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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: Women of a Super Soldier

Chapter 1: A Super Soldier's Harem

The reporter couldn't take her eyes off the window, finding the whole situation all too strange.

'This doesn't seem to me like a military base to me.' She told her driver, who calmly replied:

'It doesn't have to look like one. The activities here, let's say, are very 'different' from your standard military operation.

'Mmm. I see.' And she smiled with a naughty expression. 'Your 'super soldier,' am I right?'

The man gulped dryly and answered with his voice quivering:

'E-exactly.'

The reporter went back to reading the notes on her small tablet while the driver, from time to time, gave her a sly look through the rear mirror.

He had seen his fair share of pretty reporters, but that one right there...

«Holy fuck!» That Nordic blond beauty belonged to a Victoria Secret catwalk!

She knew she was being spied on, and liked every second of the attention. Ever since she got boobs and butt, around her fifteen years of age, the male attention had been a universal constant.

She could very easily follow an international modeling career if she ever wanted some easy money. But no: international journalism's where the action was, so she followed her heart to this more exciting, albeit less glamorous career.

She bit the back of her pencil while reading those impossible notes. Outside the armored vehicle, green hills and enchanting groves kept appearing alongside the road, like the world's most scenic resort.

«Super soldier, super soldier...» She repeated on her head, still in disbelief about everything that has been told to her.

Because, well, how could she? What a bunch of crazy stuff!

The program had started in 1994 and only bore fruits in 2022 —some eight years ago! Ten billion dollars had been spent on it, yet the results were said to surpass even the wildest expectations.

«Somehow, the army started winning every single battle to which this... soldier... was sent, and it seems to also be profiting a lot from the investment funds connected to the program. Mmm. This all needs a lot of explaining, honestly.»

Especially considering that everything seemed to revolve around a single soldier, nothing else!

'This soldier was sent to over 128 battles... alone.' Some generals explained, days before, in preparation for the interview. 'He won them all... alone.'

She raised an eyebrow, nearly breaking into laughter.

'A single soldier won almost 200 battles... all by himself?'

'Yes.'

'Fighting against how many enemies?'

'Some battles, dozens. A few others... hundreds.'

And another officer went on:

'The biggest campaign to which he was sent had over three thousand enemies... and he had them all destroyed by the end of the week.'

The reporter then began to feel a squeeze on her heart and a spicy tightening in the middle of her legs.

'This soldier...' She gulped. 'He's a man, isn't he?'

'Naturally.'

'And he... managed to defeat over three thousand other men... by himself?'

The soldiers simply nodded and said in unison:

'Yes.'

The reporter felt her breasts harden, further stretching  the shirt around her cleavage.

Every piece of clothing she wore ended up with an ample cleavage, actually, regardless of how conservative or 'priestly' she chose to dress. It was impossible to be any other way, for her breasts not only were gigantic but also extraordinarily shapely and hardy.

Sometimes, it could be incredibly embarrassing to interview anyone with those two titanic balls dangling from her chest —especially if her subject happened to be a man.

That bombshell of a Nordic valkyrie quite simply had the world's most stupendous titties.

As the car approached the main building, she saw how the whole place was designed like a luxury resort rather than a scientific or military place.

Vast lakes embellished the environment, surrounded by ample complexes of fancy-looking buildings and many pools and recreational areas.

Five-star resorts, indeed, could barely compare to that place. She was jaw-dropped.

«7.6-feet tall. 480 pounds.'» She read the data on her tablet, still refusing to believe it.

7.6-feet tall. 480 pounds of pure muscle... literally: the body fat index of that guy was inferior to 1%. And his age...

«My god...» She bit her lips and crossed her long, thick, sculptural legs.

7.6ft-tall, 480lbs of muscle mass, over 128 missions fought and won with his bare fists... and all of that... only by the age of!...

«24 years old!»

Meanwhile, she felt her heart sink and the brakes stop the car in front of the building's entrance.

More soldiers welcomed her:

'How was the trip, ma'am?'

'Long.' She replied. 'And tiresome. Wasn't expecting a place so big.'

The general smiled, guiding her through the building.

'Our young man demands lots of resources. This luxury is the bare minimum we need to keep him happy and... fruitful.'

She saw the general meditated discreetly while scratching his beard.

'You said that this project is now profitable. Do you mean even when the soldier is out of battle?'

'Precisely.'

'How come?'

'You'll understand this in a couple of hours. Let's say our soldier... isn't only exceptional with his body.' And he gave her a mysterious look. 'Cognitively, too, he is peerless.'

'Oh.'

As they walked through ever-tightening corridors, the general looked attentively to the woman, pondering many things in secret.

Noticing his wry looks, she decided to play with him:

'Lost anything on my body, general?'

Instead of cowering, the man surprised her with disarming frankness:

'I'm afraid we'll have to take some precautions before you meet our soldier.'

She stared at him, confused.

'What do you mean?'

'Look, you...' A brief moment of hesitation. 'You're a very beautiful woman.'

'Oh, thank...'

'That's no compliment.' He vaticinated, short and blunt. 'Our soldier really likes... pretty women. Women like you.'

She felt her heart beat faster.

'Does your soldier fool around?'

Both the general and his men laughed aloud on the spot —and the reporter couldn't resist but to laugh along with them.

'Oh, my dear... come inside and we'll explain everything.'

The entourage stopped near one of many bland-looking doors on the long corridor, and beyond it, she found a dark room filled with computer screens and even more soldiers, all ready to help her understand the case.

'Mmm... your soldier's here?'

'Not quite so, ma'am. I'm afraid you won't be having contact with him today.'

She stepped back.

'I was told the interview would be today. Can I know the reason for the delay?' She sat down along with all the other soldiers.

'This man we have here, you see... he's the result of over 30 years of research.' The general then pointed to the screens, where the reporter saw the faces of, quite simply, the world's most beautiful men and women.

'Oooh... wow!' The men were all extraordinarily muscular... shredded... and hot! 'Oooww...'

She couldn't help but sigh near the pictures of so many magnificently-sculpted torsos and faces that would strike envy to a Greek deity!

As for the ladies, they were all on the level of international supermodels, while also being incredibly ripped and hard, with their chiseled abs adorned by four, sometimes six clear, distinct muscles.

The general kept going:

'This soldier was the result of crossing the most... 'genetically able' human beings, let's say... from all over the world. We produced over two hundred extremely virile babies on the first generation, and then we collected their sexual cells to generate new children... from whom this super soldier was born.'

'Wait, wait. You're saying that you did an artificial selection of babies?'

'Yes, naturally.'

'And you did that across two generations?'

'Precisely two, you're correct.'

'Mmm, I already see many ethical problems right there. '

'You can write whatever you want. We have nothing to hide. The results had only been lucrative, even to the babies who were 'rejected,' as those all found great families through our Super Adoption system.

The woman's ears sprung up:

''Super Adoptions,' you said?'

'Naturally.'

'I see.' She lowered her head with a judgmental gaze. 'So you're saying that the United States Army is profiting from the sale of babies?'

'Look, dear, don't provoke us: you know that Super Adoption, instead of regular adoption, is just a system where parents can rightfully compete for the most, uh, preferrable son.'

'In other words: an auction. The highest bidder takes the child.'

The general replied with ease:

'Babies like these can't just be given to regular adoption. Of course not! It would be a joke if we did so —a lack of respect both to the parents as well as their kids.'

'Uh-uh.'

'These children were all offspring of the smartest, most beautiful and... most fertile people on Earth. They are worth their weight in gold, and by their weight in gold we deliver them to their multimillionaire families: mega-businesspeople and film stars, genius Silicon Valley tech billionaires and long upstanding founding families of our nation, only the cream of the crop of mankind!'

'And how much did these privileged couples had to pay for the kids?'

'The 'cheapest' one? $240,000.'

The reporter breathed heavily.

'And the dearest?'

The general smiled.

'$2,600,000. Average price was $550,000.'

'I see. And those were the rejected ones, right?'

'Yes.'

'Those deemed unfit to become... super soldiers.'

'Only a pair was chosen from the first generation to breed our current super soldier: the most perfect, potent, fertile couple in the universe. All the rest was, sadly, tossed aside.'

'You mean that this super soldier... he's the only thing that matters? All the rest...'

'Yes, my dear. All the rest is now on their respective, perfect rich-people's homes, with their filthy wealthy moms and dads, ready to grow up and become the most beautiful, richest, smartest kids of our nation!'

She stopped to ponder for a while, checking her notes:

'And this soldier...' She smiled on the side of her mouth. 'Can't I see him?'

'Not yet.'

'Not even a picture?'

Everyone shook their heads.

'A single image of him is enough to... trigger far too strong a reaction on you.'

The reporter gulped. «Damn!»

Her breasts jolted and her nipples hardened. What kind of man was this whom a single image was too much for a lady like her?

'What's behind all this secrecy with the soldier?'

The general measured his next words carefully:

'The world, it's... not yet ready for a man... a male!... such as this one that we have bred.'

The reporter once again bit the back of her pencil, moistening her extremely thick, shiny, reddish lips —lips so meaty, in fact, that she didn't even need a lipstick to make 'em shine in such a beautiful, juicy redness!

The people gathered there tried their hardest not to get distracted by those incredible lips, not with her long, smooth golden hair locks, which went down to her ample, wide hips.

Despite her obscenely erotic body, everyone tried to behave as professional as possible.

'This man... he breaks all the limits of our knowledge of humanity itself. You've already got a pretty good idea, don't you? 128 missions, 128 victories! He's not only faster, stronger, smarter than any other man; she's also faster, stronger, and smarter even than machines!

A second soldier added:

'This man can lift over 1,100 pounds... with his bare hands.'

And the journalist gulped again.

'Impossible.'

'He reaches speeds up to 80 miles per hour... just running.'

She kept swallowing and swallowing, feeling her waist burn and her pussy bloat.

'He... he's only 24!'

'And at the age of twelve, he was able to bend titanium with his bare hands and open holes on these walls just with his fists. He's a superman, my dear.'

'God... almighty. What a... powerful man!' She gulped again, with the pencil trembling in between her fingers. 'But his physical abilities are the least impressive thing about him.'

'Huh?'

The man leaned over her, locking her with his feral gaze:

'My dear... what we're about to tell you... might be a great shock to you, so...'

'You can speak, general.' She asked him, even a little bit too anxious. 'I c-can handle it.'

The general smiled, like all men present.

'This soldier is lucrative not only because of the missions. Actually, his battles are now the least important thing about him. It's become even ridiculous... you know, sending him to the battlefield and seeing him deal, all on his own, with enemies that had destroyed all our previous forces.'

One soldier added:

'This supersoldier is the greatest weapon mankind has ever produced. His strength and his... power...' he swallowed up, 'are unparalleled.'

'Alright.' The general carried on. 'If his use was exclusive to war, he'd already be an incredible gain to our nation... however...'

The journalist leaned on closer.

'What more do you use him for?'

The general answered straight:

'Reproduction.' And the reporter began to breathe more heavily. 'We use this soldier... as a breeding bull... when he's not active.

She stepped back and pulled her shirt a little around the cleavage, trying to get some more air. All eyes fell upon her tremendous, absurdly hard breasts, each of them containing more meat and milk than the bosom of two or three busty ladies combined.

'I see.' The reporter replied, with her voice cracking. 'This... supersoldier of yours... he's used to breed more supersoldiers, isn't he?'

'Not just supersoldiers, but babies for the Super Adoption system too.'

Her eyes widened.

'My god!'

'We stay with the more 'promising' babies... those with the most, uh, 'perfect' genes... and offer the rest up for Super Adoption.'

'How many babies are we...' The reporter balked, 'talking about?'

The general lowered his head, looking for the best words with which to describe the situation:

'This complex we live in, ma'am... it's actually not a proper military complex... nor a training or a scientific building. Its main goal, actually, is that of being... of being a...'

A subordinate completed:

'This here, ma'am, is the supersoldier's harem.'

The reporter's eyes widened and her legs crossed, making a coarse, deep noise.

'H-harem?'

The general nodded.

'Exactly.'

'The man is... 24 years old... and has got a harem??'

One of the soldiers completed:

'He's got this harem, actually, ever since he lost his virginity.'

The reporter laid back on the chair, refusing to believe that.

'Did you force this guy to fuck whole harems from an early age?'

'We didn't force him to do anything, dear.' The general corrected. 'He was the one who forced us to accept his harem from an early age.'

'Oh, but...'

'Hang on, dear, and listen.' Shutting his eyes, the old officer tried to explain the situation. 'From very early on, he could already... well... ejaculate... extremely powerful. When we least expected, he lost his virginity to a soldier of ours. Thirty-five years old, she was at the time.' A picture, then, shone on the screens. 'This one.'

The reporter saw the images and then...

Her jaw hit the floor!

On the screens there was an incredibly beautiful goddess; a truly dashing, 5.9ft-tall, extremely ripped bombshell with enviable breasts and butt, long legs and dark hairs, and very vivid, very thick lips.

A 35-year old woman who, quite frankly, beat any 18-year-old anywhere.

'This...' She gulped. 'That's her on her teens?'

'No. That was her back then.'

'Oh, wow, she... oh!... she abused your soldier, then?'

Many men laughed.

'No, no, dear. You still didn't get it.' The general's voice deepened. 'He was the one who seduced her, not the other way around.'

'He...'

'She was married at that time. A 16-year marriage, very stable (or so we thought), with her high school sweetheart.'

'But...'

'Nothing of that mattered, of course... when our supersoldier used his charm against her.'

And the journo looked around, her heart pounding in her chest.

'He seduced this woman... this... soldier... on his own?'

'Yep.'

The reporter couldn't keep still. Crrick, crrept, crrrick! The room was soon filled with the sound of her bitting her pencil.

The general continued:

'The marriage ended right after that hookup. Our lady didn't want to do anything else but to... screw!... our superman.' Many other men lowered their heads, both humbled and humiliated. 'She was the first woman of his harem, and remains with him... till this very day.'

The woman swallowed up again.

'She lives here?'

Many nodded.

'Ironically, our soldier is very loyal to all his girls. The only ones that ever left the harem chose to do it themselves. It can be a huge burden, you know, to carry the kids of a first-class stallion like him.'

The general coughed and the reporter breathed in deep.

'Gents, gents... hang on a minute. I don't believe I'm understanding.'

One of the soldiers, giving steps to the lady, kept talking in greater detail:

'Our soldier cannot stop fucking. It's like trying to tame an absurdly potent bull: there's no way to.'

'Oh...'

'Sex with this soldier opens up new dimensions on the souls of our women.' Another officer wryly noted. 'They're... no longer the same... after he sticks his meat club inside them.'

Many soldiers turned their heads to censor that lowly speech, but even the general himself ignored the offense, preferring instead to focus on the gasping journalist:

'Do you understand now, my dear, why we need this harem?'

She took a deep breath, trying her best to keep her composure.

'I... I need to know more.'

Many soldiers smiled. «Of course she does!»

'What more, ma'am?'

'Well, how... how did you manage... to discipline him? You obviously couldn't leave him running around the place like this, right? How did this... harem system... came to be? I mean, if it's really a system at all.'

'Yes, it's a system, and one of the tidiest, most organized systems in any institution... ever.'

'And how can a soldier like this...'

'One question at a time, ma'am.' The senior officer censored her. 'Let's go bit by bit: what do you want to know first?'

She lowered her head and pondered.

'How many women... how many soldiers or... yeah, how many women...' It was hard to even think straight, 'did he sleep with?'

The general laid back on the chair and reflected on the data.

'After this first soldier, we tried to... contain him, so to speak. Keep him quiet, you know, but it was... all for nothing.'

'Oh!'

'Yes. The base he lived on at the time had about 300 female soldiers. By the end of that year... he'd slept with all he deemed 'attractive.''

The reporter's heart stopped as if she was trying to simply understand the enormity of that number.

'In... one... year.'

'Yes.'

'B-but... how many...' She shook her head. 'How many soldiers, exactly?'

The general looked to the ceiling and tried to recall the number.

'Some, uh... 194 soldiers.'

'What the fu-?!!'

'Language, ma'am! Language!'

'What the... what...!' She couldn't stop shaking. 'One hundred and...!!'

'And that's not all, by the way.'

Without realizing, the reporter had spread her legs wide.

'Tell me. I want to know.' She said, swallowing a lot so her throat wouldn't bleed.

The general looked to his comrades, knowing the gravity of the secret he was about to share:

'He never bothered with condoms. Some, of course, tried to force him to use one, but most didn't even mind it. Many actively rejected condoms, for they wanted to be... bred by that bull! They wanted to be inseminated by that young stud of a man!

The journalist breathed hastily, also noticing how, beneath the men's trousers, their penises were getting extremely hard.

'On his first year after losing his virginity, he impregnated 102 soldiers. All of them bore his children.'

Tip-tip-tiiiip... The soldiers looked down to the floor: the reporter's pencil had fallen from her hands.

'Are you okay?' The general asked, barely resisting a discreet smile.

'Oh, I... I don't think so, honestly.' The reporter fought hard not to lose contact with reality. 'I think I still don't... believe how he...'

Everyone could hear her gasping breath.

She felt a warm ocean piling up in between her thighs. «Damn it, fuck!» Her pussy was extraordinarily swollen. Droplets of lubes began to fall from her panties to her dress.

'He... how.. h-how's the legal matters regarding that?'

The soldiers exchanged serious looks.

'Wasn't very complicated.' The general explained. 'Even so young, our soldier already demonstrated the mental and intellectual maturity of a 30-year-old. Congress was already following his development. As soon as he... impregnated... his first woman, we... we sent reports back to Washington, which was very quick to respond.'

Another soldier carried on:

'Congress guaranteed his legal maturity.'

'You mean, his emancipation?'

'Not just emancipation, but de facto legal maturity. Congress recognized that he already had a fully adult brain, so for all legal matters... he was already an adult.' And lowered his head. 'Which meant he could sleep with as many women as he pleased... regardless of repercussions.'

But the reporter wasn't nearly satisfied enough. She wanted more! Oh! She wanted so much more than that:

'And how many were those women?'

The soldiers looked at each other, some apprehensive, some other fearful, but all equally envious.

'If you really want to know...' One of the soldiers stepped forth and said: 'We had to quickly arrange a proper system so he... didn't lose control and... fucked every single living being in front of him. His harem was officially created in 20** a few months after he'd lost his virginity.'

'Mmm...'

'And to this harem applied all the ladies he'd slept with up to that point.'

'All the ladies??'

'Yes.'

'194 women, you mean?'

'Yes.'

The reporter quivered, then felt an extreme tightening on her waist, followed by an... extraordinarily hot and thick... leaking!

'All of them joined in?'

'More than that, actually: all of them paid to be part of his harem.'

'Huh??'

'This system ain't for free, after all.' Another soldier got closer. 'To be part of the harem, all soldiers would have to fork 20% off their salaries every month.'

'But... but!...'

'In the harem's first year, 194 ladies were registered. You can seem their profiles here.'

The reporter looked to the screens and...!

Unbelievable! Even she was breathless when beholding the... outstanding beauty!... of all the women exposed!

'Wow!' She coughed. 'I didn't know you hired supermodels.' The number of beauties on the screen was mind-boggling. 'Did these women pay to be fucked by the guy?'

'Yes.'

'And... many others more... still came in, right?'

The soldiers exchanged more funny looks.

'You have no idea.'

'Well, I'm... I'm here to have.' Smiling, the reporter leaned down to grab the pencil on the floor, giving all soldiers the opportunity to...

«GOD... FUCKING... DAMN IT!!»

...see through her generous cleavage, with the two most impressive and spectacular breasts in the world!

«This one manages to be better-looking than 99% of the girls around here!» Many of the men thought. «Well, well, well. Is she going to end up the way I think she is?»

When rising back, she witnessed all the erect penises under the trousers.

'How many women?' And smiled. 'How big is this harem?'

The soldiers took some time to answer. They all had lost their concentration, with most of their blood having been drained to their cocks.

'In the harem's second year...' One soldier continued, coughing aplenty to moisten his throat. 'He slept with 56 new women —almost all of whom joined the system.'

'You've got... all these numbers written down?'

'Yes. We've got their full profiles and everything. This, ma'am, is basically a full-blown enterprise, you know.'

'Oh, yeah, I...' She coughed. 'I get the picture.'

Another soldier, carrying a clipboard, approached:

'By this time, the army had begun to enlist, uh, civilians to the 'experiment.' Year after year, more and more girls would join the project.'

'I see. Mmm.' She pondered. 'You can go on. I want numbers.'

'Want to see the data?'

'I actually prefer that you tell me yourself. I'll check the papers later.'

Slut. That had nothing to do with her job! She simply wanted to gauge their reactions and see those men losing color and warmth at every single number.

'V-very well.' The soldier coughed and returned to the numbers. 'On the harem's third year, he slept with 88 new ladies, 73 of which were assigned to the 'system.' The total amount of ladies in the harem was... 285.' And the journo gulped loudly. 'Naturally, many women from the previous years left the system, as not everybody can handle... that man!... for too long.'

The reporter took a deep breath.

'Is he very demanding?'

Another soldier answered:

'He can get a woman to multiple orgasms in a minute.

'A... minute?!!'

'In one hour of coitus, a woman can faint three, four, even five times with him. Few can withstand this rhythm for extended periods of time, you see.'

'Oh, I... I...' She cleared her throat. 'I see.'

'And there's also the matter with the babies —his offspring—, which is even more stressful to their bodies.'

The journalist turned her head from side to side, not knowing where to focus on first. Luckily, the previous soldier kept narrating the events, keeping a little bit of order to the discussion:

'In the harem's fourth year, the soldier slept with 138 new women. That year, all accepted to be part of his harem, which totaled exactly... 402 ladies.'

'Four hundred and... oh! Did he sleep with all of them?? Not just the 'new' ones??'

The soldier took a deep breath and explained:

'His average of women was... 7.6.'

'He slept... with over seven women a day?!!'

'Nearly eight, yes.'

'Jesus...!!'

'And that was back then, of course. Today the number... is insanely higher.'

'...Christ!!!'

'Everything okay, ma'am?'

'And did he...?!' She tried her best not to lose her cool. 'Did all of them end up... having.... having...??'

«His kids??»

Before she could finish the question, however, the soldier abruptly continued:

'On the harem's fifth year, 145 new women were added... at a 100% conversion rate.'

'Conversion... rate?

'It means all of the new women he fucked agreed to be part of his harem for at least a full year.'

'Oh.'

'His harem had 631 women.' He gave a brief pause before continuing. 'Sixth year: a total of 78 new women met and... well, 'laid'... again with a 100% conversion rate, resulting in a 688-strong harem. At this point, by the way, he was already been sent to missions around the globe.'

Another soldier completed:

'He never lost a battle. He wasn't ever even hurt. He's a killing machine —as well as a pleasuring one.

The reporter leaned forward, ready to catch some giant scoop.

'Did he ever screw any woman outside of the army?'

The soldiers all looked to the general, asking for permission to share such sensitive information.

The old superior, for his part, nodded magnanimously, giving them carte blanche.

'He's a perfect soldier. As big as his extraordinary libido... and sexual performance are... he always obeys his orders. If we ask him not to fool around with anybody outside the army, then he doesn't do it. It's that simple.'

'But there were some missions when this... well...' Another soldier proceeded. 'It can get pretty rough, sometimes. We need to figure out clever ways to continuously supply this supersoldier with, err, let's say, 'fresh meat,' otherwise his tremendous sexual energy can come around to bite us in the ass.'

The words swirled in the woman's head: 'tremendous sexual energy.'

'Tell me more.'

The soldiers straightened up their postures, knowing they were venturing into spiky territory.

'In many missions, we've sent women from his harem to be protected on the foreign bases. As soon as he came back from the mission... he did his manly duties... and bred all of them.'

The reporter felt a wildfire softening up her legs.

''Bred them!''

Many soldiers whispered amongst themselves:

'The amount of spunk that son of a gun nutted after a whole day without sex... do you remember it, man?'

'If I do? Jesus, I can see how much he nuts this very day! I see this shit all the time, damn it!'

'Yeah, but... that time... you remember when we first saw him ejaculating? God... fucking.. damn!' The soldier grabbed his own penis and pulled it deeper within his pants. 'That... son of a bitch... if we gathered everybody in this room, we all wouldn't cum nearly as much as he did in a single fucking nut!'

'Be quiet, man. Damn it.'

The reporter, however, heard every single word of these side talks. The first soldier, nonetheless, kept talking as if nothing had been said:

'Sometimes those were 20, 30, even 50 women sent to these remote, secure bases. As soon as he returned from the mission, he mated with all of them.'

'Oh... you mean, he bred with them?'

'Of course, he did.' The soldier took a deep breath. 'I think he never, ever once actually used condoms throughout a whole session of fucking. Not only did he think it was a big nuisance, but... well... many of the plastics actually burst.'

The reporter leaned back.

'They burst?'

'Yep. Let's say that... the power... and bulk of his nuts were... unbearable. Many condoms simply burst during coitus.

And the journalist breathed deep, drawing her thighs further apart and spreading her legs wider and wider.

'And the women... none of them thought of... I don't know, taking a pill?'

'When a woman gets into the supersoldier's harem, she knows full well her purpose is to be... inseminated. To give birth to good, strong children for the nation.'

And the fatal question was finally made:

'And how many... h-how many children...??'

But the soldier kept going.

'Even if they wanted to take the pill... look... even then it wouldn't amount to much.'

'Oh?'

'No.' He lowered the head, counted to three, and revealed: 'Even when they were on the pill... they all got pregnant anyway. The supersoldier... not only is he incredibly fertile, but he also... couldn't get infertile even if he tried to.'

'Huh?'

'You know the first soldier who slept with him?'

'Yeah. The 35-year old cougar one.'

'Yes. She was actually barren when she met him.'

The reporter's chin fell lower and lower.

'What do you mean, she 'was.''

'The number of her eggs was 97% lower than an average woman's. For all practical purposes, she was utterly infertile, hence her childless marriage. However, as soon as she slept with our supersoldier... mmm...'

Another soldier, without further ado, revealed:

'She had four kids from him —all boys!'

The woman's heart sunk deeper and deeper within her chest. Her voice left her throat coarsely:

'F-f-four...!!'

Each soldier narrated the fact as well as they could remember:

'Each child was over 3.3 pounds. Today they're all extraordinarily strong and healthy and... members of the country's elite... like all children he's ever bred.'

The journo's heartbeats could be heard from afar, so strong they were.

She... could not... believe!... that such virility could exist!

'She had four kids... even though she was barren?'

'Our scientists have analyzed the case. It's a new advance for human embryology.' A soldier calmly relayed the facts: 'it seems that the mere presence of our soldier makes a woman ovulate out of control. Fertile ladies release not one, but five, six, sometimes ten active eggs all at once... when the dude's around. Infertile women... they simply... begin to ovulate as if they'd never been infertile in the first place.'

The journalist crossed her legs, trying to contain the immense volume of...

Squiiiiiish!!... lubes... that her pussy produced!

'M-my... m-my God!'

'Are you okay, ma'am?'

'O-oh, well, of course, but... let me just... some water.'

And the soldiers smiled when seeing her hold the cup of water and drink a little... to tame the fires that consumed her loins!

'As we were saying...' A soldier carried on. 'Yes: we sent 50, 60 ladies to these foreign bases... and he bred with all of them. That doesn't mean to say, of course... that some incidents were completely out of the table from time to time.' He looked gravely to his comrades. 'He's already fucked ladies outside the army, yes... and outside this whole system. The administration went crazy every time this happened!'

The reporter recovered a bit of her seriousness, always looking for some legal or moral breach amidst all that insanity.

'Please elaborate.'

The general now was the one to tell speak:

'I'm giving you an example my dear. It's just one example that paints a perfect picture of the... sheer, massive power we're dealing with. It's one of the few times the soldier disobeyed a direct order from us... and bred with an entire town in the process.'

She nodded quietly, perking up her ears.

'Tell me everything!'

'Very well...' And the other soldiers also came closer, eager to listen to that infamous tale one more time: 'There was once a goddamned terrorist known as Marmehd Sullass. You might have heard of him.'

'Yes, of course of heard of him. How could I forget?' Her face lighted up. 'Do you mean that... oh, my! You mean it was the supersoldier who killed the bastard?'

The soldiers moved about uncomfortably.

'Marmehd was a very important man... and a very rich one. A man of vast resources and power within his wretched country. He lived in an uber-fortified palace in a 20-mile square valley in the middle of a mountainous, poor, nigh-inaccessible place. Eventually, once the attack came to be, we discovered the reason that palace was so big and fortified in the middle of such dire a place, and why it consumed such a disproportionate amount of resources.'

'Mmm...'

Another soldier, stepping forward, picked up the thread:

'The man too had a harem. He was a true Muslim sheik with over 300 concubines.'

The reporter's heart did a summersault. «Three hundred?!»

'350 concubines, to be precise.' The first soldier continued. 'The palace was heavily guarded by over 2,000 men —which made little difference to our wonder teen.'

The journalist gulped again while the soldier kept narrating, with admirable impartiality, the wild feats of that superhuman teenager:

'First thing he did was to kill the son of a bitch. He managed to infiltrate the place without being detected and, with his bare hands, kill him with ease. The eight hours that followed, then, were a bloodbath for the enemy! One by one, he destroyed all of the castle's soldiers, until the place ended up completely abandoned by the bad hombres.'

The lady once again crossed her legs, feeling the liquid threads of lubricant flowing down her panties. The soldier continued:

'Till the end of that evening, our man had killed over 1,730 enemies... alone. On his own!' He looked mortally to the reporter. 'He had just about turned eighteen by that time.'

She swallowed up again, feeling her throat totally dry —the exact opposite of her pussy.

'By the love of... God!'

The soldier carried on, trying to hide his embarrassed smile:

'We haven't even got to the interesting part yet. You remember the harem that Marmehd kept?'

The reporter straightened up, feeling her outrageously hard and lush breasts nearly tearing her dress apart.

'Don't you tell me he...!'

The first soldier carried on:

'After eliminating all the enemies and conquering the castle to us... the first thing he did was to run to the sheik's harem.'

'And he...!'

The soldiers bowed down, barely believing what they were about to say:

'Nobody told him about the place, yet found the harem's building anyway. He simply sniffed out the women and ran to them as if he knew the place by heart.'

A third soldier barged in:

'I remember everything so well: as soon as he opened the harem's doors, he was received with cried of fear, which soon became... they became...'

A fourth man completed:

'Moans of pleasure.'

'Ooo-oh!'

'The goddamned bastard looked to the sea of women in front of him and said, in perfect Arabic: 'Marmehd is dead. I'm a soldier of the United States of America and I'm here to free you.' He then looked to that vast ocean of... beautiful, lush nubile ladies and said, with all the ease in the world: 'whoever wants to leave, feel free to do so. The American army will guarantee your safety. However... those who want to know the taste and the touch of a real man... stay.'

And then... and then...

'The son of a bitch simply tore his clothes off. That simple! He took his uniform in front of all the ladies!'

'Christ, I even remember their moans...!'

Each soldier kept narrating that story as they remembered it:

'The soldier was naked... and none of the girls left. Well, there were a handful that did... some seven or eight, but some other 320-something stayed... and were... they were!...'

'We heard kisses... and sighs... and the moans of literally dozens of ladies at once!'

'The generals arrived at the 'crime scene' and tried to... end the orgy... but the supersoldier, who was fucking under a literal mountain of pussies, left them no options: 'all of them are hereby their own free will. If you dare interrupt our lovemaking, I'll never fight for the U.S. again... and then I want to see who the hell's gonna stop me!'

«What a cocky little asshole!» The reporter thought, trying to nonetheless tame her own racing heart.

'One by one, over the course of eight days, helping himself with all the food and women that palace had to offer, the soldier devoured each and every one of those girls: 318 ladies from the harem, plus 32 staff members of the palace.'

'He fucked them all raw. No condom in sight! All of them he impregnated... with his mighty seed!'

The reporter brought one hand closer to her chest. Without even touching her skin, she could already feel the heat emanating from her body!

'He knocked up... 350 women?'

'Yes.'

'In a week??'

'Exactly.'

'M-my god...!'

'And that's not all: every woman, on average... was bred with 2.7 kids.'

The lady simply ignored that information; it was too absurd for her to take seriously on first hearing!

'Excuse me? I don't believe I've heard it right.'

A soldier adjusted his posture and replied loudly:

'After these eight days, he impregnated 350 women with an average of 2.7 babies per woman... which means, quite simply...'

Another one completed:

'918 kids were born out of that lovemaking session.'

Witnessing the reporter's pure and utter disbelief, the general laughed and sneered:

'The city where the sheik's palace was located was no more than a miserable, dying village with little over 500 inhabitants. A year later... the population close to tripled thanks to our superman's seed!'

More soldiers carried on:

'None of those ladies could be added to the harem, however. Too many legal complications.'

A trillion different questions buzzed around the woman's head; a trillion badly stated facts that needed clarification as soon as possible!

'That cannot be!'

'What cannot be, my dear?'

'How can a single man... my god... how old was he back then??'

'Eighteen.'

'You mean that an 18-year old... kid!... had over 900 kids after just a week of fucking?!'

All replied in the calmest manner possible:

'Yep.'

'But... but...'

'Remember, ma'am, that he was breeding women left and right as soon as he popped his first lady's cherry.'

The woman seemed to lose her breath, so much so she began to use the clipboard as a fan.

'I don't believe it.'

'The data is all here. We will send it to your accommodations once all's set and done.'

'But... but...!' She lowered her head, trying to focus. 'Even if he had slept with all those women... 340!... how can a single man have churned out so many kids?!'

The general replied:

'Our soldier is... a truly magnificent male. I believe, with no exaggeration, that he is the most perfect male in all human history. No man in history has come close to his fertility —and no other man ever will.'

'Remember, ma'am.' Continued another soldier. 'The mere presence of that man makes a gal ovulate. It's something rooted down on his biological composition.'

'Jesus Christ! How so?'

'You see, we've once extracted fluids out of him —urine, semen, sweat— and left samples near a few women. The next day, we discovered that... their ovaries... had produced new eggs! Some of them had ten active eggs at the same time, all primed for fecundation.'

And another soldier:

'The mere smell of that stud is enough to stimulate ovulation on a lady.'

The reporter's heart was racing. A tiny spot began to grow in the middle of her pants. If not for its dark fabric, many other people would have already noticed it.

But the soldiers were not yet done surprising her:

'That's not all, by the way.'

She gulped again, which made her throat ache!

'I-it isn't?'

'No.' The soldiers spoke with their heads bowed down, very humiliated. 'Do you know what is the usual concentration of sperm in a man?'

The smart journalist was quick to answer:

'If I'm not mistaken... an average man's got between 15 to 200 million sperm cells for every milliliter of semen.'

'Exact.'

'The most fertile of them, they...' She breathed heavily. 'They can make up to 500 million sperm cells for every milliliter.'

'Well done. That's correct.'

'Don't you tell me that this soldier of yours...'

An officer walked quickly towards her, cutting her mid-sentence:

'For every milliliter of semen... our supersoldier has... 4.6 billion sperm cells.'

The reporter, once again, wasn't quite able to grasp that number:

'W-what?'

'An average man's got around 50 million sperm cells for every milliliter of semen.'

'Yes, yes.'

'Our soldier's... got 4,600 million. 4.6 billion, my dear.'

'H-he... he...!!'

Her legs trembled and her breasts nearly popped the buttons of her shirt.

She couldn't... she simply wasn't able to believe that horseshit!

More soldiers got closer, thinking she was near a nervous attack.

'Are you okay, ma'am?'

'Yes! It's just this number... wow! It is... it is...'

Another soldier carried on:

'The quality of his sperm is... perfect. In fact, our man produces such a dense, hyper-concentrated sperm that we needed to come up with a new equipment just to be able to analyze its samples. The regular tech couldn't just keep up with such exceedingly high numbers —the system thought it was an error every time.'

As the woman loudly panted, the soldiers kept chatting:

'In a single micro-drop of semen —no more than a milliliter!— our soldier has the same amount of sperm cells than a hundred healthy men.'

'Understand it, dear: if we got a single droplet of the man's spunk... and divided it into a hundred smaller parts... each micro-drop would still have the same chance of knocking up a lady than the entire load of a regular guy.'

And one soldier commented to his friend:

'And if only that guy came just a drop.'

The men turned their heads to the lady:

'Everything really alright, ma'am?'

'Yes. Yes... it is.' But it wasn't, no. 'How many... kids... did this machine of a man have... ' The words kept jumbling up on her mouth, 'till this day?'

All men looked at each other, knowing they were about to share one of the army's most well-kept secrets.

The general, however, revealed the truth quickly and simply:

'We're obviously not going to get into detail about all the kids that guy had or all the women he screwed. If we did it, we'd be here forever.' He scratched his neck and coughed a little. 'However, if we only count the children formally registered under the care of the army... let's see...'

He looked up to the ceiling, running the numbers in his mind.


Chapter 2: Biblical Fecundity

'In his first year, he impregnated 102 women. As the son of a bitch wasn't too exceptionally fertile back then, he managed an average of 'only' 1.8 kids per woman. Still, in a single year... he had 184 children.'

The woman's heart jolted in her chest.

'A hundred... and eighty!...'

'Oh, my dear, now's when the math starts getting interesting. Our male doesn't impregnate our ladies just once; in reality, as soon as he senses they're fertile again after giving birth to his kids...'

'Oh!'

'...he knocks them up again —every year, year after year, nonstop!'

The woman suddenly spread her legs open, making the dark spot on her pants... squiiiiiiissh... grow.

'What did you say?'

'The man is a bull.' Another soldier continued. 'Actually... a literal bull, wild in state of nature, wouldn't be able to match his numbers.'

And another soldier:

'He's one of the most fertile beings in all the mammalian family. Even rats or rabbits can't compare to his legendary fecundity.'

The general cut them both:

'As soon as a woman gives birth to his children... as soon as possible, he goes back to fecundating her. The same works for every single lady in his harem —which, I must remind you, never stops growing.'

The poor journalist only swallowed up dryly, barely believing what she heard, but also barely avoiding the temptation of asking, nearly begging for more juicy information:

'What else... what else does he...?'

The general continued:

'From his second year of breeding onwards, his fertility became... truly scary.' His face sunk into darkness. 'That second year, his harem had 250 women... all of whom were impregnated! At year's end, an average of 2.4 kids was registered. If you're keeping track, my dear, that's 544 sons and daughters.'

'544!!'

'Yeah, that's right. In his second year of coitus, he had already become one of the most fertile men in history.'

The reporter's heart couldn't keep still in one place, much like her enormous, extraordinarily thick legs couldn't stop stretching the fabric of her pants after crossing so many times.

Cold sweat began to appear on her face, yet the general pressed on without mercy:

'You should get a calculator, dear, because the math is going to get insanely complex from now on.'

«By God!!»

The general breathed in deep and kept narrating the biblical fecundity of his soldier.

'On his third year, if I recall it well... our guy's harem had reached 800 women, hadn't it?'

'798, sir.'

'798... oh. Please, lend me these papers. It's impossible to keep track of his performance just on the head.'

'Yes, sir.'

While the soldiers organized themselves, the reporter prepared her body for the... avalanche of sexuality... that mythical soldier would present to her!

'Here it is. Third year of harem. 798 women... all of which he knocked up handsomely. That year, his fecundity was of 2.8 kids per woman, which totals about...'

'Excuse me, excuse me! What did you say?!'

The officer looked down severely at her.

'Dear, if you keep interrupting me at every word...'

'But, sir, please, I... I've got to understand: what do you mean his fecundity was 2.8?'

'I mean that, for every woman he slept with, he had an average of almost three kids.'

'Every woman??'

'That's right.'

The journalist pressed her immense thighs against one another, making the cunt blast off numerous jets of love juices on her pink panties.

'You mean that... she's got twins and triplets... just about all the time??'

More soldiers looked to one another, some smiling, some others with hatred on their faces.

'Having just one kid is a rarity for that man. Only 8% of his women end up with just one kid every other time —generally the oldest or most infertile of them.'

The woman looked flabbergasted at him.

'C-can you give me an idea... of just how frequently he's got these multiple kids?'

'Nowadays, 23% of all pregnancies involve twins (most identical). Some other 25% are triplets, some 25% are quadruplets, and around 18% are quintuplets or more.' In the end, he saw the reporter completely wrecked by those facts. 'As we said, single kids are an absolute minority.'

She couldn't remain still on her seat.

'He... 18% of women... have over five kids??'

'Five kids or more, yes.'

'But...!!' All could see her eyes nearly popping out of the skull. 'That's... only three years after losing his virginity??'

Even the soldiers themselves found that quite unbelievable.

'That's right, my dear.'

'Impossible!'

'Oh, I'm afraid that's quite possible, yes. Unbelievable, sure, but clearly possible. Amongst all the mammals, there are few —if any— animals who could possibly compare to him. All his kids are born strong and virile; we follow their growth and see them all become nothing less than the next generation of leaders to our nation.'

And the essential question returned to terrorize the reporter's mind:

'B-but t-tell me, general, please: how many kids did he have in total??'

The general crossed his legs.

'Very well: back to the matter... in his third year of lovemaking, our man's harem had over 285 women, with whom he had an average of 2.8 kids...'

'With... all of them??'

'That's right. All of them.'

'God fucking...!'

'Language, dear.'

'Hell!!'

'It's not much of an effort to our boy: when he's not fighting... or working on investments... he's fucking. On average, that's 12 to 14 hours a day screwing mountains of ladies.'

'Remember,' a soldier continued, 'he slept with, on average, seven to eight women back in the day.'

'Enough side talk.' The general interrupted him. 'On this third year of his harem, our guy had 798 kids. He...'

But the reporter stopped listening, suddenly rising up and walking aimlessly around the room, feeling her heart almost bursting.

'Can you help you, ma'am?

'Oh, yes, you can! Where is... the bathroom??'

The soldiers looked at each other, and one of them calmly pointed to a dark corner of the room.

'There's a small bathroom over there.'

'Thank you!'

She quickly walked to the tiny place crammed in the back of the room, washing her face on the sink.

'798 children... in a single year!' Her pussy ached and her legs were drenched with the abundant juices she kept producing nonstop.

She couldn't deny it: she had an enormous desire to... cram her fingers up her cunt and... masturbate wildly to the thought of that human horse... who so potently inseminated all of his females with such obscene amounts of top-quality seed!

Her hands went down to her panties on their own. Without control of her own movements, she unbuttoned her pants and ran her fingers along her cunt.

The heat that emanated from there was intense. Her horniness was so overpowering that she... for a brief moment... had forgotten where she was.

'Are you okay in there, ma'am?'

Tlac! Like a snap inside her head, reality returned to her with a bang!

'Oh, yes, yes, err... yes, I am... okay.' She left the bathroom feeling all dizzy, hastily and clumsily closing the zipper of her trousers. 'I only needed... a little bit of water.'

The soldiers could smell her wild scent of pure sex and heat. That female was in heat.

«Hot damn! What a tall, busty bitch!» Most of them though, while the general simply looked at her in a very austere manner:

'Our soldier has this effect on the ladies. You'll need to control yourself a lot better if you really want to have an interview with him.'

And she, shaking and quivering, sat down in front of the senior officer.

'I apologize, sir. I confess that... as a woman... it's difficult to hear all of that and... keep my cool.'

'Mmm.'

'He had... 798 children... in a single year?'

'Yes.'

'And can you tell me... how many kids in total... he's at now?'

The general presented her a clipboard with papers filled with data.

'On his harem's third anniversary, our guy had 1,342 children.'

'Oh...'

'And he was just getting started.'

The woman's legs magically spread themselves open again as the general continued the story:

'On the harem's fourth anniversary, the young man crossed a few remarkable thresholds: his bevy of women had grown to 402-strong; his fecundity had passed the mark of three kids per lady —3.3, to be precise.' The journalist swallowed so strong that all the people there could hear it. 'All and all, just on this year, our young man had 1,350 kids.'

'Fucking... shit!!'

'You're right to be amazed, for this was the first year he had more than a thousand kids at once. All and all, our man had sired 2,668 sons and daughters... all of whom live today on the best homes from the finest families of the country.'

The reporter wanted more; simply more and more and...

'And then? What else?'

'You're really eager to know this, aren't you?'

'Naturally. I mean... a single man!... so young and...!!'

The general smiled.

'If you're really that curious, alright, I tell you, but don't you say you haven't been warned.' And, grabbing the clipboard, he squinted his eyes to make sure the numbers wouldn't be twisted up on his tongue. 'Fifth year. The harem was 631 women-strong. His fecundity had jumped to 3.5 kids per woman, siring... for the first time... over two thousand kids in a single year.'

The woman felt a tremendous squeeze in her pussy. Her boobs, absurdly big and hard, began to moisten and... burn.

'H-how many kids, exactly?'

'In this fifth year of his harem, our man had generated 2,208 sons and daughters. In total, his semen had given life to 4,876 children.'

'My... my...'

'A year later, his harem reached 688 women. Needless to say, he fucked all of them numerous times over the year, obtaining an average of 3.6 kids per womb.'

'3.6!'

'It was around the age of 18 that he started to routinely sire triplets and quadruplets.'

A soldier added:

'It was also on this year that he reached a new record of children... in a single lady.'

'Mmm?'

'Seven kids. A single woman gave birth to seven of his children in a single pregnancy. The lightest kid weighed 2.9 pounds; the heaviest, 5.5 pounds.'

'For the love of...!'

'Yes. It was a very complicated pregnancy... but a very successful one nonetheless. The woman remains here till this day, for she is extraordinarily fertile with the man: on her following year, she gave birth to six, five, six again, then four kids with the man.

'She... she...!! This lady.. alone... you're saying that she had over 20 kids?!'

'Twenty-eight, actually, and counting.'

'Holy fucking shit!'

The general admonished her:

'Mouth, dear.'

'I'm sorry, I'm so sorry, but it's just... so hard to...'

'Do you really want to hear the rest of the numbers or not?'

'Of course, I do. I-I'm sorry for my... interruption.'

Grabbing the sheets, the general went back to the data:

'In total, the guy had had 7.353 up to his harem's sixth anniversary. We're only counting, of course, the ones registered under the army's wings. If we add to this the episode on Surlass' harem, then his progeny easily surpassed 8,000 kids.'

'A-and then?'

'Then... well, things got a little bit tedious afterward. Not because he slowed down or anything, but because he fucked and bred with so many women that the numbers... well, they stopped meaning anything.'

The woman nodded silently.

'I-I get it. Still... I want to hear it!'

The general acquiesced:

'Very well. Seventh year. The harem had grown to 734 ladies-strong. That was when we moved to this complex, which was renovated and expanded to fit up to 2,000 guests.'

'He... his harem's got 2,000 women now??'

'Not yet, but you will understand its true dimensions shortly. In the meantime, listen: in the harem's seventh anniversary, with an army of 734 ladies, all very well fucked and supremely well-bred, he sired 2,208 heirs, at an average of 3.5 kids per woman.'

'Holy... god... damn!'

'Eighth anniversary.' The general carried on, quite coldly. 'The harem had grown to 831 women. That was quite a special year, for the guy had sired, for the first time in his life... over three thousand children in a single year.'

'H-how many kids... in total??'

'Up to that point, he had created a total 9,994 children —or nearly 11,000, if you consider the first batch of kids he had with Marmehd's harem.'

'God... almighty... what... what a man!'

'Eighth anniversary: more 3,074 were added to this total.'

'My...!!'

'Total fecundity rate? 3.7 kids per woman.'

«When is this going to end??»

'H-how many kids... all and all?'

The general stared coldly at her:

'13,068 children.'

«Thirteen... thousand... kids...»

She just couldn't resist... that intense flame... that consumed her just by hearing those numbers!

Every woman dreams with a fertile man. That is, after all, the purpose of life: having an impressive male who knows how to inseminate his woman —like nature always intended to!

In the world she lived in, in fact, that was more important than ever: the developed world's fertility rate had fallen to a petty 0.9 kids per woman. Even on undeveloped nations, where the rate had historically been at 4 or 5 kids, it had now fallen to under 2, at most 3!

The world was shrinking, and that's why more and more women fantasized, oh!, they even sacrificed parts of their own bodies just to meet a man who could breed them... and sire with them... a strong, healthy baby!

She herself felt such tremendous pressure on her massive, attractive body. «With a bod like that, I should have been a momma at least three times.» She pondered. «I'm twenty-eight. Still young, but also old enough to hear the loud ticking of my biological clock!»

The heat she was feeling reminded her of the sheer fertility she possessed just over her legs. «Oh, I keep wondering... what would happen to me... if this literal stud fucked me hard! Ooow...!»

Her pussy began to drool. It was impossible for her to hear of all those numbers without... at the very least... giving her intimate parts some gentle love.

Her gigantic thighs squeezed her pussy lips, extracting more and more juices from them.

At the tip of her breasts, she felt an intense burning, little by little seeing how her nipples... were getting soaked!

«God... damn it! I'm lactating!» She began to pant. «Just by hearing about this stud I'm being left all lactating and shit! Damn it!!»

'Please, sir...' She said, very coarsely. 'Go on.'

'Are you okay, my dear?'

'I am... flabbergasted... with the fact that such a young man can sire a whole town of kids!'

'Mmph. Actually, we're only now getting to the truly impressive numbers.'

She couldn't resist a bite of her lips.

'P-please, carry on.'

The general patiently continued:

'On the harem's ninth anniversary, our boy wonder really started taking pride in his... extraordinary fertility... and literally began to make a conscious effort to have more and more kids, testing the limits of his own anatomy and fecundating... the entire planet... with his seed.'

The woman felt as if two fingers had penetrated her by the pussy... and touched two incredibly sensible spots inside of her.

'Oooow!'

'Excuse me?'

'Oh, it's... nothing.' She took a deep breath, fighting valiantly to keep her pose. 'P-please, sir, continue.'

And he proceeded:

'On this ninth year, he added a hundred new ladies to his harem, which went to have 955 ladies in total. All of them ended up royally impregnated... mmm...' Even to the old man, the number was too much to believe. '3,629 kids. A fecundity rate of...'

'Ooohiiii!!'

All the soldiers looked to the woman.

«Goddamn! A single man... one single male... aooohuuu!!»

Her pussy was not just wet and lubed; she had literally ejaculated on her panties!

Squiiiissh... squiiiiishhh... squiiiishhh... She could feel the stream of lubes blasting from right under her clit and drenching her trousers.

The smudge, in fact, covered the pants from one leg to another. The situation was all the more embarrassing on her breasts, which had begun to lactate as if she was about to give birth to some five kids or more.

Juuuug, juuuug, juuuug... She could feel the milk swirling inside them, fighting to get out.

It was getting harder and harder to disguise her raging arousal. Those numbers... that superman's virility turned her world upside down and...

Literally!... made her hornier and hotter than full-out sex with many other guys!

«I've slept with over thirty men! Some of them, the most sensuous and hottest guys on the planet... and few of them... if any at all!... ever made me feel the same I'm feeling right now! Holy fucking shiiiit!!!»

The general looked silently at her.

'My dear... do you really want to proceed?'

She nodded desperately.

'Yeeees... p-pleeease!'

All the soldiers looked at one another. What was going on, really?

'By this ninth year, with a fecundity rate of 3.8 kids per lady...'

'Fuuuuck....!'

'...our soldier had sired precisely 16,697 baby boys and girls.'

'My god...'

'On his harem's tenth anniversary...'

The woman's whole body froze. That couldn't be possible!

'By the age of 22, he celebrated the threshold of a thousand official ladies on his harem —1,029, to be exact.'

'Jesus Christ!'

1,029 women... and she had no doubt they were all...!

Extremely beautiful! At least as beautiful as she herself was —and surely many even hotter!

'Oh, god... oh, my god...'

'His fecundity rate had reached 3.9 children per woman. That means that... in that year alone... he had sired over four thousand offspring.'

The woman's heart caught fire. She felt the milk swinging inside her tits, shaking, and then...

Bluuuursshhh! Her tits literally hosed a few teaspoons of milk on her shirts!

The woman didn't use bra —with breasts as large as those, why would she?—, so she always wore some extra layers of shirt to cover up her extremely hard and perky nipples.

That day, however, dressing three thick layers of blouses, she realized the first two layers where already soaked by her lactation; all that was left to know was whether the outmost layer would be breached!

«Four thousand children... in a single year... from just one man!!»

The more she thought about those numbers, the wetter her panties got. All soldiers turned a little embarrassed by the wild scent she was emitting.

'At the age of 22, he sired 4,013 children. It was another very special year for him because... for the first time...'

'Don't you tell me that...!'

The general silently nodded.

'It's exactly what you're thinking: twenty thousand! The guy surpassed the threshold of twenty thousand kids! 20,710, actually.'

The reporter felt a type of darkness consume her. It was as if her body had been removed from reality and led to a realm where numbers and facts... no longer meant anything.

A single man, at the ripe age of 22, had sired over twenty thousand kids! «Jesus fucking Christ!»

That was nearly a thousand kids for every year of his life!

But that... that wasn't all! There was more!

'H-he...' The reporter struggled to find the strength to speak. 'H-he's 24 today, isn't he?'

'Yes.'

'H-he... impregnated... even more women at 23, then??'

Many soldiers laughed. The general, however, retained his serious, composed demeanor.

'At the age of 23, my dear... she shattered all his records!'

The whole world froze to the reporter. She wanted to know... but at the same time... she didn't know whether she had the strength to bear what she was about to hear!

Gluuurb, gluuuurbb.. splooooshhh!! Her breasts ejaculated yet more teaspoons-worth of milk. A small dark smear began to show over the fabric on each of her breasts.

It was official: the woman was about to be majorly embarrassed before all the soldiers —yet, strangely, she seemed not to care at all.

'P-please, s-sir... t-tell me: how many more kids did he have... at 23??'

The general gave her the intel straight, cold and blunt:

'5,092 kids.'

The number, however, was so vast that it flew over the reporter's head, without actually coming close to entering her ears.

'Five... thousand...'

The general calmly detailed:

'At 23, with a harem as big as 1,273 ladies... two hundred more than in the previous year... he inseminated each one of his ladies with an average of 3.9 kids, totaling... yeah: 5,092 children.'

The woman felt a ferocious squeeze between her thighs. The general, nonetheless, kept talking swiftly:

'The whole score of kids he had sired by then... stood at 25,803.'

'Twenty... five...'

Thousand...!!

The woman leaned forward, almost dropping her equipment, feeling all the air leave her body.

'Ooooaarrhh!!'

Many soldiers approached:

'Ma'am, please tell us what's going on.'

She looked at them, then finally to the general, who knew all too well what was going on.

'You're aroused, aren't you?' The old man proceeded, very patiently. 'Your newspaper should have sent someone a little tougher. If you're already like that just by hearing about our man's feats, what's gonna happen when you actually meet him?'

The woman breathed deep, feeling a full ocean drip from her pussy.

Her nipples were so steel-hard they almost literally ripped two holes on her shirt. The soldiers then finally noticed the dark smears on her clothes.

'Holy shit...!' Some exclaimed.

The woman immediately rose, took another deep breath, and gave one more ample opportunity for the soldiers to see the other, bigger smudge in the middle of her legs.

'I'm so sorry, b-but... all of this is... I need to...' She lowered her head and tried to focus. 'Can I have a moment alone?'

The soldiers looked to one another.

'What would you like to do?'

She pinched her own arms and looked to the door, picturing the long white corridor in her mind.

'Is there any bathroom nearby?? I mean, a more... private one? Just for us ladies??'

The soldiers looked at each other again, whispering something she couldn't (or didn't want to) make out.

'Two doors on the right. You'll....'

'General!' As soon as she got the directions, she reached out to the senior officer. 'Could you give me... uh, this clipboard... these data sheets about the soldier?'

After thinking for a while, the officer gave her the document.

'What do you have in mind, dear?'

'I... I-I...'

She tried to answer something, anything, but she knew none of the excuses she could concoct would amount to anything.

Instead, she simply turned around and walked towards the door.

'I'll be back in a pinch... if you excuse me.'

As she closed the door on her back, she could hear the many laughs in the room. None of that disturbed her, however.

«I need to...! Oh!! I need to...!»

Desperately, with the documents in hand, she looked for the bathroom, where she would finally get...

'Oooow...!!'

...some fucking release!

With the clipboard in hand, she desperately looked for the bathroom around those long, endless white hallways.

'Aaaaahhh!!'

When she entered the bathroom, the reporter didn't even bother to lock herself on one of the small private sections of the place; she simply stopped in front of the mirror, left the clipboard over the sink and unzipped her pants.

'Ooooww!! Oooow, aaaarrhh...!!'

A dense heatwave burst from her cunt. She was scared by how horny she felt. That was mind-boggling!

'Holy fucking shiiit, ooooh... aaaaheeee!!'

She sank her hands on her panties, feeling the damage.

Her breasts were so hot she felt a sharp aching on her nipples. Totally possessed, she lifted her hands up to the cleavage, grabbed her clothes and... one by one... pulled down the many layers of shirt that  covered her massive, hard tits.

Craaaashh! Her delicate clothing was ruined by her hasty movements, with her entire body burning in a state of pure horniness.

Craaash! Her magnificent tits were freed. It could be just her imagination, but it seemed that even the mirror trembled and creaked before the image of those two magnificent glands.

She gave one long look in the mirror and smiled. «Gosh! I'm really, really hot!»

She looked like some kind of Valkyrie with that extraordinarily tall and fit body, and those sun-shining golden hair locks tied in a long ponytail.

Her tits complemented her frame perfectly. Even though they were massively gigantic, weighing almost nine pounds each, they remained perked up, hardy and sturdy, so much so not even a tight bra could lift them any higher!

She was too proud of what she saw. At the age of 28, she had bigger, healthier, harder tits that any 18-year-old bitch in the world.

And these very same, spectacular tits, brimming with fire, dripped milk as soon as they were released.

Suddenly reminded of her own heat, the woman looked down to the datasheet on the sink and... re-read its numbers...

The incredible performance of that... unbeatable... unrivaled... superstud!

'That cannot be! Arrhh!! That can't be possible!!'

Without the slightest control, she put her hand in between her legs, sank her fingers inside the panties and...

Pounded herself! Fingered herself so strong, in fact, that she was immediately compelled to raise her head in jest and let go...

'Aaaarrrhoooo!!'

...a wild cry of pleasure! Her fingers were on a frenzy of pleasurely motions inside her pussy. She had never fingered herself so strong and so vigorously!

The thumb squeezed the clit while her other fingers tried to reach out the erogenous spots deep inside her cunt.

Instead of closing her eyes, like she did every time she experienced so much pleasure, she looked attentively to that sheet and... read it all.

Twenty-five thousand kids! A 23-year old man... had already sired over twenty-five thousand children!

«My... god...!!»

Her dangling tits gushed droplets of milk over the sink. On her hips, situation wasn't any drier.

Her fingers made loud, sweet slurping noises as she masturbated more strongly and hurriedly, gushing a true ocean of lubes on her pants.

Squiiish, squiiish, sleeprt, spliiirtt... She couldn't stop lubing herself, and her... fire!... just didn't stop growing.

«What's going on, my Gooood??!»

She knew very well what: it was that supermale's performance that left her so hot and horny!

Four kids! The bastard managed to sire four kids for every lady he screwed!

If he... stuck his meat club... very deep inside her...

'Ooooorrhhhh....!!'

How many kids would she be able to get?!

She closed her eyes and... imagined that man...

'Holy fucking shiiitt!!'

Her mind swirled just by imagining... how a 24-year old cocky male... could sire up to seven kids from a single lady and...

In a single fucking year... generate more than 5,000 kids!

'Aaahaaaiiii!!'

Her head twisted and shook while her fingers pounded her extremely bloated and agonizing cunt. Her other hand climbed up to her tits and... grabbed them!

Blump! She heard a weird noise by her side, but paid it no attention. She was too far gone into her own orgasm to bother with anything outside her body... or her pussy!

Squiiish, squiiiish, splaaasshh!! Her cunt drenched her pants further and further, dripping madly over a small puddle of juices in between her feet.

He fingered herself stronger and stronger... just imagining the pure... power!... that human horse had in every single muscle of his body.

'God fucking damn it, fuuuck!!'

She breathed strongly and loudly.

«Eighteen!» She repeated. At the age of 18 years old, the super teen invaded a castle, killed all its soldiers and... monopolized the king's harem! With over 300 nubile nymphs... all voluntarily surrendering their precious little cunts... to his unbelievable conquering dick!

Eighteen years old and that youngling had fucked over 300 women over the course of a week! All of them knocked up with his offspring! All of them giving birth to kid after kid from his virile seed!

Eighteen years old... and 900 kids... sired from just one week of savage, barbaric fucking!

It was then that the reporter's eyes popped out, her fingers sunk deeper into the pussy and she roared wildly when reading... the fucking!...

'UUUURRR.... AAARRRRHHHHH!!'

The guy had over 900 kids outside the army. That year, though, the official number inside the army had tracked as high as 1,350!!

If that was true, then in a single year, that uber-talented super soldier, with mere 18 years of age, had sired over 2,300 kids!

A single year! 2,300 baby girls and boys! At the age of 18...!!

'AARRRRHHHHH!!!'

The woman felt the muscles of her breasts throb... and many fat droplets, almost full-blown jets of milk sprout out of her nipples.

The many droplets fell hard on the sink, and her fingers sunk deeper into her scorching cunt.

She began to see everything fuzzy and notice a dark vignette growing on the sides of her eyes. It was only then, however, that she heard a voice... by her side!

'Oh, wow! Having fun, aren't we?'

She looked to her left and...

'Aaaahhh!!'

She jumped back until she hit the wall, so great was her scare!

By her side, near the bathroom's entrance... there was another woman!

An extraordinarily beautiful and jovial lady who giggled, almost laughed when seeing the other girl's situation.

'Oh, well, that's embarrassing, right?' The gorgeous demigoddess lowered her head, feigning a royal shyness, and playfully complimented the blonde: 'Hello!'

The reporter didn't know how to respond. How long had that stranger been there, watching her touch herself?

«Oh, wow, this girl...» Another kind of thought immediately crossed her mind, however. «This girl is...»

...really hot!

The brunette bombshell walked towards the sink where the blonde was touching herself, noticing the clipboard she had forgotten over there.

'Hey, wait!' The reporter tried to detain her, but the beautiful brunette quickly laughed when reading the papers, finally understanding what all of that was about.'

'He's amazing, isn't he?' The bombastic brunette looked to the jaw-dropping blonde, who couldn't resist lowering her guard.

That stranger was an extremely thick gal. Though she had an aggressive hourglass figure, she also sported wide shoulders and extremely strong arms, with a whole muscular frame that defied the tight fabric of her clothes.

She wore a white coat and carried a stethoscope around her neck. The equipment fell over an extremely prominent volume on her chest; the coat covered her body up to her neck, but those enormous mountains on her upper torso meant that, beneath the fabric, she was probably rocking a phenomenal pair of tits.

Tits like the reporter's, which remained dangling, freed and heavy under the stranger's thirsty gaze.

The huge brunette looked back to the blonde's face. Her smile was nothing short of hypnotic.

'Nice jugs.'

The reporter hastily tried to cover them up.

'Ow, ow, I'm... I'm so sorry!'

The brunette watched as she clumsily tried to cover her tits beneath the many layers of shirts.

«No bra.» She thought, licking her lips. Those were indeed, quite pure and simply, the most fantastic tits she'd ever seen on any woman... besides herself!
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