct contact of her hot, silky walls gripping my cock was overwhelming to every nerve ending.
“I’m not going to last long like this,” I warned, my voice rough with impending climax.
“Perfect,” she purred with satisfaction. “Let them see exactly how you claim what belongs to you.”
She rode me with increasing desperation while the others gathered around us in a perfect circle to watch the finale. Jessica and Madison flanked us with obvious arousal, their hands roaming over both our bodies while they whispered encouragement. Amber and Zoe knelt nearby, clearly fascinated by the display of raw sexuality. Chloe and Vanessa watched with deep satisfaction from their positions on the nearby couch, both glowing with post-orgasmic contentment.
“I’m going to cum right now,” I announced, my voice breaking with the intensity.
Emily immediately lifted off my cock and positioned herself directly in front of me, her small hands wrapping around my shaft to stroke me with expert precision.
“Cover me completely,” she demanded with authority and desperation. “Show everyone in this room exactly who I belong to.”
I erupted like a volcano, roaring with pleasure as thick, hot ropes of cum exploded from my cock with devastating force. The first massive blast hit Emily square between her perfect tits, and she moaned with genuine ecstasy as my seed began coating her skin. Subsequent shots painted her nipples, her flat stomach, even reached her face, marking her completely as mine while our audience watched in fascinated arousal.
“Fuck yes,” she sobbed with pure satisfaction, immediately using her free hand to rub my cum into her skin like expensive lotion. “Mark your territory completely. Show them what exclusive partnership looks like.”
“That’s absolutely beautiful,” Jessica whispered with obvious arousal.
“So incredibly fucking hot,” Madison agreed, clearly struggling with her own rising need.
Emily looked around at our captivated audience with triumph, my cum glistening on her skin in the soft lighting, a satisfied smile of pure victory on her flushed face.
“This is what true partnership looks like,” she announced boldly to the room. “Complete trust, mutual satisfaction, exclusive access, and bonds that can never be broken by competing offers or better terms.”
Aftercare was as organized as everything else Emily orchestrated. Towels and water bottles appeared, gentle cleanup and tender touches, consent check-ins with everyone to ensure positive experiences all around.
“How does everyone feel?” Emily asked as we recovered on the various couches and chairs.
“Amazing,” Amber said with a dreamy smile.
“Better than I expected,” Madison added.
“Incredible,” Zoe concluded.
“Good,” Emily said with satisfaction. “Because this is just the beginning of our partnership.”
She moved to her purse and produced business cards. “Exclusive blogger agreements, revenue sharing at premium rates, and access to celebrations like this one whenever we hit major milestones.”
“Where do we sign?” Jessica asked immediately.
Two hours later, we had four new exclusive blogger partnerships locked in with contracts that would make competing offers irrelevant.
“Strategic assessment?” I asked Emily as we gathered our things.
“Mission accomplished. Our blogger network is now a competitive moat that can’t be replicated through traditional business development.”
“And Goldman Sachs?”
“Goldman Sachs is going to be very impressed with our systematic approach to building defensible market positions.”
I looked around at our team and our new partners, all glowing with post-celebration satisfaction and excitement about expanded collaboration.
“This is how you build something that lasts,” I said. “Not just through contracts and revenue sharing, but through relationships that create mutual investment in each other’s success.”
“Plus,” Emily added with a grin, “it was incredibly fun.”
“The best business strategies usually are.”
Outside, December snow was beginning to fall. Inside, we’d just built competitive advantages that would be impossible for rivals to duplicate.
Time to see what Goldman Sachs thought of our systematic approach to market domination.




Chapter 16: Tick-Tock / Two Lines
The year-end consolidation meeting with Goldman Sachs had exceeded every expectation.
David Kim and his senior team had spent three hours reviewing our operational documentation, technical architecture, and growth projections. By the end, they were talking about strategic partnerships that could accelerate our expansion by years instead of quarters.
“They want to introduce us to portfolio companies looking for user acquisition expertise,” I reported to the team as we gathered in our war room on the last Friday of December.
Emily curled up in her chair, wearing a cashmere sweater that showcased her petite curves perfectly. “That’s incredible. How many companies?”
“Potentially dozens. Goldman’s client network includes most of the major tech platforms launching in the next two years.”
Chloe spun around from her analytics workstation, thick-framed glasses reflecting excitement. “Video platforms?”
“Among others. Goldman mentioned several companies building user-generated content platforms that would benefit from our blogger partnership model.”
Vanessa looked up from the financial reports she was reviewing, her silk blouse and pencil skirt making her look every inch the sophisticated COO. “Revenue projections for these partnerships?”
“Conservative estimate: triple our current monthly revenue within six months. Aggressive scenario: ten-fold increase within a year.”
The room went quiet as they processed the magnitude of what we were discussing.
“Holy shit,” Emily breathed. “We’re actually going to be rich.”
“We’re going to be systematically wealthy,” I corrected. “There’s a difference.”
I walked to our KPI whiteboard and updated the year-end summary:
2004 Final Numbers:
•             December Revenue: $198,247

•             Annual Revenue: $1.87M

•             Google Position: $6.2M (62,000 shares)

•             Apple Position: $847K (10,800 shares)

•             Team: 8 people

•             Creator Network: 23 exclusive partners

“Comments on the year’s performance?” I asked.
“Exceeded every target we set,” Vanessa said with satisfaction.
“Built something that Goldman Sachs wants to partner with,” Chloe added.
“Created competitive advantages that can’t be replicated,” Emily concluded.
I nodded, then moved to a clean section of the whiteboard.
“2005 objectives.”
The room’s attention sharpened.
“Revenue target: five million annually by December 2005.”
“That’s ambitious,” Emily observed.
“That’s conservative if Goldman’s partnerships materialize. Team expansion: twenty-five people by year-end.”
“What kind of roles?” Vanessa asked.
“Full executive team. VP of Business Development, VP of Technology, VP of Creative Operations. We’re scaling from startup to growth company.”
I continued sketching our expansion plan on the board.
“Strategic initiative: video platform partnership. Within six months, I want us positioned as the premier user acquisition partner for the next user-generated video platform.”
“The next what?” Chloe asked.
“Theoretical name for a user-generated video platform. Someone’s going to build it, and we’re going to help them scale it.”
Vanessa was taking notes, her business mind engaging with the strategic implications. “Investment opportunities in these platforms?”
“Potentially. If we’re providing growth services, we might negotiate equity positions in exchange for performance guarantees.”
“That’s… sophisticated,” she observed.
“That’s how you build generational wealth. Not just through service contracts, but through ownership positions in companies we help scale.”
I capped the marker and looked around at our updated strategic plan.
“Questions on 2005 objectives?”
“Just one,” Emily said with that mischievous smile I’d learned to recognize. “How do we celebrate reaching the level where Goldman Sachs wants to partner with us?”
The way she asked it, with innocent eyes and obvious subtext, made my cock twitch.
But before I could answer, Vanessa stood up from her chair with purposeful movement.
“Actually,” she said, her voice carrying a different tone than usual, “I have something to discuss with Michael privately.”
Emily’s eyebrows rose. “Should we leave?”
“Just for a few minutes. Business matter that requires confidential discussion.”
Chloe and Emily exchanged glances but gathered their things and headed for the kitchen, giving us privacy in the war room.
Once they were gone, Vanessa moved closer, her professional demeanor shifting into something more intimate.
“Michael, I need to talk to you about something incredibly important,” she said, her voice carrying a different tone than her usual professional demeanor—deeper, more intimate, tinged with primal need.
“What’s on your mind, beautiful?” I asked, immediately giving her my complete attention.
She pulled out her phone with deliberate ceremony and showed me a sophisticated fertility tracking app displaying detailed cycle information, ovulation predictions, and hormone level charts.
“My timing. My body. My fertility window,” she said, her hazel eyes locked on mine with fierce intensity. “I’m ovulating right now, Michael. Today—this exact window—is peak fertility for conception.”
My heart rate spiked like I’d been hit with adrenaline. “Vanessa…”
“I’ve been tracking everything obsessively for months,” she continued, her voice getting breathier with obvious arousal. “Basal body temperature, cervical mucus consistency, luteinizing hormone surges, follicle development. Every single biological marker is screaming that my body is ready to be bred.”
She moved even closer, pressing her curves against me while her manicured hand rested possessively on my chest. I could feel her nipples hardening through the silk of her blouse.
“I want this desperately, Michael. I want to start our family while we’re building our empire together. I want to carry your child while we’re scaling to unprecedented success. I want to be visibly pregnant with your baby while we dominate our markets.”
The implications hit me like a physical shockwave, making my cock immediately begin hardening in my pants. “Are you absolutely certain about this?”
“I’ve never been more certain of anything in my entire life,” she breathed, her voice thick with determination and lust. “We’re financially secure beyond most people’s dreams, emotionally connected in ways I never thought possible, building something that will outlast us both. And my biological clock isn’t getting any younger—this might be my optimal window.”
She leaned up and kissed me with desperate hunger, her lips warm, soft, and determined. I could taste wine and determination on her tongue.
“I want you to put a baby in me tonight,” she whispered against my lips, her breath hot and sweet. “I want you to breed me properly while I’m at peak fertility.”
My cock was hardening rapidly, straining against my zipper with urgent need. “What about the others…”
“Will completely understand when the time comes,” she said with absolute confidence. “This is about us, about the family legacy we want to create together, about giving you an heir to everything we’re building.”
I pulled her tightly against me, feeling the incredible heat of her body through the thin silk of her blouse, her massive tits pressing against my chest.
“Off-campus,” I said, echoing the compliance language we’d carefully established. “I dropped your section last semester. No grading chain. Off-campus. Two consenting adults.”
“Two adults who desperately want to make a baby together,” she confirmed with breathless enthusiasm. “Two people ready to create the next generation of our dynasty.”
“Your place?” I asked, my voice already rough with building arousal.
“My place. I have everything we need—candles, silk sheets, prenatal vitamins, ovulation predictor kits, everything to maximize our chances of conception.”
An hour later, we stood in Vanessa’s sophisticated condo, the city lights twinkling beyond her floor-to-ceiling windows. She’d changed into a silk robe that showcased every curve of her incredible body.
“I’ve been preparing for this,” she said, moving to her bedroom. “Prenatal vitamins, optimal nutrition, stress reduction. Everything to maximize our chances.”
I followed her into the master suite, where candles provided soft lighting and the bed had been prepared with silk sheets.
“How long have you been planning this?” I asked.
“Months. Since our first conversation about building something that lasts.” She turned to face me, her eyes bright with desire and determination. “I want our child to be part of the empire we’re creating.”
She untied her robe and let it fall, revealing her goddess-like body in black lace lingerie that emphasized every spectacular curve.
“Tonight?” I asked.
“Tonight. While I’m ovulating, while we’re celebrating our success, while everything feels perfect and possible.”
I moved to her, my hands tracing the curves of her hips. “I want this too.”
“Good. Because I’m going to take every drop of cum you can give me.”
Her dirty talk sent electricity through my system. I kissed her deeply, tasting wine and anticipation on her lips.
“Bed,” she murmured against my mouth.
I lifted her onto the silk sheets, her body warm and soft in my arms. She looked incredible spread out beneath me—chestnut hair fanned across the pillow, massive tits barely contained by black lace, long legs in stockings that made my mouth water.
“I want you to worship my body,” she said, her voice husky with arousal. “The body that’s going to carry your baby.”
I started with her lips, kissing her slowly and thoroughly before moving to her neck. She arched beneath me as I found the sensitive spot behind her ear.
“Yes,” she breathed. “Take your time. Make it perfect.”
I worked my way down to her breasts, pulling down the lace to reveal her massive tits with hard pink nipples. They were even more beautiful than usual—fuller, more sensitive, already preparing for potential pregnancy.
“These are going to feed our baby,” she whispered as I sucked one nipple into my mouth. “They’re going to get even bigger, even more sensitive.”
The thought of Vanessa pregnant and lactating was incredibly arousing. I lavished attention on both breasts, making her moan and arch beneath me.
“Lower,” she commanded softly.
I kissed my way down her flat stomach, imagining it rounded with our child. Her skin was silk-soft and perfectly warm.
When I reached her pussy, I found her soaking wet through the lace of her panties.
“So ready,” I observed, breathing against her heat.
“So ready to be bred,” she confirmed.
I pulled her panties aside and tasted her directly. She was sweet and musky, her arousal coating my tongue as I licked and sucked her clit.
“Don’t make me cum yet,” she gasped, her hands in my hair. “I want to cum with you inside me. I want to cum while you’re filling me up.”
I pulled back reluctantly, my cock rock hard and leaking precum.
“How do you want it?” I asked.
“Missionary. Deep. I want to look in your eyes when you put our baby in me.”
I positioned myself between her legs, the head of my bare cock pressing against her entrance. The sensation of skin against skin was incredible after months of condom use.
“Are you ready?” I asked.
“Give me everything,” she breathed.
I pushed inside slowly, both of us moaning at the sensation. She was incredibly tight and wet, her pussy gripping my cock perfectly.
“No barriers,” she gasped as I sank deeper. “Just you and me and the baby we’re making.”
I began moving slowly, long deep strokes that had her moaning with each thrust. Her massive tits bounced hypnotically, and I couldn’t resist leaning down to suck her nipples while I fucked her.
“Harder,” she begged. “Deeper. I want to feel you in my womb.”
I increased my pace, driving into her with growing intensity. The knowledge that we were trying to conceive, that every thrust might be creating our child, was incredibly arousing.
“Tell me what you want,” I growled against her ear.
“I want your baby,” she moaned. “I want you to cum so deep inside me that I can feel it in my cervix.”
“You want to be pregnant?”
“I want to carry your child. I want my belly to grow with your baby while we build our empire together.”
The dirty talk was pushing me toward the edge. “What about after the baby’s born?”
“I want to nurse your child with these tits,” she gasped, arching beneath me. “I want you to taste my milk while I feed our baby.”
Fuck. The breeding talk combined with lactation fantasies was almost too much to handle.
“I’m getting close,” I warned.
“Deep as you can go,” she begged, wrapping her legs around me. “Lock your hips against mine and fill me completely.”
I buried myself to the hilt and felt my orgasm building. Her pussy was clenching around me, milking my cock as her own climax approached.
“Cum in me,” she demanded. “Put a baby in me right now.”
I erupted with a deep groan, pumping rope after rope of cum directly against her cervix. She came at the same moment, her walls spasming around my shaft as waves of pleasure crashed through both of us.
“Yes,” she sobbed, her legs locked around me. “So much cum. Fill me up completely.”
I stayed buried inside her as we both recovered, my cock still twitching occasionally as her pussy continued to grip me.
“How do you feel?” I asked finally.
“Perfect. Complete. Like we just created something beautiful together.”
I carefully withdrew and lay beside her, pulling her against my chest. She kept her hips elevated, a small smile playing at her lips.
“Trying to keep it in?” I asked.
“Every advantage helps.”
We lay in comfortable silence for several minutes, the weight of what we’d potentially just created settling between us.
“What happens now?” I asked.
“Now we wait. Two weeks until I can take a test.”
She kissed my chest softly. “But I already feel different. Like something’s changed.”
“Good different?”
“Amazing different.”
I held her closer, thinking about Goldman Sachs partnerships and video platform opportunities and the possibility that we’d just started our family.
“No matter what happens,” I said, “we built something incredible this year.”
“This year was just the beginning,” she murmured against my skin.
Later, as I was getting ready to leave, I noticed Vanessa had placed a pregnancy test box on her bathroom counter.
“Optimistic?” I asked.
She smiled mysteriously. “Prepared. For when the time comes to find out.”
“Two weeks?”
“Two weeks.”
I kissed her goodbye and headed home through the December night, my mind spinning with possibilities.
Two weeks until we’d know if we were going to be parents.
Six months until Goldman’s partnerships would transform our business.
A year until we’d see just how far systematic excellence could take us.
Time to build something that would last forever.
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