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Legal disclaimers


The following applies to all works published in any media, at any time by the author Gigi Potemkin and any and all authors, brands, or names formally/legally associated with the Gigi Potemkin brand.



1.​All the characters depicted in this book and involved in any form of sexual and/or romantic relationship are 18 (eighteen years old) or older.



2.​All forms of sexual intercourse or romantic expression are between consenting adults.



2a.​Each and every act of sexual intercourse or romance is consensual throughout the entirety of the act, action, or expression. The text will often go to great lengths to explicitly highlight this point.



2b.​This is equally valid in instances of intense or even extreme (by regular human standards) BDSM. In some storylines, some characters are superhumanly strong or endowed, and some characters derive intense pleasure from, among other things, physical fights or beatings, including instances of regenerative abilities coupled with the trait of becoming physically stronger/more powerful the harder one’s body is tested/pushed to its limits. The text is always explicit about the physical/biological nature of its non-human or superhuman characters (for more information, consult item #4).


2c.   All characters are always unharmed by the end of their intercourse or respective storylines. Every expression of romance or sexuality is 100% positive, leaving all the characters better off (physically AND emotionally) than before.


3.​None of the characters depicted in this book and involved in any form of sexual relationship or romantic expression are members of the same family, be it by blood relation (ex.: parents, siblings) or legal situation (ex.: stepfamily).



3a.​In the occasion characters refer to each other by seemingly familial terms (e.g., mommy, mom, dad, daddy, etc.), the context is always playful and non-literal (i.e., banter, sexual teasing) and NEVER depicts or implies real or actual familial relationship, blood-connection, or kinship of any kind.


3aa.   Examples of such contextual, non-literal application of seemingly familial terms are, among many others: §1) Sexual banter, sexual teasing, or roleplay (“Oh, daddy”); §2) Expressions of friendship or fondness (e.g., Two female BFFs referring to each other as “sisters”, two male BFFs calling each other “brother”, “oh, dude, you’re my brother”, etc.); §3) Honorific terms within certain societies, institutions, or context-specific human associations (e.g., “Sister Maria”, “Mother [as in “Reverend Mother”, “Mother Superior”] Gracyanne, etc.); Etcetera.


4.​All forms of sexual intercourse depicted in this book are between humans or human-like equivalents (e.g.: angels, demons, giants, humanoid aliens, mythical or mythological creatures in human shape and fully endowed with human intelligence, etc.).



4a.​All sexual organs and/or genitalia are human or shaped exactly like human genitalia (1-to-1 equivalence).



5.​All forms of sexuality, sexual expression, sexual intercourse, sexual relationships, or any type of romantic expression are compliant with the laws of the United States of America AND Switzerland AND the European Union



5b.​If you live outside the aforementioned territories, or carry this material outside these territories, please consult your local legislation before purchasing, acquiring, or consuming this work in any way. We CANNOT guarantee full legal compliance with territories outside a Western-oriented or Western-style legal system.


5ba.   Generally speaking, if you live in a locale where the legitimate distribution of this material by major international retailers (e.g., Amazon, Apple Books, Google Play, Barnes and Noble, etc.) is allowed, then there is a high likelihood (BUT NEVER FULL GUARANTEE) that this text is 100% compliant to your local laws.


5c.​Possession and/or consumption and/or re-distribution of this text/material in any territory where one KNOWS it to be illegal/outlawed is entirely the responsibility of the reader, buyer, holder, and/or distributor of this material. Neither the author, the publisher, or the primary/original distributor (e.g., Amazon, Apple Books, etc.) is responsible for the unlawful (or potentially unlawful) behavior of their customers.



5d.​Furthermore, all text is compliant with the Terms of Service (TOS) of major international retailers, online servers, social media platforms, and distributors who agree with distributing Adult Content (18+).



Chapter 1: The Choice Between Three Giant, Hung-as-Fuck White Horses

Keiko’s fingers fidgeted nervously on the screen of her phone whilst she waited for the reply. «How did they find my number anyway?», she mused helplessly, hoping that these thoughts would distract her from the anxiety of her wait.

It had been mere hours since she’d gotten the message—and all prudence would have demanded her to forward it to her cybersecurity team. Or at least ignore it. Something deep and primal hit her, though, when she said those simple words on her telephone screen:

“Hello, Keiko.

First of all, congratulations on your looks.

Secondly, congratulations on your prosperous career.

Looks are the most important thing of all, as you know, as they denote very healthy genes.

Your career, however, is proof of your other talents. Our specimens are rarely excited by looks alone.

It seems you’ve done quite well for yourself financially—which is the requirement for contracting our services. Very few people can afford them. Our specimens seldom allow discounts or rebates—but for beauties like you, even they find it hard not to sweeten the deal a little.

You should consider yourself lucky. Options are rarely lacking for them.”

There was something about these words that got her hooked. They appeared as they were being typed and sent—which was highly unusual considering that the sender seemed to be a faceless, corporate account.

Keiko continued to read it then—and she read it yet again as she waited, oh, for their reply:

“You seek children.

We can provide them.”


Even now, wondering whether it had been a good idea to answer that first contact at all, Keiko felt a stir in her belly—and in her womb—as she re-read those fateful words: You seek children.


Like... how the fuck did they know it??


Didn’t matter. They had her.


“You’re twenty-four.

You’ve been wondering if it’s getting too late to have quality children.

We assure you—and you know this as well—it’s not.

However

Your age isn’t the issue

Your prospects are

You fail to find a man up to your caliber

A man whose genes you deem good enough for you

A roster of men you went through

Over one hundred by our count—and none of them satisfied you

You can’t even recall the last who made you cum

We can guarantee you such a man

A man who can give you children

A man who can make you cum.”

Even now, re-reading these words, Keiko was red-hot with blushing. She was so easy to blush, that voluptuous doll—her skin was so damn fair!


She continued: “You’re Japan’s most beautiful woman


Our specimens are particularly fond of your breasts—but so are all men, aren’t they?

We don’t need to run over your physical endowments

They speak for themselves

You’re Japan’s hottest woman. Probably Asia’s as well—and you know what this means:

Hotness = Fertility

Especially when you’re all-natural

And you are—this is why we’re willing to offer a special price.

They’re really eager to meet you

But prices

These little things

Will be discussed only after you accept our services

Once you’ve shown your interest, that is

So

Do you accept it?

Do you want to have children, Keiko?

The biggest, strongest, healthiest babies in the world?

We await your answer eagerly.

You may take your time.

Our specimens are patient.

They’re especially patient for you, that is.

Once again: you *did* make a great impression on them.

They desire you as much as you will desire them.

And trust us, Keiko

Even with all your beauty

Even after your whole career and your (presumably) dozens of millions

You will soon understand that being the object of THEIR affection

Is the greatest accomplishment of all.

We wait for your answer.”

And this was all. All that they had to say. «Keiko, no...» She told herself back then as she typed her response:

“Who are you?

How did you get my number?”

She hit SEND, but felt like this wasn’t enough to get their attention. «What in the hell?» She pondered then, full of outrage. «Why am *I* so eager to get *their* attention??» She pouted, and her immense breasts jumped and jiggled loudly as she held the phone in her hands.

Her elbows hurt. They always hurt, indeed, when set apart by such immense gazongas. “Hmm,” she had muttered then, hours ago, when pondering what else to ask them. She had to ask them something else, you see. She had to say something other than those very obvious questions. «They’re straight to business. Must be Americans,» she gulped, and already, even with that simple thought, she felt her womb sizzling under her belly: *Tsssszzzz!!*


American! White! Beautiful White babies! «Oh, heavens!» Keiko caught herself blushing yet again—another of many times, she knew it. “What exactly is this?”, she kept on typing. “Who are you?”


Keiko blushed even harder. «No. Not enough.» She knew it wasn’t enough. «Oh, heavens! Have mercy on me! Forgive me for my foolishness!»

She cast aside her stereotypical Asian shyness and typed just like (she thought) an American would:

“Alright, so... what do you propose?

How exactly do you think you can give me children?”

She paused, and then felt ashamed for caving in so quickly, so completely:

“Fine.

I’m interesting.

*Interested

I’m interested, I mean”


She bit her lip. Damn, her hips felt hot! Was she... Was she really moist all of a sudden? «Damn, damn...!» She quivered and rubbed her legs. She would never forget how hard her fingers trembled back then: “Just tell me what you want me to do”


“If this is not some sick joke, that is.”

She hit SEND again and again and again, message after message, and after these final little words, she waited. She waited for hours that felt like days. “Damn... Damn...” Her melodic voice echoed and resounded in the cold air of her beautiful, blindingly white Tokyo apartment. Vast windows from wall to wall, floor to ceiling gave a view of the Shibuya district.

She was rich as fuck. This knowledge gave her some feeling of superiority. The comfort of knowing that she stood above almost all humans—and that she could flaunt the law, step all over them like the ants that they were; the ants that they looked from there, the dozens of floors above the most expensive square foot in Asian.

Rich. She was rich, indeed. The weight on her chest, however, pulling her torso forward, nearly cracking her spine, oh... it reminded her that all the wealth in the world wouldn’t come close to what made her truly special. «They knew them. They knew exactly the words from my mind,» she pondered again and again, going over that message for what felt like the billionth time.

They knew her body, her endowments in a way that no magazine had ever captured. Their words were simple, but... intimate. «Like none of my loser exes could ever describe. No.» They knew these words... like they had cracked into her very mind. Like her innermost desires were a safe—and they were the world’s most talented thieves. «Robbers!» She huffed, and her breasts boomed wetly, thickly as she moved so cute and adorably. «They stole the words straight out of my sexual fantasies!»

To be addressed that way...

To be petitioned in such a forward manner...! «And how the fuck did they know about me wanting to have kids?» She continued to wonder while the wait threatened to KILL HER.


Not only did they know she was eager to have kids, they also knew she was getting desperate for them. She felt like she was running out of time—and how in the devil would they ever know this? «They talked. To some of my exes.» The thoughts appeared in her mind in fragments: «They must have talked to them. Or spies. A tail. Somebody after me.» Her big heart made big thumps as it throbbed under the mass of her big... no, not “big”; COLOSSAL breasts. It was a constant, almost unnerving drumming: *Tumdum-tumdum-tumdum...!* Every time her heart throbbed, her breath cracked a little. Her breasts wobbled and rumbled more loudly. She winced and puffed. «Damn, these tits!» Oppai, oppai, she never stopped thinking about them, for she never stopped feeling them: breasts like milk tanks attached to her narrow, slender chest from as early as her prepubescent years. Colossal milkers like no one would never find anywhere else on the planet, let alone in Asia. «Damn! It’s like the gods stole all other tits in Asia,» she always thought, purring and smirking arrogantly as she did, «And put them on me!»


Tits! Tits! Her tits hurt her and distracted her, and she almost lavished them with attention yet again, contemplating getting naked and... enjoying herself... pleasuring herself at the sight of her own form... “Oh!”, when her phone vibrated and its screen shone with new words. “They answered!”, she screamed aloud—and her breasts almost lactated as she jumped so excitedly on that enormous bed:


“You may choose only one,” the first message read, as simple as it was cold, nonchalant, and cryptic.


“Our prospects beg for many

And our specimens sometimes wish to bed some of them together

But no

We have a NO INCENT policy, I’m afraid

Technical and legal reasons

They’re all siblings, you see

Our specimens”

Keiko felt like she was fuming. Blushing so hard, that it, and burning so hot under her skin that her pores whistled with steam and fumes gushing through:

“They’re all members of the same family

So you ought to choose only one

The one you choose

Will be your breeder forever”

There was a pause—during each Keiko felt like she would throw the phone on the ground and cut her throat with the shards of its shattered screen, GODDAMN IT! “And?? And???” Her hands shook so hard the phone was almost jumping in between them. “And what?? What about these... b-breeders??” She asked aloud, her voice cracking sweetly as she gulped and cleared her throat so profusely.

“Do you want to choose?”

No time to waste. “God... damn it!” Keiko bit her lower lip. Her breasts jumped, jumped so hard... and her thick thighs burned as she rubbed them endlessly, causing steam to rise from the friction. “Oh, damn!” There was no steam and no friction, though—her thighs were soaking wet! She could feel her juices building on the bed, making the sheets so mushy and spongy underneath them. «No time. No time to waste!», she told herself. No. No time to waste. Those people, whoever they were, left it very clear that they would tolerate no distractions or silly questions.

No asking who they were. No wondering how they got her number or... whatever else!

No: she would answer their questions or they would ignore her. Worse still... «They will abandon me!» Yes: they would forget about her and make that offering to whatever other beauty wasn’t so foolish. «I can’t be shy! F-for once...» She gulped. «My Japanese meekness be damned!»

She had to be more like them: more American, it seemed.


Her fingers nearly cracked the scream as she typed, oh, so furiously: “Yes. But please...” She almost choked on her own saliva. “Just tell me... what am I going to be choosing?” She hit SEND, and before she could type a third line of inquiry...



“Of course,” she read the new message back, and this time, it was merciful; didn’t force her to wait hours for its resolution:


“Understandable. You’re going to choose the father of your children.

Your next ‘husband’, if you will.”

She could sense the irony in those words, cold as they seemed. “Husbando...”, she softly whispered, and then, more words came:

“Though we advise you not to get too attached

Not so soon

Our specimens

As we said

They have options

And they rarely spent time with any single one of their women

They have bred hundreds of ladies

Ladies just as yourself: beautiful almost beyond all comprehension”

At this point, Keiko took her eyes off the screen... and pouted. She huffed and puffed so sweetly. «Impossible!»

There weren’t other women like her. Not in the whole planet—and certainly not hundreds!

Didn’t matter. The messenger certainly did not care about her skepticism or her feelings. The words continued to appear:

“It’s unlikely they you will ever meet them again

Not without pay that is

Whoever you choose

You will see them once and only once

You will have to pay him again if you want to see him more often

Though that’s unlikely

Unlikely for most women, that is”


Then, there was a pause—and during this pause, oh, Keiko felt something like hope budding!


“Though

You are a somewhat special case

They like you

They all like you, you see

All the brothers

They vie for your attention.”

Keiko wouldn’t lie—this shit felt good! Reading that last line, that is.

“They’re making bets

Wondering who among them you’re going to choose

So

There may be the case

That whoever you choose

Whatever stud you decide will be your breeder

You take a liking to you

And

See you more often

Without pay

Who knows?”

Another pause. Keiko waited with bated breath. And then...

“Three brothers

The three most flawless specimens ever known to man

Jason, Brody, and Cody

You will have to choose

You will have to choose one of them

And whoever you choose

Will be your one and only breeder”


Then... “Do you want to make your choice?”



Keiko paused and contemplated on the absurdity of it all. Then, she typed: “Yes.” No amount of contemplation would make a difference. She was wet. Thinking with her womb, not with her head.



She waited eagerly for their next line of text. Thankfully, they didn’t torture her with another long wait: “Here’s their measurements. Their traits.”


Keiko read carefully the words that were typed next. She brought her phone closer to her face each time a new message appeared. Her jaw dropped lower and lower. By the end of it all, she almost had the phone pushed against her face:

“Jason

Blonde, blue eyes

7’2’’ tall


That’s seven feet and two inches tall, or...” (and they gave the values in centimeters, which, quite frankly, Keiko didn’t bother to read—she had a peculiar Anglo taste; an obsession for all things Western that made her shun even quaint things like the metric system)


The message continued: “480 pounds”

She paused again. More words kept coming, but she had to double-check those past two lines just to make sure he had read them right: seven feet and two inches of height... four hundred and eighty pounds of...

“W-what??” Keiko cried out loud, but the sender was indifferent, of course, to her shock. All in all, the message read:

“Jason

Blonde, blue eyes

7’2’’ tall

That’s seven feet and two inches tall

480 pounds

12% fat

The rest, all muscle

16 inches long when soft

24 inches long when hard.”


There was a brief pause between this last line and the following, which read: “Now, Brody.”


Keiko couldn’t just stay there, staring at that screen without typing back: “Stop! What the shit??” She typed in her awkward English—she loved all things Anglo, sure, but she rarely had the opportunity to mingle with English-speaking folk like an equal. Like most of her people—especially the successful ones—her whole life and career was made in Asia... which was alright. It only made her quirky in the eyes of Westerners—the world’s hottest “exotic” babe with a flair of “goofy girl next door”:

“Stop! What the shit??

Is this a joke??

Seven feet tall?

You’re telling me that this man

This man who could be father of my children

You’re telling me that he is SEVEN FEET FREAKING TALL????

And what?? Four hundred what?

Four hundred pounds?

What’s that?? No, five hundred! Five hundred pounds, almost!


What the fuck???” (then, she sent a sequence of laughing emojis)


“Are you telling me that this man

This white man

Is a bull?

He’s literally a bull??

Like

Five hundred pounds!

That’s impossible!”

The messages, which were coming in hot and fast, stopped for a minute, and Keiko waited as the “Typing...” sign flashed on the screen.


“Yes,” came the answers to her queries, “He is a bull”


“As close to a bull as any man will ever get

Do you wish to continue?

We prefer to waste as little time as possible Keiko

Keiko

They took a liking to you

It’s best not to squander this opportunity, Keiko

They want to see you

They want to BREED you

But

They’ve got a world of opportunities to explore

And hot babes—hotter than you—will never ever EVER be missing for them

Not for a day.”

A pause. A deadlier one. Then...

“Do you wish to continue?”


“Yes,” Keiko typed back, her heartbeat shaking her entire body. “Yes, I want. And I’m sorry.”


There was a pause. Yet another pause. And then...


“Brody”, the message continued, “7’6’’


That’s seven feet and six inches...”

At this point, Keiko became desensitized by what she was reading. «What... the flipping... shit??», she gulped, scrolling back and forth through those messages and seeing all the words, all the text onscreen blur into a sludge of black, blinking pixels.

What the fuck was that thing that she was reading?? How the fuck could any of that be possible?? «T-these... these men...»

No. Not men. Those gods! Keiko would have lost count of how many times she dropped her phone when reading those words—would have lost it, that is, if she could count at all. By the end of those messages, her brain was just mush. She had never been particularly smart, but now, she definitely looked no smarter than a goldfish—which, again, only made her seem cuter. More approachable, even, despite her mix of Instagram supermodel and hardcore porn legend looks.

Thus she summarized the messages in their completion: Jason was the “smallest” of those men, standing at seven feet and two inches tall and weighing a jaw-dropping 480 pounds of almost pure muscle. Almost. His body fat was stated at 12%—which was amazingly low, almost bordering on the unhealthy. «Dear... gods!» She gulped, and the final measurements were always the hardest to swallow. Pun intended. «Holy...» Her chin quivered, her teeth gritted. “SHIT!!” She shouted when she read the measurements of the men—and their manhoods: “S-sixteen inches... s-s-soft??” Was that his penis??? No. No fucking way! “T-the biggest guy I ever had was... t-ten inches!!” She had almost considered marrying the fucker, oh, were he not so short and thin! “And he was hard! T-ten inches hard! H-how the fuck is sixteen inches even possible???”

Keiko went through what could only be described as several stages of incredulity: there was anger, bitterness, then outrage, as if she was offended that anyone could be so bold as to tell her such an obvious lie, then there was laughter, the shedding of some tears, and then... anxiety. Quietness, stillness, and a small dose of fear. «What if they aren’t lying??» She pondered, contemplating the marvel... oh, the fantasy... «Jesus! What if these numbers...» *Gulp!* «Are the actual fucking thing??»

Keiko felt the juices of her pussy running along her inner thighs. Her bed was so damp it made squishy, wet noises every time she moved—no matter how little she moved. “G-god...!” Her chin was perpetually trembling. Her breasts... “Fuck, god!” They were growing. Getting fuller. *Bwoom... Bwooom...* She felt them trembling and heard them rumbling. She had amazing control of her own body, and this is why she wasn’t lactating yet—but her lack of lactation only meant that all the milk that she was producing had to be stored and squeezed even harder inside those tits, and those tits were now swelling to the point of pain; not just discomfort, mind you, for the Asian goddess was ALWAYS uncomfortable. No. Now, her tits grew way past the point of discomfort, “Ow! O-ouch!”, and straight into a searing, burning pain.

The ground would be a puddle of milk if she relaxed her muscles and loosened her nipples. She held strong, though. She didn’t want the hassle of cleaning her apartment again. Heavens knew what type of MESS she made even by just pleasuring herself all alone, with nothing but her two hands and her pretty little fingers. «What the fuck...» Whenever she fucked, indeed, the chaos was often legendary. It shouldn’t be a surprise to anyone, after all, that the world’s hottest Asian babe, with colossal breasts far larger than basketballs, had the fertility to match—and this fertility naturally translated into pretty messy, filthy sex. Every intercourse felt like a shower. Her partners were often amazed by the amount of liquid she was able to produce—every kind of liquid! Sweat, tears, spit, and... of course, SQUIRT! Squirt and milk!

“Oh, hmmm...!” The Asian babe bit her lips whilst she felt the milk running inside her tits. They were getting fat! Far too big! “W-what is this?” She caught herself panting aloud as she read those particular measurements: “S-sixteen inches! T-this guy... this White god...” She gulped, “H-he’s got a sixteen-inch penis... a big, fat White penis...” Her shivering intensified. She wasn’t just panting; she was moaning! “When he’s soft?? W-when he’s... flaccid??” Little hearts appeared in her eyes. Flickers and sparks flew from her eyelashes every time she blinked. “And what the fuck...? Like...?? Twenty-four inches?” Her heart raced. Droplets of milk rose from her rigid nipples. Smears grew on her thin, white dress. The squirt ran down her bedsheets and dripped on the floor. *Drip. Drip. Drip.* “T-twenty-four inches when he’s erect—b-but that’s...!” Keiko gulped and held her breath while she calculated with her head: “T-that’s two feet! A two-foot-long cock!!” Again, she laughed—quite maniacally, indeed. “T-this is not the penis of a man, but of a literal bull!” A White bull. Indeed, a White, muscle-bound, all-American (she hoped) bull. “G-god!!” That this was ridiculous—impossible, in fact—didn’t matter to her. The mere image in her mind got her HOT.

Her pussy throbbed loudly against the mattress—and I mean, LOUDLY! One could hear the throbbing and thumping of her lips from the other side of her room, as well as the wet *Gush! Gush! Splirt!* that came from her profuse, unending lubrication. “T-this can’t be right! Are we talking about a man or an ELEPHANT??” Unfortunately for her sanity, she had the temerity of continuing to read through those messages. “Jesus... fucking... god!” One gulp for every word. “Oh, god!!”

Her telephone fell from her hands. No problem: *Bwoom-bwoom!* It bounced on her tits, right back to her hands. “J-Jesus!” And then, she read the information about the other two siblings—who were more ridiculous than their “baby bro”: Brody was seven feet and six inches tall, 520 pounds of mostly muscle (18% body fat), and a stupendous 18-inch soft anaconda dangling from his hips. “J-Jesus...” When he was hard, though, he was about the same size as Jason: twenty-four inches and a half. Proportionally, his penis was smaller than his “little brother’s”. “Still a donkey dick, though!”

Keiko read on. The numbers for Cody almost made her sneeze blood and pass out, “Holy fucking s-s-sh...!!” Eight feet and eight inches—an astounding foot and two inches over the second-tallest brother! His muscularity seemed even more outrageous, packing 700 pounds along his near nine-foot-tall frame. “Jesus Christ, Jesus Christ, Jesus...!!” When she read his measurements, damn, she swore she blacked out briefly. Her sight went on and off, and every time she blinked, she saw dark spots growing in her sight. Cody was twenty inches soft and thirty inches hard. Allegedly.

This time, Keiko didn’t even have time to gush, to literally squirt out a lot of juices thinking about those numbers. They were so great, after all, that after a while, they simply stopped making any sense.


She typed back angrily: “Are you serious about this??


“Like... really serious??”


A whole minute passed before she could read their response. A single word: “Choose.”


And no more messages came, even though she spent perhaps half an hour before she typed back. “O-oh, god!” During these thirty minutes, the poor babe hyperventilated. The question of whether those measurements were real or not evaporated from her mind in an instant as she began to contemplate what type of men would be best for her—assuming, of course, just for a second, that those three beasts were any real! «Let it be a fantasy. Fine! If I could have my pick... whose seed would give me the strongest children??» Usually, the answer was simple: the biggest and hardest! The strongest, tallest, and most powerful stud! “C-Cody??” Her fingers hovered over the digital keyboard on the screen. C-O-D-Y, she wanted to type, but retrained herself. “N-no. T-this is too much!”

Indeed. Usually, the Asian would have been straight and simply picked the biggest guy available—but never, not in a million years, did she ever consider that the biggest guy would be ALMOST NINE DAMNED FEET LONG, HOLY SHIT! “F-f-fuck! N-no... and with a penis like this...!” It would be less risky, way safer sex, indeed, to procreate with a literal damn horse! Not that the other brothers were that shorter, though, or so less extreme.

No. For once in her life, when presented with the choice of multiple mates all at once, Keiko did something that she never thought she would ever even dream of doing: she skipped over the tallest, biggest, strongest guy... and picked the smallest, shortest, less endowed one. «As if these words mean anything in this context!» Indeed: what exactly did it mean to be the “smallest”... when you still weighed almost half a TONNE?? How did it matter that a man was the “shortest”... when he was still over SEVEN FEET TALL? And who could really be ashamed of having the smallest “package”... when this package, even when SOFT, easily cleared the two-digit mark? Like... “What the fuck, man!” Sixteen inches! Sixteen inches—flaccid! “Holy god...!!”

A few more things were needed before she typed her decision: Jason was blond and blue-eyed, she read, unlike his two bigger bros. Brody had raven hair and light brown eyes, and Cody was black-haired, black-eyed, with a more tanned, Mediterranean olive skin. “Holy... god...” She read those simple lines over and over... and felt compelled to ask a simple question:

“These studs

They’re all white, right?”

She waited.

This time, her messengers—whoever they were—deigned to answer her inquiry:

“Yes. They’re all Caucasian.

Jason is very fair-skinned.

Blond, blue eyes, Nordic type.

Brody is more French or Iberian. A little less White, but still quite very White

And Cody is tanned, more like Southern Ita-”


“Jason,” Keiko typed while they were still sending their messages: “Jason. Jason. I choose Jason!!” She typed with eagerness. Her lower lip nearly bled as she bit it so hard, pouring her deepest fantasies on the screen whilst she typed in a frenzy: “I need a strong white bull to give me babies!”


“White!

He’s got to be white!

I always dreamed with

being bred by a big, white man

A big white stud with a massive fat white cock

And giving birth to his superior white babies!”


Her breath steamed as she panted so loudly. “I need white babies! I crave strong white semen!!” At this point, she realized just what the hell she had been saying, “Oh, god!”, but then, as she looked at the screen yet again, she also noticed that it was too late—all her horny, indecent messages had been sent already! “F-fuck!” She cursed to herself—but owned up to her mistake and concluded it in the most sober way that she knew:


“I crave white babies

And a man with a very fair skin

And gorgeous golden hair and big, beautiful blue eyes


OH!” (many heart emojis)


“This is all I have ever wanted

So I choose Jason.”

The answer came quickly—and it made her heart flutter:

“A good decision

Where do you want to meet him?”

«Already??» She thought, and the fluttering of her heart turned into a race.

She took a while to type out her response as her fingers trembled so greatly:

“My place”


A silly answer. She realized how silly it was, well, when the messengers sent her their obvious follow-up question: “What address, then?”


Alarm bells went on in her mind, “Oh!”, and she put her phone down. Her breasts jiggled aggressively. No, not “jiggled”. Jumped and bounced. *Bwoom-bwoom-bwoom...!!* Her tiny body lost its balance. She was of rather average height for a Japanese woman, but her outrageous proportions made juggling those colossal tits even more challenging: her torso narrowed down into a waistline so thin that a big man could hold her up like a cup with a single hand. Like the stem of a wine glass. A big man could grab her by the waist with a single hand and his fingers would touch around it—and this was surely the case for a man as big as Jason. «Gods!» She struggled not to fall on the bed or the floor as her tits jiggled so lively on her chest. Milk seeped through her nipples. She felt the wetness and the stickiness growing on her shirt. «F-fuck!»

Down there, under her waist and in her hips, her womb was scorching! Despite her petite size—five feet and six inches tall—she had ample and generous hips, and her womb was famed amongst doctors and gynecologists for being about DOUBLE the size of a regular woman’s womb. “Powerful ovaries!”, they couldn’t help but to comment, these doctors of hers, “You’ve got amazingly strong ovaries! Your eggs... You produce five times the amount of eggs of our second-best woman.”


She remembered their words well—and she relished them. “And next to an average woman?”, she asked, and the doctors blushed so hard they almost couldn’t give her an adequate answer: “To be honest, we don’t know. Ten, twenty times more eggs?” They wiped the sweat off their brows, shivering so meekly. “Your womb seems to be just as, uh, prominent as your breasts. You’ve got, uh, some truly special, unique features, ma’am.”


In moments like these, any hint of shyness disappeared from Keiko. “Of course, I have!” She became, in fact, the most arrogant woman on the planet. Just as arrogant, in fact, as her looks warranted: “I stand above all other women on the planet!” She looked at her breasts and cupped them with her tiny hands from underneath. “Look at my tits and tremble, mere mortals! My body was made... to breed the most powerful children in all of Asia!”

She left her doctors speechless—and speechless as well she became, oh, whenever she realized what she had just said. “Oh, stop it, will ya!”, she admonished her tits while remembering these funny episodes. “Stop jumping around just for a second!” She barked at her breasts, and her arms hurt when she used all her strength to wrestle her tits into stillness. “Mmph! That’s more like it!” Her phone lay in her lap. It almost sank and disappeared between her thighs, which were thick and firm and so delicious to wrap one’s hands around. “Hmm,” she plucked the phone from her thighs, which jiggled and wobbled a lot, almost as vivaciously as her breasts. “It’s a trap,” she muttered, looking at the screen, as her fingers began to shiver again. “Of c-course this is... this is...” She bit a nail from her other hand. “This must be a scam or something. T-they planning to kidnap me or... or...”


They waited for her answer. The pressure consumed her. Time was running out. “D-damn it!” This was so obviously a trap! She had to put her phone down and... forget that ANY of that had ever happened. “Seriously!” She told herself, looking away from the phone again and again, many times over, but always, oh, always returning her gaze to the screen, where the message still tormented and teased her. “A seven-foot-tall blond man! Hah! Not even a man, but a bull! A white, blond BEAST weighing almost half a TONNE in muscles! Heavens, h-how preposterous!” She remembered the measurements of his genitalia... “Ridiculous! Oh, ridic- uh, ridiculous!”, and her voice became weaker, her words devoid of conviction.


She looked at the screen. This time, she couldn’t take her eyes off it.

Her fingers hovered ever closer to the shining glass. They trembled—though not as much as before. The closer she brought them to the screen, «What are you doing, you idiot??», the firmer they got, until they stopped shaking altogether when she typed her address and hit SEND. “Oh, heavens!” She literally dropped the phone back on her lap and covered her mouth as she gasped in horror and shock at her stupidity. “What the fuck have you done, Keiko??” She stood quiet, still, and stunned for a few seconds... “No!”, before he hurriedly pulled the phone from the crack in her thighs and contemplated reporting it all to her cybersecurity team.

As soon as she lifted the screen to her gaze, she saw their final message:

“Excellent.

We’ll reach out when he arrives.”

And Keiko heard no more about them.


Chapter 2: The Joy of Bathing on Bull Semen

It had been sixteen or so hours since Keiko had received their last message, and she didn’t muster the courage to ask them anything else. Her phone lay in the very bed she sat the night before when they were communicating. “Damn it! Damn it! Damn it...!” Keiko treated it as a cursed object. She didn’t dare even touch it since then. She even slept in another bedroom, trying her best not to think about that foolishness, that stupid and inconceivable flight of fancy. “Come on, Keiko! What the hell were you thinking?”

Keiko walked back and forth, from room to room of her penthouse whilst mulling over helplessly and uselessly about what she had done, as well as contemplating what she could do next. It wasn’t yet too late to report those thieves, those potential kidnappers. “B-but... b-but then...” Keiko stopped and bit her nails. Her breasts bounced and jiggled, wobbling loudly as she stood still in the large room, her pretty dress adorning her sculptural body, every curve of her also jiggling, making sensual noises as she trembled and blushed and gasped so cutely. “Fuck! Why do I believe this is real??”

Seven feet and two inches tall. Four hundred and eight pounds of firm, muscular meat. “Keiko, Keiko, Keiko, come the fuck on, girl!” Sixteen inches of cock. Soft. “H-heavens...!” Sixteen inches of white man penis. “God!” And white, yes, white. She always had a thing for white people, whom he saw (rather shamelessly, yes) as the... “S-superior! S-superior people!” White people had the best genes in the world, she thought. The strongest genes of a race of warriors and conquerors. “White men...” She blushed every time she thought about them. “Are endowed with blessed genes! Genes from the gods themselves!” She blushed so hard that she felt the blood boiling in her cheeks. “Heavens!” She looked down. Her breasts were so immense... “I’m so full!”, and even more so now, when she contemplated all the fantasies that maybe, just maybe... could be true?? “Oh, no! H-heavens! No one in life can be so perfect?”

A white man. A huge white man. Tall as a god, big as a bull!

Unlike most Asian women, Keiko was obsessed with sizes. Most Asians disliked men who were too big, even if they were proportional and well-shaped, but Keiko... ah, no. Keiko was different. Keiko liked them big. No, not big: HUGE! “Bigger than GOD!” She gasped, and her colossal tits almost flared red like her cheeks through her thin, silky pajamas. Keiko fantasized about men who weren’t just “big”, but also excessive in their measurements! Those numbers the mysterious messengers sent her about that man, that Jason... fuck! It was like they were taken straight from her filthiest fantasies. “A white man...!” She covered her mouth and laughed. “God! If such a man is ever possible...!” She blushed. Tears rose in her eyes. “No, no, no, no, no, no!” Her breasts shook loudly. So did her head. “Fuck, girl, it isn’t... it just isn’t possible, alright?” And still... And still... “But... But...” Her heart fluttered. She could feel it jumping to the bottom of her throat. On fire. Oh, heavens! When was the last time that she felt like this? «L-like my very...» She gulped. «Like my very first time!»

Keiko walked towards a mirror. Her penthouse was full of mirrors. From floor to ceiling, almost on every wall, there was a mirror. Huge mirrors, giant mirrors. Mirrors of very shiny, shimmering, well-polished glass. Mirrors that allowed the arrogant goddess to see how much of a goddess she was. Mirrors that never let her forget how high above all the other women on the planet she stood. “Hmm. Well...” She walked toward one of these many, many mirrors and... well, she did what she always did; every day, every morning, she watched herself in the mirror and despaired, for her beauty was so outrageous that... “Damn! Damn!”, she felt intimidated herself. Scarcely could that goddess ever imagine what it was like being another man or woman when they looked upon her. Men forgot their shame or mores and frantically masturbated in the streets, out in the open, in front of cameras, completely hypnotized and beyond themselves. The women, well, weren’t much different: the ones who didn’t masturbate still dripped with their hot, thick juices on the ground or flooded their panties and pants with them. Some others, well... they experienced more than mere arousal. They experienced fear. And wrath. Anger that such a woman could be so superior—and they knew that they would never be safe whenever this woman was around.

A world where Keiko existed was a world where NO other woman could ever get any quality man, thus Keiko needed to be taken off as soon as possible! “Crazy bitches. Oh, crazy bitches all!” Keiko chuckled as she watched herself long and hard in the mirror. Countless women had thrown themselves at her with the intent to kill. Keiko needed security twenty-four-seven. Even the female workers of her building tried to poison her, so they all had to be replaced by an all-male team—which wasn’t *that* much better, as any male became the world’s most shameless pervert next to her, but at least, it was safer. “Who can blame them, uh?”

Yes, who? Who could blame any man or woman for acting so unreasonably next to such an... impossible beauty like Keiko? As she contemplated herself in the mirror, covered still in that gorgeous, super expensive silk, Keiko nurtured the hope that message... that Jason, oh!... they were all real! “After all,” she mused, “If a body like mine is possible...” Her form bulged and danced as she turned left and right several times, ever so slightly, admiring every inch of her impossible form in the mirror. Her pussy got moist. Her lips swelled up and trembled. “Hmm!” She rolled her eyes and moaned. Thick slivers of scream stretched down from her pussy... and dripped, dripped, dripped on the ground. Soon, they didn’t even “drip”; she just oozed them like a continuous tongue of lubes coming out of her hot, throbbing womb. “Dear heavens...!”

The heavens weren’t just generous when they made her; they were cruel and unfair! Cruel and unfair, that is, to any other human on the planet, and Keiko realized that, while white men may have been the most perfect men in the world, white women weren’t the most perfect women—she was the most perfect woman. “White semen in this hot Japanese womb...!” She mused aloud while giggling and basking in her own fantasies. Her pajamas were just loose enough as to barely make her feel like she wore anything, but still sufficiently tight to highlight the impossibility of her curves; the aggressive prominence of her GG-cups, breasts far larger than basketballs, and the fertility-goddess width of her hips—hips that lead to amazingly long and shapely legs; incredibly long for her tiny frame, almost like two-thirds of the woman were just LEGS, and very meaty, very delicious. No, she didn’t have muscular legs, but her thighs were still very wide and full. Her inner thighs rubbed together. There was only a tiny space between them under her pussy—her ever-wet, dripping pussy—and you could scarcely stick three fingers in there, so big and “fat” were those thighs. Again, they were neither muscular nor really fat, but just... perfect. Perfect! To touch those legs, oh... to wrap one’s hands around her firm, sexy thighs, oh, oh...!

Heaven! Paradise! Every inch of her body was like this: the proof of the existence of the GODS, and that the gods loved her more than anyone else on the planet! “Anyone...” She gulped, “Except Jason, I guess.” She chuckled, though not too much, not too loudly, oh, for still she believed that the man was real. “Jason...” The perfect white man from her fantasies. “A white stud...!” Her lips quivered as her voice flowed like a dream. Her breath moved through her throat, past her lips like warm nectar. “Hmm! A big... muscular stud!” She felt the throbbing and pulsing of her lips. Her breasts overwhelmed her sight. She needed to step back from the mirror so that she could see the rest of her body. “You tyrannical beasts!”, she talked to her tits almost like they were sentient beings. “You... so fat and full and goddamned heavy!” Her breasts spilled to the sides of her torso. They were so immense that one could see them from her back. “Gargantuan monstrosities!” She blushed. Asian societies didn’t consider women with large breasts to be “decent”. By this metric, indeed, Keiko was the most indecent, whorish woman on the planet. “Bigger than cow udders, you are,” she continued to speak to her Godzilla tits whilst stepping back, taking great care not to slip on her juices on the ground. “Hmm, such a mess!” She looked down... and saw a big puddle shimmering on the marble floor. Her pussy made a trail of cum. It continued to make trails, in fact, everywhere she went. “Fuck! I’m in heat!” She moaned and mewled like a hentai character. Her cheeks blushed adorably. She was a cat in heat—and she craved fecundation! “Oh!” She looked down at her hips, yes, and saw the hem of her pajamas and her naked, thick thighs shimmering with her juices. The heat of her lubricants, when in contact with her blushing, burning skin, made them feel like acid. “God...!”


Sweat budded on her forehead. Her fingers shivered. Her chest felt heavy—heavy, that is, ignoring those monstrous tits she had attached to it. Tits that often felt like a curse, oh, with how heavy and hard and full they were, “God...!”, and the goddess felt her voice crack as she led her trembling fingers with one hand toward her pussy... “God... oh, heavens...!”, and moved her other hand under her breasts, losing her palm and its fingers under the enormity of her right boob, and she was prepared to—as she always did—masturbate and drive herself to amazing climaxes (the only climaxes strong enough to make her feel something down there; and only she was able to give herself such orgasms, as every other man or woman was too pathetic, too unworthy of her body and her looks), when something unexpected, something uproarious, something impossible happened.
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