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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+).



Book 1: Rockstar of the Viking Queen

It all started with a video. The camera was shaky and blurry. The phone was expensive and the lenses were as high-quality as money could buy, but the set was foggy, wet, so much so that it gave the recording a “retro” aesthetic, as if from a VHS tape from the 80s dug from a dusty box in some random attic. It all started with that video: a woman cumming. A beautiful, blond, busty woman rolling her eyes and moaning, gasping, orgasming. The woman was sweaty and visibly tired, almost exhausted. Her usually flawless skin was covered in red spots and rashes, as if she’d been fucking for over half an hour without breaks—and cumming throughout most of the fucking. She looked very close to fainting, and the way her eyelids shook and her face spasmed betrayed many feelings of shock and awe, as if she was eager to get it over with, but could never bring herself to say it, for she only wanted more and more and more! “Pleeease!! T-too much!!” The woman was shaking and bouncing, not just with the orgasms, but with the savage thrusts she was being dealt. “G-god!!” Tears ran from her eyes. “It’s sooo... f-fucking good!!” Then her face contorted in pure bliss and the woman began to moan louder and louder until her moans became a scream.

The shaking got faster. The thrusting, harder and more powerful. Deep roars joined the beauty’s rising screams, and the contrast between their voices couldn’t be clearer: the gorgeous bombshell cried in the most feminine manner, moans and squeals rising so high-pitched they eventually became inaudible and disappeared. She was crying still, oh, she was, but the human ear could no longer hear her. By contrast, whoever was fucking her seemed to have thunders in his voice. The video felt almost indecent, as if the viewer was witnessing an act of bestiality: the roars of her mate were deep and rumblings. They blew the loudspeakers away even when the volume was turned down to a minimum. They became more ferocious and beastly as the act crescendoed to its climax. His sounds became deeper and more intimidating the higher and more innocent became the woman’s screams, until the woman was almost passed-out and her body seemed to be collapsing under the power of his thrusts—and what fucking thrusts they were!

The bed wasn’t just shaking; if the viewer paid close attention, they would have noticed that the bed was on the ground. Its legs had been shattered with the vigorous fucking! Every single part of the bed save the mattress seemed to have been damaged or destroyed in some way or another, and even then, with nothing but a big mattress sitting upon wooden splintered, the cracked headboard continued to hit the wall again and again and again, cracking it as well with the strength of the thrusts. The woman seemed to be violated by a bull, and it was not just the strength and speed of the thrusts that gave off such an impression; it was the size as well!

The beast who fucked her couldn’t be seen, but his presence was all over the video, be it from the vast shadow he cast upon the torn-up mattress and splintered bed, the rain of sweat he let drip over his woman’s fading, fainting body, or more importantly, the immense bulge that attentive viewers could glimpse at the edge of the frame, down in the underbelly of the girls.

The woman was Ada Klein. Supermodel. Six feet six in height, one hundred and fifty pounds of weight. She would have been considered a “plus-sized” model by her weight alone, but there was a caveat: thirty pounds were for her boobs, forty pounds were for her ass, and fifty pounds were for her legs and hips, leaving only thirty pounds for the rest of her body. All natural. She was renowned for her model-like thinness combined with some of the most aggressive curves ever known in a female body. Her breasts were hitting her face, smacking her head red and hurt with each powerful stroke of her partner. If not for their weight and hardness, they would be smacking her even harder—their density prevented them from bouncing or jiggling too hard. Ada’s hips were so wide and supple that she had inadvertendly become the poster girl for many radical natalist groups in Europe—looneys begging women to “repopulate” the continent and using Ada’s wide, powerful hips as the ideal body of a prime “cattle woman”, a high-quality breeder who could give birth not only to several offspring, but big and strong children every single time. Quality and quantity. Ada’s ass had made her incredibly popular in some “non-European” parts of world culture, such as Latin America and Africa, where she was hailed as a size queen and as “a European doll with the booty of Exu”, that is, an European supermodel with the rear of an African goddess. Women all over Latin America spent countless more hours in the gym just because of her, trying to copy the fullness, the hardness, and the roundness of her butt. “There’s no way a skinny Euro bitch’s gonna have a rump bigger than mine!” They used to say, and so they struggled and suffered in the gym for countless hours a week just to try and match that ass that Ada had by birth, a byproduct of little work, all genetics. Ada’s legs were similarly very strong, but closer to a European profile than her ass or tits. They were long, strong, slightly muscular, with delicious thick thighs that almost rubbed when she walked, perfectly proportional to those generous hips and astounding ass she had.

Alas, Ada’s infamous hips, as well as all the generous features that sprawled from her lower body, were nowhere to be seen. It was what made the allure, the mystique of the video in the first place: the viewer could see the supermodel bombshell being railed by supposedly a sex god, a bull in human form, but neither her lower body nor her lover could be seen. The supermodel herself added to the appeal of the video: infamous for her privacy, she had carefully curated every step of her long career, cultivating an aura of untouchability that only increased her sex appeal to sky-high levels. Pictures of the goddess naked were rumored to sell for eight figures. “Rumored,” of course, for no one had managed to get one... until that video! Her divinely sculpted face, whose beauty not even the cherubins would match, always had an expression of superiority and light contempt. She had come from an extremely wealthy family of old Prussian nobles turned industrialists, and her family was rumored to control some five percent of the economy in South Germany, among other regions. She carried herself always with the air of someone who was born superior—and she was! Even if one tried to ignore her wealth and her pedigree, one could not turn away from her beauty, her staggering body, her jaw-dropping (and cock-rising) sexual features.

Be it in her bank account, her birth certificate, or her physical features, Ada Klein carried all the traits of a person who was born better. Nobler. Richer, smarter, hotter, of a better breeding and an unmatched upbringing. Oh, how the world hated her! Oh, how the world couldn’t stop watching her—and jerking off to her! Both men and women were hopelessly ensnared by that beauty, whose superiority struck all with envy and awe, a desire equal parts barbaric and uplifting, a wish to destroy her and worship her, to make love to her and take her down a peg or two. Or twenty. Or two hundred!

Now that the video had leaked, all of humanity could watch not only one of the most gorgeous, well-bred women in Europe naked, but also fucked! Ruthlessly dominated by a stallion of a man who, judging by the first few seconds of that video and the mess all around her, seemed to be going at her for a very long time. How long, the viewer would wonder? Ten minutes? Twenty minutes? Half an hour, maybe? It wasn’t clear, but anyone experienced in matters of lovemaking—women especially!—would know that half an hour of continuous, uninterrupted fucking would be a credible minimum. No woman could look like that, scream like that, or sweat so much with anything less than a record-breaking fuck, and Ada’s partner seemed more than capable of giving her such a fuck, judging by his deep, long roars, the speed and ferociousness of his thrusts, and above all, the glimpses of his tremendous bulge inside her.

Yes, the bulge. Ada, as stated, was a supermodel, and aside from her breast, ass, and hips, she had the typical physique of a European supermodel: long limbs, elegant features, and an incredibly thin body. Her ribs were visible, and so were her cheekbones, and her belly was almost negative. From the side, the woman was impressively thin. A regular man could wrap his hands around her waist fully and with a couple of inches to spare for his fingers! Her thinness made those other curvy features even more pronounced, and such an implausible combination of superb genes was one of the chief reasons she had become the highest-paid model in the world so quickly, scoring nine-figure salaries only two years following her debut. Her body was a near impossibility, thus her compensation, acclaim, and renown rose to near-impossible heights as well.

So, again, the bulge. Ada’s thinness made the bulge of her lover’s cock very prominent. The viewer could catch glimpses of it in some rare instances, but then there was one sharp turn of the camera, prompted by her lover’s furious pounding, that made her lower body a little more visible, with her underbelly and part of her hips showing on the right side of the screen. There, rising and falling in her belly like a snake, the viewer could see the bulge, the endowment of her lover—and what an endowment, oh, what a bulge it was! The beast rose to her navel! How was the woman even alive?! It was thick and unyielding, seemingly becoming harder as the thrusts continued. The video was three and a half minutes long, with the first two minutes depicting the fucking. Those two minutes alone were hardly believable: what man could fuck like that, for so long, and only get harder and faster? What woman could take such a dick and not feel anything but pain? It was mesmerizing, like watching two gods screw. The fact that those two minutes seemed to be only the final fraction of the entire fucking made the video almost too hard for many. How could two people be so perfect? How could life be so cruel and unfair?

Yet most people watched, for it was nearly impossible not to. When two beasts get on like that, lose themselves to such a degree, the mortals couldn’t resist but to stop and gaze. It was too enticing, too forbidden, and billions of people were drawn to the strongest orgasms of their lives by that video. That single, three-and-a-half-minute-long piece of media had probably been the source of the most human pleasure in all of history. No other piece of content had made so many people orgasm so many times as that video had—and would continue to make orgasm until the end of time, or until its last copy, digital or physical, was definitively destroyed.

Ada was banged by a god. A stud. His penis was colossal, and so was her endurance. Even as the beautiful woman was drawn closer and closer to passing out, she still whimpered her praises for him, made her desire clearly known: “F-fuck... me... f-fuck me... d-dad... dad-dy...!” And then she collapsed, and the male neared his orgasms. His roars and grunts made the bedroom visibly shake! Many loudspeakers and earpieces went bust because of his roaring calls. He was a beast! A god! Who in the world could have such power? Who could be the man to fuck such an impossible, untouchable woman? To make her cry and moan, then ultimately pass out under the unfathomable pleasure he unleashed upon her? «Must be getting railed by some African immigrant.» The snarky tongues whispered. «Some huge ass *****, this fucking slut!»

There were hints of the answer in her voice, however. Only the female viewers could pick them up: “A-Anton... oh!... Anton...!” They were very thin, barely audible cries amidst the potent roars of the stallion. Ada whispered them only a few times throughout the video. Only the female ear could capture them, for it was less about the ear, and more about the heart. Only women could watch that video and truly identify themselves with it, wishing to be Ada, wishing to be in her place, wishing that their lovers showed to them only a sliver—one percent of one percent!—of the power, strength, fury, and ferocity of that lover! Most men couldn’t pump their women for a minute without a break, and that stallion was thrusting the most beautiful, exclusive supermodel in the world and destroying the mattress, the bed, and the bedroom all around them for two minutes and counting!


Then the male roared, and his performance seemed to be over. He buried himself deep inside her body, pushing her against the headboard and making his bulge rise all the way up to her navel... then past it! «Holy shit, how isn’t she even dead?!» Was the thought that crossed all minds that watched that climactic moment. Literally climatic! «Fuck! Is he going to fuck her all the way up to the throat, is that it?!» His monstrous penis rose past her navel, then nestled somewhere under her tender lower abs. How long was that? Twelve inches? Thirteen inches? Ada was tall, and so were her proportions. There was a long way to go from her pussy to her navel, and that lover seemed to cover it without much of a sweat. Figuratively speaking, of course. Literally, there was a lot of sweat! His body seemed to be raining on hers, and both lovers were so hot the air was condensing around their breaths, making it seem like they were breathing faint steam on each other’s faces. You could touch that video, feel its stickiness, its saltiness, for it was so wet! The camera was further blurred, and the stallion’s body became a faint, light haze just as it was beginning to appear in the frame.


No one complained too much about it, however, for the real spectacle was just now about to begin. There was a roar. A dick-shriveling, intimidating roar. Any male who heard that roar felt their dicks literally shrivel and hide themselves deep in their crotches. Their hearts went to their throats. Any woman who heard it swooned and became moist. The wetness in their panties was excessive. Any woman wanted to be with him; to be fucked senseless by him; to be the driver and the source of that mighty roar, and be the object of devotion and protection from such a mighty beast—the only beast in the world who could roar like that, fuck like that, mark his territory like that.

Women wanted to be with him, but men didn’t want to be him. No. Men didn’t even entertain the notion that they could ever be like him. Oh, no. Never! Even for the neediest and most creative of men, this thought was too much of a stretch. Almost sacrilege. Heresy, really. No. Men instead just wanted to run away from him. To leave their wives and girlfriends behind and disappear, giving him unfettered access to the wombs of their women and letting him take them to the heights of pleasure and the pantheons of orgasms—heights and pantheons they couldn’t even glimpse the limelight of!

Women wanted to be with him. Men just wanted to get away from him! Countless dicks literally shriveled and sometimes disappeared as they heard the powerful war cry of that breeding beast, and then... came his nut! Growling, growling, growling! There was a deep, growling sound, puzzling at first, but immediately recognizable in everyone’s subconscious: the coarse, rumbling sound of thick liquid being injected inside a deep, thick container. Like gel flowing through a tube deep underwater. Like a tube filling up the mass of a cake with cream. Filling up, filling up, filling up... Like *Groom! Bwoom! Gruurck!* Deep, thick, pasty sounds. A tube injecting thick liquid in a tight, meaty space. His penis. His penis injecting his semen in the woman.

It wasn’t even supposed to make sound. No one could ever hear the sound of an ejaculation. The groans, the moans, the screams, yes, but not the ejaculation itself. No penis was so big or potent, no semen was so bulky as to actually make the sound of the ejaculation audible from a distance. Even if one were to place their ears on the colon of a woman as she was being penetrated and inseminated, the sounds would barely ever reach one’s drums. It was too dim, too low, and too muffled by so much meat. However... those sounds weren’t! Those deep growls of his penetration weren’t dim, low, or muffled. Quite the contrary: they were strong, long, and booming, almost like the grunts of the male himself. They painted in the listeners a very vivid image of the semen flowing... and flowing... and flowing! Of every single pump in that undoubtedly massive dick. Of every throb and pulsations. Every swelling and contractions of the man’s testicles. It was raw in a way few witnesses could ever describe—or would even want to. It was something that just had to be experienced in a deep, visceral level; felt in one’s groins as deeply as that woman was now feeling it, smiling so wide as she was being fecundated by a god of a man.

She was smiling, yes. Unconscious, mewling like a little girl, Ada was smiling—and that was the moment she became truly human in the eyes of the world, for she only rarely smiled to the public (who was so beneath her), and when she did, she never once smiled with the sincerity of a woman who had a soul or a heart. Her smiles were cold and snobbish, but that smile... that smile now was deep, wide, and warm. It was a smile most women weren’t even able to mimic, for it was a smile of intense, utter bliss. A sexual bliss that most girls were rarely fortunate enough to feel. The smile of a well-fucked, deep-bred woman. No, even more than this: it was the smile of the most beautiful woman in the world getting THE BEST FUCK of her life, and being bred by THE HOTTEST STUD on the planet. Truly, it was a smile impossible to replicate. One must be a goddess like her and be fucked by a god like him to have such a smile—and only two of such people existed in the entire world, in the entire Universe!


A goddess was being fucked, then bred by a god. For three minutes and a half, the whole world stopped to watch. His penis came and came and came... and came and came and came... and it kept cumming... and it just! Kept! Cumming! «H-holy shit!» Countless women were driven to squirting orgasms at this exact moment. «How f-fucking long does he cum?!» Apparently, as long as his penis. A really, reeeally long time! And he kept cumming and cumming and cumming. And cumming and cumming and cumming. The sounds struck terror repeatedly in the male ears. Pussies were ravished by countless fingers and burned by powerful squirts as the sounds had the very opposite effect on th female ears. Women came their hearts out with the sound of Ada’s deep, thorough fecundation. Men just turned the video off and went away to cry in a bathroom or something. *Gloorsh! Gloorsh!! Gloorsh!!*


His semen was thick. It was undeniable for all who heard those pumps. His semen was thick and creamy. So rich! So potent! One drop of it and a lady would be pregnant on the spot! Billions of women moaned, in tears, wishing that theirs were the wombs being blessed with such a cum. The sperm of that stallion must have been the most potent in the Universe! How beautiful would be his children, how perfect and fruitful his offspring would grow up to be!

His semen was thick... and was flowing unconstricted into her womb. There was no doubt on anyone’s mind: the stud had been fucking her raw all this time. Her pussy was being streched out, them filled up into a thick cream pie by his equine prick. It was clear in her eyes, in the way she shivered, panted, and bit her lips. She wasn’t just a well-fucked woman. She was a well-bred, throughly fecundated mommy as well!

At that moment, that exact two-and-half-minute-mark of the video, Ada Klein, 28 years old, supermodel billionaire, had become a mother. At that exact instant, the world’s most desirable blonde had become a mommy for her very first time. The world wasn’t just watching the greatest porn ever leaked online. No. The world was watching a miracle. Two gods making love... and making new gods on the spot! The raising of a new generation of flawless human beings! Oh, how cruel and how tempting! How crushing it was to watch it and how arousal it was to nut and squirt for it! «We’re never going to be like her!» Cried the women and the gays. «We’re never going to be like him.» Cried the men. And the gays.

The week after, suicide rates all over the world would jump 1,370%. A year later, the World Health Organization would declare a global suicide pandemic.


The stallion ejaculated for forty-five seconds until something else caught many viewers’ attention. It was hard to see with all the blurriness of the video and awkward framing, but once you saw it, you cold NEVER unsee it: a bulge. Not of his penis, but his cum. A bulge. Growing around the tip of his cock. Growing. And growing. A bulge growing as the god still came, still ejaculated, then growing until it felt looked like a tiny baby bump. Fifty-five seconds into the ejaculation, Ada came back to consciousness—startled, no doubt, by the strong electric currents that pulsating penis snapped her with—, gasped, and moaned with bulging eyes: “So viel! Sperma!! So viel Sperma!” That was German for “So much! Cum! So much cum!!” And then her lover bent down to embrace her, taking her thick, pouty lips with the most incandescent kiss ever, and then the camera was knocked out of its stand, falling and rolling for a second or two on the ground, away from the bed.


The entire world screamed... then fell silent. As soon as the camera stopped rolling, it showed more of the bedroom those gods were fucking in. First, it wasn’t a bedroom, but more like a vast temple with many beds. The place was richly decorated and expensive looking. The kind of place only billionaires and their supermodel beauties could access. Second, the place was littered with women. Too many women. At least twelve women, from those that could be counted on that frace, but certainly several more given the size of the place and the many darker blurs that were spotted in the recording as the camera rolled away from the bed—blurs of their bodies, all naked, splayed, fainted. Collapsed. Naked bodies of several different women, neither of whom were any more conscious than Ada now, as she was deeply penetrated, deeply fecundated by her steed.

Naked bodies of several different women, and not regular women at that. Closer to goddesses than mere women, goddesses of the same caliber as Ada’s. There was Brigitte, supermodel, and Taylor, another supermodel... and Poliana and Sabrina and Yui and Hungwo and Tabatha and Andressa and many more, all supermodels. All recognizable (and immediately recognized) as soon as the camera stopped and their faces were shown. Berlin had just had its premier runway show and all the most beautiful, richest models in the world were there to dazzle the peons. That stud, whoever he was, had just screwed all of them. All the women were naked and exhausted. Their bodies were spread out in the room in a hapharzard, messy way, truly undignifying for the nigh-impossible standards of those beauties, like angels sodomized by a devil, then cast aside like rubbish.

Semen. Semen was everywhere. That’s the impression many viewers head when peering through the veil of blurriness and wetness of the video. They seemed to spot semen coming from their cunts, dripping from their bodies, flowing down the walls, dripping down the ceiling. Semen. Cum. Jizz everywhere. Had the man ejaculated all in a single session? One single night? No. Ridiculous. Impossible! That final shot before the camera cut out was taken as proof that everything had been faked. It was a ruse, a stunt. A joke in bad taste whose purpose or perpetrator no one seemed able to identify. The following week, all those supermodels would remain “disappeared” from the media. Events were cancelled. Interviews rearranged. Agents were going mad and executives were threatening to sue if the girls didn’t return to their activities—but none of the models seemed to care. For a whole week were they were away, absconded, driven lustfully mad by the thrusts of their lover, whose identity he realized he wouldn’t be able to keep for much longer.

“How long until we arrive?” He asked the servant. Thirty minutes, was the answer. “Thirty minutes, huh? Hmm.” He rested his head on the window and watched the ground change, the geography shift below them. They had been flying over those hills, those snowy valleys, and those dense forests for over two hours already. All of it private property. All of it belonging... to her.

It’s been a couple of weeks since he got her message. “Saw your video.” The text read, simply. He ignored it. Tried to. The text had arrived on his cheap, old phone. A phone whose number literally only he and his mother knew. A phone so old it had no color and could do barely more than just send text or some basic math problems. Even just writing three unbroken lines of text was enough to slow it down. Five lines and it would break. He saw the text appear in his inbox only days after it’d been sent. He ignored it. Tried to. If he had something (or someone) better to do, he would have surely ignored it and carried on with his day—and his whole life, perhaps the fate of the world itself, would have gone completely differently. But he didn’t ignore it. After a couple of minutes trying to avoid looking at that screen, he grabbed his phone and checked the sender’s number. Unidentified. It was a very odd number. Its country code wasn’t one he could recognize. The format itself was unlike anything he had ever seen—over twenty numbers arranged almost at random. Had his cellphone started to glitch already? Nay. It couldn’t be it. He took great care of that little device, almost ten years old, and made sure that nothing bad happened to it or made it unusable, as it was one of the few truly private communication devices he owned. That a strange number could show up on it was quite worrying. It should have been impossible, really—he paid good money for it to be. «But, hey,» he wondered. «People said that my little video, the things they saw on it should have been impossible, so...» He looked again at the phone. Wondered whether he should read the message or not. «Oh, who gives a shit.»

There could be viruses in there. He could be spied on through it. Who knew? His world had become quite insane since his identity had been revealed. It was not wise to be tempting the Fates—but, hey, if he wasn’t the sort of man who tempted the Fates often, he wouldn’t have become the type of man who could bed the twenty-four hottest, highest-paid supermodels in one night. And make every single one of the cum. Every single one of them experience the strongest orgasms of their lives and rank him, unquestionably, as The Best.

So he clicked the button and read the message. “Good.” It said. “Nice to see my text piqued your interest.” And it piqued it again, for sure. He smirked and kept reading. “This is Astrid. *The* Astrid.” It read, and then his heart beat a little different. It skipped a beat, one would say, but otherwise it kept beating as always: strong, calm, resolute. The steadfast beating of an Alpha man’s heart. He continued reading it: “I want you at my palace. We’ll fuck. Then you’ll show me if you’re really as strong as that video made you to be.” He scrolled down a little. Only a couple of lines left. Despite its brevity (and the old-style device it was displayed at), it was well-written enough. Proper grammar and all that. “If you accept, respond to this message. The Empress sends her regards. Xoxo.”

That was it. No more than this. “The Empress, eh?” He let the issue rest while he still had his fun with his women. Twenty-four high-grade pussies were enough to keep a man entertained. She was going to send him a message again, he knew it. Whether prank or not, whoever called him was going to call him again. It was impossible not to. “Everybody calls. Everybody comes back.” He said and grinned, railing the pussies of his supermodels again and again and again.

Days became weeks became three months. No response. He began getting really frustrated, shifting through the settings of his phone to try and figure out more about that mysterious number. He decided to do anything other than the simple, obvious thing—to call her back—because to him, the simple, obvious thing amounted to near-infinite humiliation. He was Alpha. *The* Alpha. He was a man who could bed twenty-four centimillionaire supermodels in a night and barely take notice of it; barely feel like it would become a core memory or anything. For him, it was as casual as going out to sip a latte. He was the man who had been “banging hotties” since he came to his very early sexual maturation. At twenty-two, he’d scored over twenty-two thousand pussies. A thousand for every year he had been alive. He literally spent more time fucking than doing anything else—including sleep!


“G-god!! G-god!! OH, GOD!!” The sounds of his women cumming in a thousand different languages were the most common thing in his ears. It was rather actually annoying sometimes, to the point he’d learned to tune them out and “zoom out” in the middle of sex, letting his body carry out the motions that had become already so instinctive and mechanical. Around him were seven passed-out models. Different ones this time. Four professional models, that is, and three hotel staff who were pretty enough to become supermodels in their own right—all passed out, all shaking in post-coital bliss. Their pussies were stretched out and red. Faint steam seemed to be rising from them. From their wombs came his semen. Lots. And lots. Of his semen. The god had been fucking them for little over an hour and his body was finally starting to break sweat. The eighth supermodel-like woman came and spasmed on his dick. She was very close to fainting. He felt it, but didn’t bother with it: he thrust and thrust and thrust, pulling her head and hammering her cervix and womb with his dick, then kept thrusting until he felt something different in his dick: her body, once squirming, was still; her pussy, once squeezing his cock, had gone soft; her voice, once crying out his name, shouting about how many multiple orgasms he gave her, and calling him a god, a god, a god!... it died out completely.


“Hmm.” With barely a reaction, he withdrew himself from her and felt her squirt sprinkle on his abs. Her body fell down in the pile of women, eight beautiful bodies mercilessly raided by his barbarian dick, and he jerked himself with one hand while holding the phone in the other. “Saw your video.” The message was still there. He had probably read that one line of text more times than anything else in his life. “Hhmm!” His face twitched a little, and then he came.

His first twelve jets of semen crossed the room almost in a straight line and hit the wall. He came and came and came, and arm-long ropes of thick painted the wall white. Then, his jets began to arc down and smear the furniture, the floor, then finally the bodies of his women as his orgasm drew slowly and gradually close to its distant end.

Thirty jets. Sixty jets. One hundred jets. His hips jolted and thrust and swagged on their own, his elegant body moving on its own, indifferent to his consciousness. He came over one prostitute, then the other, then the other and the other and the other until the eight beauties were all marked with his seed. Just to not leave the eighth one hanging, he bent down, cumming and cumming on her body, and stuck his helmet inside her twitching, squirting cunt, making her entire body twitch reflexively. “Sooo... big!!” She shouted in Icelandic (or something), and then he came and came and came... until her belly bulged out a little and the semen pressed back inside her pussy against his throbbing helmet. The stallion came and came and came... and five minutes later, after 166 ropes of semen, he grunted and growled, erupting his final wad of semen. “Uuurgh!! Uuurh!”

He pulled out of her. A river of cum oozed from her pussy. Sticking one finger into the cum, he played with her pussy, masturbated her lightly and teased her clit, then... *SLAP!!* He slapped her nice, shapely ass with the other hand, making her giggle and purr in her sleep. He stood up and got his phone again, reading the same bloody text while slurping his own semen from the other hand. Three months. Three months and she hadn’t answered already.

“God!! Oh, god!!” He looked down. The nice flight attendant was having multiple orgasms on his dick. Her squirts sprinkled on his face. Her twin sister was doing a good job licking his balls, and the third woman, a redhead, was passing out again as he fingered her. A fourth woman sucked his nipples, dragging her nails across his thin pecs. A fifth woman recovered from her orgasms while still experiencing more orgasms. “Dick...! I need this dick...!” She joined the first woman as she rose his penis. There was a brief animosity between the two (and the third one sucking the balls), but it quickly faded when they realized there was more dick there to spare for everyone. She licked his phallus while the other woman rode it and the other woman sucked his balls. Eventually all passed out and he found himself in need of some relief in that long private jet flight. Over their six passed-out bodies (there was a sixth one, but he didn’t know who she was or where she came from), he jerked himself again while holding the phone in the other hand. “Saw your video.” Read the message, and this time he didn’t feel good while cumming. “Uurgh!” This time... he felt a little angry.

“Yes, daddy! Yes! On our faces! OOH!”

He blasted wad after wad after wad of semen. He had been holding his sperm for two hours, so this was going to be a big one. Fifteen women laid on their fours. Fifteen of the thirty-six women he had arranged for that quick orgy. Those were the fifteen who still remained mostly conscious and strong enough to stand on all fours. Many of them were close to passing out. “I can’t! I j-just... can’t...!” The god began to ejaculate and many women passed out for good. He was cumming in their mouths, one after the other, walking in a straight line as his pussies waited for him on all fours, shoulder to shoulder. Some of them kissed each other. Some rolled their eyes and waited for his blessed fruit. He rewarded them all with his seed, finally unleashing the holy content of his testicles after two hours of banging without nutting. His sperm was especially powerful and potent that night, condensed after so long a teasing. As he came, he filled up the mouth of a woman before he moved to the next one. Mouth after mouth after mouth, he filled up those fifteen mouths until their cheeks were bloated with his seed. By the time he was done, half of them had collapsed and passed out. Their pussies sprinkled squirt in the air. He didn’t bother: he moved to their rears and started fecundating the remaining eight women, one by one.

“F-fuck!! Soooo... g-g-good!!” They cried and they collapsed after the god blessed their wombs with his jets. The stronger ones tried to play coy about it: “G-g-give more in mouth first!” But he only grumbled, beating his stick with one hand while reading the damned message on the phone in the other.

“Need to breed you first. If you’re still conscious by the time I finish up your pussy, you can eat my cum.” By the time he was indeed finished, only two women remained conscious. He rewarded them with wad after wad after wad in their mouths, making them gad and gasp with his semen. He had been ejaculating for ten minutes now and there was no sight of stopping.

“W-what you... goorgh!” One of the strongest bitches tried to talk. “Watching? Goorgh! What you watching on this old ass phone?”

He moved over to her and filled her mouth again with his cum, squeezing her nose shut and sticking his meat into her mouth. “Good pussy shouldn’t talk. Good pussy should eat cum.”

“Goorh...!!” Tears rolled down her cheeks. Three massive jets of squirt burst from her pussy. She began to pass out, and the god held her head very firmly with one arm as he began to push himself deeper, deeper, deeper, into her thin throat, making her entire neck bulge out as his prick broke into her stomach. “Goorh!! Gaarsh...!!” She made painful gurgling and vomit noises as the other woman swallowed his cum, wiped her mouth, and watched, shaking and shivering, knowing that she wasn’t too far from the same fate, but rejoicing no less on the fact that she was The Last Pussy Standing.

She saw the god ejaculate inside her friend for two and a half minutes straight until her belly was gently bulging and then, with five powerful squirts, the final threads of energy left her body and she collapsed, half dead, half alive, in the den with the other thirty-five beaten pussies. He turned to her, ejaculating everywhere on her skin, and she shed one lonely tear, talking as if to distract him: “M-must be a very important woman if she makes you read her message so long, so many times.” He didn’t flinch. His jets of semen—powerful, bulky, thick—lasted still two seconds each time as he came on her arms, then her shoulders, then her face. Life flashed before her eyes before she shed another tear through them and whispered with a stammer: “I l-love you!”

He stopped moving his dick, instead cumming repeatedly on her cheek. His cum got to her eyes, then rained down on her shoulders. The room was reeking with semen. It was enough to get a girl pregnant just by smelling it. He put down the phone and looked at her. With the other hand now free, he pressed her cheeks and forced her jaw open. She squirted twice at his touch, then heard his deep, bassy voice: “You’re garbage.” Then he stuck his penis in her throat and didn’t even try to be gentle this time. Endless inches of cock stretched her out in one second, making her sneeze spit through her nostrils, then sneeze his cum several times on his abs while squirting five, seven, eighteen times through her pussy. The bitch was resilient, though, and despite her many squirts she remained standing and strong. He mounted her face and throat-fucked her a couple of times, burying his dick and his balls on her, making her gargle and almost vomit—but pushing back any attempt at vomit with his more potent cum. He came and came and came and came and came and came and came.... Eventually, he deigned her with a couple more words: “You’re garbage. Worthless cum dump.” He saw his belly grow. He came and came and came and came and came. “But I like you. You make my dick good.”

“Uuurrhh...!!” She squirted tears through her eyes and came like a firehose. Her orgasm lasted fifteen seconds. Fifteen seconds of squirt, and then she was done, and she collapsed with the other whores, and he gave her a bath on his cum, which went on for another five minutes.

When he was done, he was certain he had ejaculated two gallons on those whores. His penis could often go beyond a gallon in one session, and one properly teased it could reach up to two gallons. It would take him a couple of hours to be able to (maybe) match that performance again, but his ladies were all worn out. He would need to find some more bangable pussy elsewhere. Perhaps...

“I saw your video.” The situation had escalated a little out of control. Fifty women lay unconscious around him, but seventy-two more needed taking care of. When he entered that seedy bar, he didn’t really expect all women to actually come to him and want to fuck him, but anyway, that’s life. It’s not as if a hundred women in one night (or just one session) was unheard of to him. He just wanted to get those pussies out so he could go back again to obsessing about that heinous, detestable message. “I saw your video. I saw your video. I saw your...”

“Whore.” He banged his girls a little too aggressively, making them squeal and pass out sometimes once every second. It was dick in, dick out. He didn’t care that many of them probably had eight different STD’s in their clits alone. By the end of that quick fuck, given how godly his penis was, they’d all probably end up cured of any disease anyway.

The women fell one by one. “I saw your video. I saw your video.” Every time he made them scream and squirt and pass out, her message flashed in his mind. “I saw your video. I saw your video.” The cops had arrived. The male cops dropped to their knees and began masturbating. One minute later, they were passed out as well. The female cops took out their clothes and begged him to fuck them. He handcuffed them to their radiators, then he fucked the police into submission. “I saw your video. I saw your video.” Situation got a little out of control. In one hour, two hundred bodies lay around him. He hadn’t even cum yet. Real frustrating. “I saw your video. I saw...”

The twelfth woman fell from the bed and into the pile of muscled ladies around it. He was pounding the thirteenth Brazilian babe hard when the message flashed a little too hard in his mind. “I saw your video. I saw...”

“Oh, fuck.” He growled. “Fine.”


The woman didn’t understand him. She kept screaming his name and calling him a god in Portuguese while the other eight remaining women watched. One nice thing about Brazil—and Latin America in general—is that many more women there like growing “big”, obsessively pumping iron in the gym to get the biggest butts and the thickest legs. Some of them went all-out and trained their entire bodies, becoming like real-life, flesh-and-bones versions of pornographic cartoon characters, ladies with angelic faces and hourglass physiques littered with muscles in every inch of their curvaceous bodies, with the biggest butts, the largest fake tits, and thickest legs that either money could buy or time in the gym could achieve—sometimes both. “Uuurgh!! Uurrhh! Uuurrhh!!” He liked these women because they were one of the few ladies he could go “all-out” on. He had been banging them for one hour already and many of them came up asking for more. They wore pearly smiles and joyful expressions on their faces. Their dark-skinned bodies contained the strong, hardy genes of breeding mares designed to take on massive cocks and hip-breaking thrusts. They knew it. That’s why they called themselves “cavalas.”



He was banging them, pushing himself to his limits, while his phone always caught his glances on a table in the room. Rio de Janeiro was unfurled before their eyes, the entire city shiny around their penthouse. Those women were all big, muscled, and tasty. Their asses couldn’t be found anywhere else but in that golden city—and sometimes in Bogota. He banged and banged and banged them, and their juices rained down on the mattresses. Very few times did both he and his women make such a mess in the places they fucked in; usually it was only he and his semen, but those hardy, mare-like Brazilian girls always rose up to the occasion. He banged and banged and banged them, and they always came back asking for more. “Uuurrhh!” Sweat was raining from his face. That was going to be a long night of rough, ferocious sex. Two big Brazilian mares sucked his balls while he fucked another one with his dick. Brazilian screams were unique in their intensity and passion. They had fire in their voices, those big-assed, thick-thighed muscle girls, and the way they called him a god or a “filho da puta” could hardly be compared with any other woman on the planet. Next to them, all other women weren’t really women, but girls. “Mete, vai! Mete gostoso com esse pauzao de cavalo alemao, mete!! Aaai, mete, meu garanhao alemao, mete! Mete! Aaahee!!”



He pulled their hair, spanked their asses, and turned their bodies—theirs and his own—into a huge blur as he pounded and pounded and pounded them with wild abandon, sometimes making his dick hurt. Another hour passed until the first of his Brazilian women started to collapse. They cried, they screamed, they worshipped him with moaning voices, and he decided to bring in the “big guns” for them, ejaculating hard and raw in their wombs and filling them up with strong, healthy babies. There was a very good reason why the guy still lived like sort of a bun: when you had to financially support over 30,000 kids, you needed to bring in a lot of bacon to the table. Since his very first time, he never used condoms. Pills or any contraception methods didn’t work for the ladies either. If he came, he fecundated. He was a wild animal of sex hellbent on populating the entire planet with his seed. Were not for his successful rock star (and later hedge fund investor) career, he wouldn’t have enough money for so many kids. Hell! Even as a billionaire he barely had enough money! How much was he paying per month, per kid? One thousand dollars? Even with such low pay, he was hemorrhaging some 360 million dollars a year. With inflation and all, he was barely keeping up. “Ai, cavalo, aii! Ai, cavalo, que merda, porra!!” His beautiful, bootylicious woman came, and then she passed out as soon as his semen hit her womb. “QUE MERDA DE CAVALO GOSTOSO, PORRAAAA!!”


The god flooded the womb, and it was as if all the other girls could smell his semen and become extra fertile (and extra horny) because of it. They gawked at his breeding, then attacked him, almost fighting with each other for the privilege of getting his first and freshest seed. He would pump them full of his semen for twenty minutes until seven of them had collapsed. Sweat rained from his body like the rain in Brazil’s tropical forests. That was sure going to be one hell of a long night! Yet all the time, all throughout his fucking, only one thing populated his mind. “I saw your video. I saw your video. I saw your video...”

Many girls were left out squirming on the ground as he grabbed the other women with his thin body and pinned them down from behind. Wrapping his arms and legs around their limbs, he punished their cunts from behind. “AI, MEU DEUS, QUE GOSTOSOOOOOO!!” They screamed, they cried, rarely ever getting fucked like that. “MEU DEUS, VOCE EH UM CAVALO, PUTA QUE PARIUUUU!!” Their asses were so big, just like the rest of their bodies, that very few men had sufficient inches to fuck their pussies from behind. That guy did. More than enough inches, he had inches to spare. So he fucked them and made them hose gallons through their pussies. The phone message flashed in his mind, but for a brief, beautiful moment he allowed himself to forget it and get carried away by the fucking. His women were panting, gasping, dropping their jaws by watching him fuck. “How can such a little man fuck like such a hurricane?!”


Those tall, muscled, huge, dark-skinned or tanned Brazilian girls were used to Black stallion ramming their holes and splitting them open. They were used to being the Alphas in their relationships, tough and resilient bitches that they were, so when a short, thin White German boy came along to fuck them, naturally they thought that he was just another pin-dicked “otario” who they could run circles around of. “Are you sure you want to take all these girls at once?” They laughed at him, even while knowing his fame and reputation. They were pure-blooded Brazilian mares. For them, size was God. Everything else—money, fame, social standing—was just pussy-talk belonging to viados. The shortest of them was 5ft10. The tallest, 6’4’’. They weighed from 170 to 260 pounds, all of it pure muscle, ass, and silicone. They were big. They were hard. They were strong. Most of them had never met a single man who could fully fuck them to satisfaction, let alone exhaustion. “DEUS!! AI, MEU DEUS!!” And then, when that little German man came out of his private jet, led twenty of them—twenty!—to his Rio penthouse, and began to tame them and fuck them with the fury, speed, and stamina of a literal horse, they felt true fear in their hearts, and some of them even reconsidered that whole arrangement, wanting to dip out, no longer able to take such throughout and relentless dicking. “VOCE ESTA ME FODENDO A MAIS DE TRES HORAS, CARALHOOO!!” One of them screamed, feeling her last reserves of energy being depleted by his relentless fucking. “Caralho, caralho, caralho!!” She was shivering, feeling the weirdest mix of hot and cold in her veins. She was afraid. Her pussy was literally bleeding. “Meu deus, mas que cavalo de porra de merdaaaa-aaai!! AAAI!! FODE MINHA BOCETA, FODE, FODE, FODEEE!!” She felt as if someone had put blazing coal in her pussy. It was agony—and she begged him for more.


After three hours of poundings, eleven women remained. They were watching yet another girls succumb to his monster penis while the little man locked her body on his and fucked her twat into explosive squirts. If one didn’t know much about human anatomy, one would have sworn that he was literally drilling that pussy into a liquid. She was ejaculating so many juices, so hard it was insane! The girls trembled and sucked their lips, themselves feeling their legs wobbly and slowly going lip. “Ai, fia, eu nao vou durar muito mais tempo, nao.” They spoke to each other. “Esse cavalo eh muito potente, ce loco!” They gawked and cooed as the man turned his hips into a blur. He was pounding their friend’s pussy four times a second. They had literally never seen a man move like that. “Que eh isso! Esse garanhao fode muito!” They were strong, mighty Brazilian mares... and such a performance never failed to get them inspired. Inevitably, they always returned to each other’s bodies, fucking their pussies with their tongues and fingers and hoping, oh, praying that the god didn’t torture them for much longer with his penis.


“CARALHOOOOO!!!” The woman cried, then collapsed on his cock. The god was holding her on his body. His back was on the bed and his torso was facing the ceiling. She was hugging him, or rather, he was crushing her body and her tits against his torso, locking her huge legs with his thin, frail-looking ones, and then POUNDING HER! Fucking POUNDING HER! He fucked her at supersonic speeds with his colossal, mammoth prick, hammering her ass and her thighs with his heavy balls as he fucked and fucked and fucked her. Even when he started cumming again, he still fucked her. His thrusts diminished only just a bit while he ejaculated like a fucking horse inside of her, making her howl: “CARALHOOOO!!” Her eyes twinkled with the stars of the carioca night. “ISSO EH UM CAVALO-OOOOOH!!” Her pussy was filled with ounce after ounce of semen. She had never—EVER!—felt so full like with that man, and his semen just kept coming! She panted, she gasped, she screamed a thousand profanities, and then... *Boom!* Her body softened over his, the very last never cell of her brain being fucked to oblivion by a combination of his jack-hammering thrusts and ejaculations. Even in the steamy midst of their lesbian orgy, the other girls were forced to stop and marvel at that performance. Some of them had worked in porn and never once—EVER!—have they found a guy who fucked even just one-tenth as hard as that stud did. “Gente, como eh que um carinha tao pequeno pode ser tao potente?”



They watched in awe as the man, huffing and puffing and sweating gallons, withdrew his penis from his potranca and cast her aside. She weighed 200 pounds of legs, tits, ass, and hard, salient abs, yet under his thin, 120-pound body she crumbled like a sand castle on the beaches of Copacabana. The little god stood up, and the contrast between his victorious body and her defeated, sweaty, squirting mess couldn’t have been more jarring. He was a very short man. His cherubim face and rich, black hair didn’t detract from the fact that he was barely 5ft8. His bones were protruding everywhere and his arms and legs couldn’t been less intimidating. He didn’t have an ass and his chest was literally narrower than all of those women’s thighs. Some of them had calves bigger than his shoulders! “Mina, isso nao eh um homem! Isso eh um demonio!” They joined hands and shivered, some of them even praying to their evangelical God. The beast was literally exhaling faint steam as he looked at them like a hungry jaguar let loose in the barn.


“Proxima vadia.” He said, but none of the girls had the courage to approach him anymore. They literally squeaked and dragged their butts on the ground away from him, squirting and pissing themselves with fear. With literally a short run and a leap, the German monster fell on them, grabbing the first bitch he could reach and pulling her to his almighty dick.

“DEUS, DEUS, POR FAVOOOR...!!” She screamed and cried, literally dragging her nails on the ground, as the god pulled her with unbelievable strength, spread her enormous legs apart, and plunged inside her, pounder her good, and fucked her with such speed and depth that she was squirting tears from her eyes and cumming like a goddamned firehose on his face. He pounded her for five minutes until she was gone. He finished by fecundating her thoroughly, making her smile and chant religious incantations, thanking him and blessing him for his seed. “A-amor!! Oh, amor...! Eu to tao prenha!!”


The god grabbed her neck, turned her face around, and kissed her. While the other girls came and squirted, he pumped his seed hot and hard inside her womb, filling her to the brim until his semen was oozing back from her cunt and dripping on the floor. “Oooh! Como eh que ele produz tanta porra! De onde eh que ele tira tanta porra, serio?” The girls were always divided between extreme arousal and utter shock. How did that little man make so much cum? How could he pump so much semen so many times, for so long inside their wombs?


The girl fell soft and limp before them, and then the god walked towards his next meal. She yelped and squealed, giving him an objection that was all too common to his ears: “Please, no!” She begged, always in Portuguese. “I don’t want to get pregnant!” Then he gripped her hard and pinned her body hard to the ground, stealing her breath with his immense and surprising strength. “Oh, god, shorty! H-how the fuck are you so strong??” He looked at her and grinned. His monstrous penis was throbbing hard, making her cum already and ejaculate on his crotch and abs by teasing her clit and stretching her pussy wide. “Noooo, please!!” She was crying! She hated herself for cumming so hard! “I... I don’t want to get pregnant!!”


Then he purred in her ear, softening her entire muscular body with his godly, baritone voice: “You’re not honest, cachorra.”



She gulped and shed some more tears. “I... I can’t get pregnant! I’m not rich and I already got two k-!” She was silenced immediately by his potent kiss, and the other girls ejaculated by seeing both his intense passion and his slow, unwieldy penetration of her, sinking inch after inch slowly of his donkey dick into her twat and making even her strong, thick body bulge with his mass! “Caralhooo!!” They cooed. “Que cavalo!!”


The god broke the kiss and whispered in her ears again. “I’m worth five billion dollars, whore. I got plenty of money for all my kids.” He made her cry and scream with a deep thrust, breaking through her cervix and seeding her already in her womb, pumping and pumping, stretching her out wider with every potent pump. “Agora relaxa e goza, cachorra! Goza! Goza na pica grande do teu cavalao aqui, vai! GOZA!!” Then he thrust in her and made her pass out, leaving her just as full and fecundated and cum-drunk as all the other women. The other women orgasmed and squirted, then almost fell to their knees before him, seeing not a man, but a god standing before them. “Quem eh a proxima?” He asked, and for the next few hours he pounded every single one of them into unconsciousness—one from which they wouldn’t wake up until the very next morning.

A dozen minutes or so after the last woman had cratered under his penis, and after he had ejaculated his final ounces of thick semen over their body, the German god walked to the table and took his old phone. He was going out more often with that device, taking it to places he shouldn’t. What would he do if a stranger robbed him—especially in that city!—or if one of his women decided to check it out. It was like he was exposing himself to risk in purpose. He wanted to get rid of that phone, but didn’t have the courage to. Maybe one of his women would just steal it, run away with it, or get it lost when he was not watching. He didn’t know. Anything seemed preferable to getting rid of it himself. He opened the phone and was greeted by the same merciless text: “I saw your video.”


He sighed. Under the sweet sounds of his twenty Brazilian mares sleeping and snoozing, all hugging each other and cuddling with one another like a bunch of big, sexy babies, the god pressed the hard, plastic buttons of his device’s little keyboard and composed his short message: “Who r u?” He hit Send. “How d’u get my number?” He hit Send again. And he waited. Waited.



One hour later, he realized there was little point in waiting. It’s been six months already. Even *if* that wasn’t a prank (it was!), even *if* Astrid herself had sent him that message (she hadn’t!), there was no way she still cared after so long. Taking out his bigger, more modern phone, the billionaire rock star sex god scanned the room and counted his woman. “Eins, zwei, drei, vier, fünf...” Twenty-one women. He opened a little notepad and read its lines quickly. “24. 66. 14. 15...” Simple numbers, one line at a time, until one final, very large number: 1,555. Between it and the previous number, he typed “21”, then opened a calculator and made the simple sum: “1,555 + 21”, which gave him 1,576. «One thousand and fifty-six, huh?» He thought, erasing the last number on the list and replacing it with the new value. «There’s still four months to the end of the year.»



It was too much. He was getting out of control. «One thousand, fifty-six women in a year. One thousand, fifty-six new babies seven to nine months later.» He gritted his teeth and covered his face, shaking his head while making more dreadful calculations in the back of his mind. «I already got thirty thousand kids—that I know of! Thirty-thousand kids I’m paying child support to.» Again: at one thousand dollars a month, on average, per kid... «I’m hemorrhaging cash. That’s almost four hundred million dollars a year!» A deep churn in his stomach. His hung prick hung limply from the chair. A thick line of precum mixed with semen oozed from it. From that chair, the line swirled and zigzagged all the way to the pile of bodies of his women. His balls throbbed and the semen stirred inside of them. His penis was pulsating harder every second. He hadn’t slept for two days, yet he wasn’t feeling sleepy or tired. No. The only thing that he was feeling was... «Horny. I’m horny.» He touched his penis. Squeezed it. Gave it a shake. “Ugh!” «I’m so full! Full of cum. Full of semen.» He looked back at his pile of women, hoping that some of them, at least one of them was strong enough to wake up and beg him for more. «God! I’m still soooo full of jizz!!» For a while he ignored his penis, pretended to do anything else. He could only make it to one minute before touching and grabbing and squeezing his cock again. “Urgh!” The beast was full. Heavy. His hands moved down to his balls and groped them, cupped them, allowing him to feel the fullness of those testicles in his palms. Their gentle throbs. The semen filling them slowly. “Fucking hell.”


A man was his penis. His penis was his soul. He could no longer remain sat. He stood up and walked back and forth in the room, eyeing his pile of women with a growing hunger. Growls came from his hips. His potent machine of cum was awakening. «Fucking Brazilian whores.» He thought. «They always get me pumped.» He stopped by the window and looked over the city. His city. His cock’s city. The city he had filled with his semen and would fill with so much more. He walked to the balcony and smelled the air. The scent of pussy. Fresh pussy here and there. And there, and over there, and over there as well. Pussy everywhere. Good pussy. Quality pussy. Ass too. Nice muscle gay ass where he could unload his virility with a little more power as well. Strong Latinas and gay men. These were the few people who could take the fullness of his cock. *Grooom!*

His penis grumbled. He felt it touching the baluster of the balcony, semi-hard, rubbing against its metal frame, feeling the cold contrast with its hellish heat. “You beast.” The guy smiled, though his heart was heavy, and grabbed and squeezed his potent breeder as well. He took a deep breath. «Thirty thousand kids.» This year, he was sure to cross over the mark. Thirty thousand and then something. Thirty-one thousand, maybe. He sneered. «These women should be kissing my feet that I am such a loyal “husband”.» He rarely saw any of his kids—though he didn’t doubt that they bumped into each other in the streets accidentally. He had so many! He called himself “husband” ironically, for only a husband would spend so much money on all his kids religiously, reliably, to the detriment of even his own self.

In his mind, nasty calculations ran at full force, burdening his brain. «Fucking shit.» He wished he could grab a phone, open a simple app, and see how much money he had remaining—but it was never that simple. No. It could never be simple with rock stars and billionaires. He had over 1,200 bank accounts, each with a trickle of money. Summing them all together, or even just getting access to them quickly, was always a headache. If he called his accountants, they could give him a rough estimate of how much money he had. «5.8 billion US dollars.» He remembered the number from the last accountant he checked. «That’s total wealth. Now, cash, liquidity... that’s only two billion dollars.» He sniffed. He should consider himself grateful. Most billionaires didn’t even have a tenth of that in real money. They were all fake and paper wealth. His fortune, like his penis, was his real deal.

He heard grumbles and moans behind him and looked back with hope lifting his heart. Hope quickly disappeared when he saw his women moving, squirming, squirting even, but very much asleep. “Fuck.” His penis was semi-hard. He better leave that balcony, otherwise the pungent smell of fresh, quality pussy, all the stronger in that city, would get it permanently, hopelessly hard again. “Fuck.” He repeated. Only poor people made calculations with money, running estimates of how much money they had left. He hated himself for doing this, but it was instinctive. Like his penis, he couldn’t control it. When the number of offspring reaches the five digits, even the richest person in the world begins to feel like a pauper. “Fuck.” He could only grumble, laying his elbows on the handrail and smelling the air of that city of sin. Pussy. Pussy. Pussy. He fucked pussy, he bred pussy. He took care of his offspring. Animal. Animal. Animal. He was an animal, alright, and a high-quality one. His children would all grow up strong, fertile, and virile, and they would all grow up well. He would make sure of it. Thirty thousand kids would have all the (financial) support they needed. Thirty thousand kids plus twenty-one (or more) that night. Plus dozens and dozens more kids every night, from every pussy he laid on the daily. He smirked. He sighed. He wondered what in the hell he was going to do. «Honor’s one thing. Ability is another.» He had the honor of paying his children money. Now, did he have the ability? For the time being, yes. Fifteen years or so of reserves in the bank, if nothing else went wrong. To his dismayed accountants, he gave orders of liquidation. The market wasn’t going any harder and he needed cash, liquidity ASAP. Things are never so simple, though, when you are a billionaire. Even just a couple of millions of dollars from many seedy, hidden accounts needed a lot of time to be cleared. And there was always the matter of taxes, of course, but he was rich enough to make the Tax Man look the other way whenever he wanted to. “What in the fuck am I going to do?”

One thousand dollars per month, per child was nothing. With inflation and all, it was becoming less than nothing year after year. There was also the matter of his “bigger” women. Women like Ada Klein, who wouldn’t accept anything less than one hundred THOUSAND dollars per kid, per month, forever! These women could usually pull their own weight, financially speaking, but they would never accept it, let alone enjoy it. A woman was a woman was a woman. Men provide. Women cum. Men seed. Women breed. That’s the deal. That’s the whole scheme with Mother Nature. No matter how richer than him a woman was, he was the one who needed to provide. Always. This is just how women are. This is just how women should be. “Uuurgh!”

Brazil was a dangerous place for his dick. It was the only place where he found women strong enough to drain him, yet also the only place where draining was the most difficult. The suppleness of those women, the thickness of their strong bodies, like fucking real mares, it sent his reproductive organs into overdrive and made him five times more virile than usual. Brazilian folks (and Latinos in general) were the only ones who could take the fullness of his cock and strength and still give him a cocky smile, begging for more. Because they were so strong and eager, his balls refilled themselves time and time and time again. He was feeling them now in his knees: his heavy mangos pulling his huge sack down to his knees, completely refueled. “God... fucking damn it!”

He turned around. He was going to leave. He would call his favorite model and pink sheet services. He would scour the streets of Rio for one, two, three, five, ten, fifteen new pussies. He couldn’t help it: Rio de Janeiro was a city of sin and he was the Devil incarnate. He only got stronger—and more incontrollable—in the heart of that city of sexy demons and untiring succubi. He walked to the door of his penthouse. He was going to make at least seventy new babies that night.

The light from his old phone screen caught his eyes. It was blinking as if it had gotten an update. «A new message?» His heart sank. Surely it couldn’t be...! He took the phone and opened it. Sure it was: the mysterious person, supposedly Astrid herself, had sent him a new message. “The chopper will pick you up at 8am. In the Lagoa. Don’t be late.”

That was it. No more than this. «What the fuck?» He texted a new message, but avoided sending it. Short and simple, her message had been. Eight in the morning. In the Lagoa region, where the most expensive and exclusive helipads of the city were located. There was no more information—and he felt like asking for none anymore. Like everything in life, it was a game: he who talked the most lost.

He put the phone down. His eyes were at the door. Sure. He would go to the Lagoa and try to find the specific helipad on his own. It would be fun. What else he had to lose if not a couple of hours? Again: it would be fun. Now, if she excused him, he had to leave and get his dick some more fun. She didn’t, though: a new message appeared on his phone. “You are not to bang until you arrive. You will only bang Astrid. After she’s done with you, you can go back to your life. You are not to bang anyone until you arrive. If you do, the deal is off.”

Big message. More wordy this time. “What in the fuck?” He took the phone and scrolled, scrolled... He read the message time and time again, trying to understand it, or perhaps just trying to accept that nasty command: not to bang anyone other than the supposed “Empress” until their meeting. Fuck. Was this really *not* some kind of prank from any of his girls? It felt like torture. *Groooom!!* His penis was growling, howling... but he ignored it, for once.

His heart beat fast. Not too fast, but noticeably faster. A bead of sweat flowed down his cheek. Cold sweat. «One day.» The thoughts raced fast in his mind. «Just one day.» He would only need to wait until the morning to know if that was real or just a prank. If prank, he’d screw three hundred supermodels and relieve his balls in their wombs. Easy. Peasy. Just one day. Not even this long: just a couple of hours until morning and all would be resolved.

He put the phone down, filled up his bath with ice, and dunked himself on it. His penis throbbed no less hard under the ice, but it seemed to be... contained. For the time being. It wasn’t really the ice, but the expectation that relaxed it. «Astrid. Viking queen.» He thought. «So she *does* exist, huh?» Easy, now, easy. For all he cared, it was just a prank. A prank his penis seemed to believe it was real, otherwise it wouldn’t have spent so long without cumming, without demanding to be plunged into a womb and unleashing its white fury on it. The Viking Queen. The Viking Queen! Just a couple of hours and he would see if the Viking Queen was real or just a collective delusion. «The Viking Queen. Astrid. The Viking Queen.»

The sky was gaining colors. Five in the morning. He hadn’t slept. Now he couldn’t. He had to see it for himself! He got out of the bath, put on some clothes, and left the place. His women were still snoozing, snoring, moaning and muttering words of praise, gushing in their sleep about how much cum they had in their wombs. He stopped by the door and gave their massive, huge, strong muscular bodies a good look, then cracked a smile. Twenty-one women. At least twenty-one new children. Twenty-one proud, happy mommies. Oh, it was hard to explain! When looking at those women like that, so sweet and happy and fulfilled, everything in his life seemed to make sense. Concerns about money went away and regrets never even grazed his mind. He felt happy. Fulfilled. Just like his women. He was an uber daddy whose semen would probably reshape the genetic makeup of humanity tens of thousands of years into the future. When scientists, if humanity didn’t explode itself so far into the future, looked down along the genetic roots of the species, they would all trace the father’s genes back to HIM! Him and only him! A man, a breeder, a god. Him, him, him!

His penis roared. He smirked with his beautiful, heavenly face. “I’m such a god.” He whispered, seeing those women still cumming and moaning in their sleep, experiencing the aftershocks of the orgasms he gave them, never really able to get rid of him, of his memory, of the power of his touch, his thrusts, his seed, just as he was unable to get rid of the horniness, the arousal, the mounting piles of semen in his balls. *Grooom!!* His balls and his penis roared again. He took his eyes off those women with a little resistance. Their bodies... god! They were so big, so hot, so supple! So many muscles, such massive asses and tits! Their pussies were so tight and their wombs, oooh, their wombs were so strong! “Fuck. Fuck. Fuck!” He shook his head, turned around, and left abruptly. His penis was protesting. It better not be a prank! It better not be a prank or else he would be really, really angry—and he could fuck five hundred babies into existence that day!

He didn’t find the helipad. The helipad found him. Huge black cars appeared next to him. He was summoned in. He entered. *Vroom-vroom-vroom.* He saw himself on a helicopter, then on a huge private jet, and off he went. Off he flew to northern Sweden. To Astrid’s palace. «What in the fuck?» On the plane, he got some sleep. He slept for sixteen of the eighteen hours of the journey, waking up just hours away from their landing. He had another trip to take: one final helicopter ride to Astrid’s state. All this time he was forbidden from fucking. All this time he was forbidden from even touching himself. “Take these. They will make it easier.” The strange help that Astrid sent him offered him two red pills. He smirked at the small, mean-faced man.

“Pills don’t work on me.”

The little man didn’t change his expression. “These will.” And shook his hand with the pills to him. Fine. Whatever. He took and swallowed them... and his penis felt different. He couldn’t exactly say how exactly, but he felt it. Different. His penis felt... stronger. More patient. Not really lighter or less burdened with seed, but more... stern. Resilient. As if it could wait several days without cumming—so long as its reward made up for all the torture. The longest he had ever gone without fucking was twelve hours. Now... it had been well over a day!

«Thirty minutes, huh?» He wondered as he saw the geography change and new mountains, new hills, new gorgeous valleys and glaciers appear below him. They had been flying for two hours. Two and a half hours, in total, all over Astrid’s personal property. When they got closer, he started seeing houses here and there. Big houses. Then, large mansions, and he gulped, for there were so many of them, so well-spaced, with such beautiful gardens and luxurious utilities. In the distance, he spotted an airport. “Are we landing there?”

“No.” The pilots answered, calm, respectful, but cold. “We’ll land directly in her Lady’s palace.”

He gulped. “What’s that airport for?”

“Staff. Visits. Personnel.” They spoke as their voices were a visible “shrug”. “It’s the only access to the estate. There’s no getting inside any other way.”

No way getting inside or moving around, from what he could see. As the helicopter flew lower and closer to the so-called “palace”, he saw the compound was less a domestic estate and more... one very large village. Like Switzerland, but even richer and more exclusive. Many choppers and little planes dotted the skyline. The airport wasn’t just big, it was massive. It had three landing strips, all of them over ten thousand feet long. Private planes were the least of its movement; the main action in the port seemed to come from heavy cargo planes, big windowless machines coming to and fro with goods and services. Small rail lines sprawled from the airport and into the compound. He spotted at least three different lines of monorails. From the airport, he saw colorful, shiny helicopters take off, then move somewhere up in the nearby mountains. Surely it was a leisure travel. That’s how people got around the property: with choppers and yet more choppers, and perhaps a rail line and a private street here and there.

“I don’t get it.” He did, but he didn’t want to admit it. In his heart of hearts, he didn’t want to accept it. He refused to. “What is this place? Is this a city, a government facility, or...?”

The pilots answered more slowly and sternly, as if annoyed by his pretend dumbness. “This is all private property. Her Lady’s estate.”

He gulped. “I doubt it. That airport alone... no way it could cost less than ten billion to build, especially in this middle of nowhere.” He gulped again. “What is this Lady? This Viking Queen? Is she a government project or what?”

A long time until he got an answer. The pilots seemed done with his silly questions. “You can ask the Lady yourself.” They said simply, then asked him to buckle up, for they were close to landing. It was a lie, though: landing was still fifteen minutes away, but it was nice to shut him up and quiet him down through the remainder of the trip.

His penis growled and growled and growled. “I know.” He whispered to it, patting it with one hand. “Just a while longer.” His eyes, like his cock, couldn’t really stay quiet. He turned them from spot to spot on the land, counting over a hundred mansions and small castles with their pretty little gardens and golden vales. As they drew closer to their destination, the mansions grew bigger, the castles more formidable, until the smallest of them were several dozens of thousands of square feet big, not counting the courtyards and the sports areas. Vast and expensive building complexes appeared, never quite like a big city, but more like an incredibly well-designed, pleasant upper-class village. There probably were tens of thousands of people living and working there. “Whose houses are these?”

“Staff.” The pilots answered quickly. “Friends. Family. The Queen’s entourage.”

He leaned back in his seat and laughed. «Yeah, right.» He was an ugly little man when it came to his skepticism. «As if anyone can be so rich!» The helicopter flew. And flew. And flew. Those fifteen minutes seemed longer than an hour. Eventually, though, it slowed down noticeably and it descended faster than it moved in any other direction. Soon, it was just descending, descending. «Fuck.» He gulped. The castle below it was the biggest thing he had ever seen—and he had the biggest cock on the planet, so that’s saying something! Massive. It was absolutely massive. It was surrounded by a dense forest, though it was the most easily accessible place in that whole estate. Many roads led to it, some as wide as four lanes. It had its own helipad and courtyards galore. A massive stadium lay adjacent to it. The main building itself was probably close to a million square feet. He wouldn’t be shocked if a little bigger. “What the fuck...”

The helicopter landed. Beautiful women came to receive welcome him. “What... the... fuck!” More than beautiful. Stunning. More than stunning. Heavenly! They were tall, diverse women. Four of them. Six feet two, more or less, the shortest one. The tallest was nearly seven feet. *Groom!* Big tits. Perfect asses. Incredibly minuscule waists. The thickest, juiciest pairs of legs he had ever seen. Flawless. Flawless. Flawless! He gulped, feeling intimidated by their presence. He couldn’t recall the last time any woman made him feel like that.

“The Queen awaits.” They told him, and then they escorted him to his mansion. “Are you well rested? Are you ready to fuck?”

He smiled. He saw their game and played along with it. “Yes. Just bored after some three... no, four hours of flight.”

“The Queen wants you in tippy-top condition.” They spoke, enticing him with their massive, round, flawless asses. *Grooom!!* They giggled. They knew exactly what those deep, gurgling sounds were. “If you cannot give her your all...”

“I can.” He grabbed his monstrous cock, whose bulge overwhelmed his pants. *Grooom!!* “Let’s get on with it.” He licked his lips, watching their massive hard asses and their thick, long legs. They were dressed sparingly for the climate. Four women. Two blondes, one dark-haired, and one redhead. “Should I have an appetizer first?”

The girls smiled. “No.” They seemed to jiggle their asses harder, sway and gyrate their hips more sensuously as they walked. “But it’s good that you’re tempted. The Queen wants you at your horniest. She hopes you can be the one to finally give her children.”

He stopped. His heart sank more heavily for one second... two seconds... then he gulped, straightened up his shoulders, and walked again. “I see. The Queen...” He stopped himself again, shaking his head and finally deciding to get more answers: “First, who is the Queen? This... Astrid? Who is she? Is she really real or what?”

The ladies giggled. “She is real, alright. Some would say she is the only real thing there is.” Their heels clicked and clacked on the ground. God, their bodies were so fucking perfect! And those faces! Fuck! How come he had never seen them (and cum on them) before?? “Lady Astrid is the greatest woman in the world. She seeks sperm strong enough to fecundate her. He yearns for a progeny, but she suffers, as some would put it, from extreme success.” They traded looks, breathing more heavily themselves. “Her womb is too strong. Inferior semen doesn’t fecundate it.”

“Oh.” He walked more unevenly, stayed farther behind. The women noticed this immediately and gave him no respite:

“You’re not on common soil anymore. This is a land of gods. A land of the Queen! If this type of talk puts you off for even just a second...” They snarled. “You’re not it. You’re never going to be it.” They seemed angry. Aggrieved. “Why did you take so long to answer Her Majesty’s call? Lesser men have been emasculated for way less grave an offense.”

He watched them closely, moving his eyes from beautiful face to beautiful face. “Hmm.” He gulped. “I thought it was a prank.”

The ladies walked more slowly, surrounding him and burning him with their strong gazes. “You lie.” Those closed on him, and their smell... oh, fuck! Their scent! What the fuck were those women?! He had never smelled such... powerful... and raw feminine scent... ever in his life! Who the fuck were they?? “You tell us another lie and we shall send you back.” They looked at one another, totally unafraid that he heard them speaking to each other: “He’s not it. Our Lady is wasting her time.”
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