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The Breeder -
Part 1: Too Good To Be True


It had been a
strange year for Conor Johnson, in fact it has been a strange year
for the whole world. A mutated virus had leaked out of a scientific
laboratory and caused a worldwide epidemic. The result had been a
lockdown in England, as with most places.



Conor was 25 and worked as a fitness instructor at his local gym.
The extrovert lifestyle he’d been leading, working every day with
the public, had been turned upside down by the effects of the
virus.

 


Even after just
one week of being forced to stay at home, Conor was starting to
feel extremely frustrated and bored. Normally, he’d only be in his
house to sleep and have breakfast, often working at the gym till
11pm or socialising with his colleagues in a bar after work.

 


None of that
was possible now and he was feeling a cloud of depression hovering
over his head. He’d never experienced anything like it before and
realised he better figure out a coping strategy as the lockdown
could last months.



He wasn’t too interested in watching TV or playing computer games
all day, he felt that was for kids. He’d never been much of a
reader, finding his concentration would waver. He figured that what
he was craving was human interaction, in whatever form possible.
He’d not been much of an internet user for much other than email
and booking tickets. But he knew there were chat rooms where he
could at least enjoy a little human contact as well as dating
sites, even though he couldn’t go on a date.



He texted a friend asking what the best chat rooms were for meeting
women, a friend he knew had met a lot of women online in the past.
His friend Joe texted back late one night, saying he had found this
cool new one called The Wireclub. It was a chat room site where you
could talk to people around the world. Conor thought this sounded
like fun, seeing as he couldn’t even see people in his own town
without the threat of the police on his case.



He had enjoyed a few beers that night and was feeling adventurous,
so sat down at his computer and found the right site. He made a
profile for himself and tried joining a few chat rooms. After an
hour he’d had a few short conversations with women but they’d not
gone beyond small talk and he gave up for the evening.



The next day he texted his friend and said he’d found the site a
little lame. His friend replied that he needed to check out the
user created chat rooms, not the ones on the main page. Conor made
a mental note and that night, still feeling bored, he logged back
in and did as his buddy suggested. Once he’d found the hidden page
with the rooms created by users, his eyes lit up.



Instead of the mundane chat rooms on the main page, these ones had
intriguing titles like Secret Desires and Forbidden Fantasies. He
couldn’t resist seeing what they were like and within a few minutes
was having a way more interesting conversation with a rather
attractive woman in her twenties called Sandy. They’d skipped past
the small talk and Conor was asking her about her sex life. She
said she was bi/polyamorous and was having sex with several
different men and women regularly.



Conor felt himself becoming aroused by how sexually liberated Sandy
seemed, and he realised there was a whole world full of people out
there with alternative and exciting sexual lifestyles that he
hardly knew anything about.

 


He realised
that being at the age of twenty five and not in a relationship was
the ideal time to be exploring his sexuality. As a good looking guy
in very good shape he’d had no problems getting girlfriends but
none of his relationships had lasted more than a few months. He had
concluded he wasn’t mature enough for long term relationships and
just wanted to have fun.



Over the next week, he found himself logging in to the chat rooms
every night, every time finding someone interesting to talk to. He
had hoped to find some women in his own country so that he’d be
able to meet up with them after the lockdown was over, but the
women in England were a little uptight compared to other places in
the world.



He learnt pretty quickly that women in the rest of Europe were more
sexually liberal than English women and so gravitated towards them.
A lot of them knew English as a second language and were fluent in
it, which helped. He spoke with sexy women from France, Sweden and
the Netherlands and learnt how sexually open lifestyles were
commonplace there. Polygamy sounded like a lot of fun for everyone,
but one night he saw a new room that caught his attention straight
away. It was called Bred By A Stranger.



He clicked on it, not really taking it too seriously. Were there
really women out there wanting to be made pregnant by someone they
didn’t even know? That was the night he met Anna....



Anna Videl was a divorced mother of two young boys in her late
thirties. She liked the look of Conor from the start and was
pleased when he sent her a private message. They began chatting and
Conor expressed his surprise at finding such a room and voiced his
scepticism that it was anything more than a fantasy idea.



“For most women, you are probably right. But for some women,
they have been married and had children like me and then have got
divorced. They want more children but don’t want all the stress and
drama of even a long term relationship, let alone marriage and a
potential divorce.” she explained and Conor started to
understand the appeal.



“Several of my friends are in this position and we have all
considered going to a sperm bank and having a child that way. But
that isn’t appealing to us, we all love sex. And sex with the
chance of pregnancy is the most exciting, wouldn’t you agree?”
she asked.



Conor thought about how he’d never had the chance to enjoy sex
without protection and had always hated having to wear a condom
which he felt made sex less enjoyable. But he didn’t want to show
his inexperience in this area.



“Oh definitely, that’s a real turn on. But you are an attractive
woman, aren’t there local men in Denmark who are willing to give
you the no strings sex you want to get pregnant?”



Anne smiled to herself and typed, “Most men are too scared of
getting tied down, they think it’s a honey trap and then I will
make them contribute money to raise the child. My friends have
found the same problem, men are terrified of the responsibility.
And so we are considering finding someone outside of Denmark who is
willing to donate his sperm into our wombs!



And we want someone young, virile and sexually accomplished. We are
all very attractive and so we can afford to be choosy!”



Conor couldn’t believe the words he was reading. “How many of
you are looking to have another child this way then?”



Anne replied, “Oh, there are at least seven or eight of us who
want another baby. Perhaps you’d like to see some
pictures?”



Conor said yes, naturally, and Anne sent him a picture of her
beautiful blonde friend Mila, who had two boys as well but had
always wanted a daughter. Anne was sexy, but Mila was simply
stunning.



“I’d be happy to try to give her a daughter...” said Conor,
feeling a bounding erection straining in his jeans.



“I’ll be honest, Conor. You’re the first young man on here that
I’d consider and Mila has similar taste to me. Are you well
endowed?” she asked with a bluntness he wasn’t used to with
English women.



“Yes, I have eight inches...can provide pictures of me if you
want” he replied, becoming excited that this might actually be
a genuine and serious proposition.



“Yes, we would need to see full body shots, pictures of you
erect...you are certainly handsome enough and the ideal age for
virility. For myself, and a few of the other women, we very much
enjoy sex while pregnant. So the ideal candidate would be someone
who would be willing to stay with us for the duration of our
pregnancy. We can provide accommodation between us so that wouldn’t
be a problem.”



Conor’s head was reeling with the sheer hotness of what she was
suggesting, he hadn’t heard of anything like it before. Anna sent
more pictures of her friends and each one was very attractive in a
different way. There was Freja, a gorgeous short haired redhead and
Ella, a pretty brunette with long curly hair. There was Susanne,
who had a rubenesque figure and full, firm breasts that caught
Conor’s eye. On and on, the pictures kept on coming and every woman
was sexy in their own way.



Then came the clincher.



“Some of the mother’s have grown daughters who don’t want the
traditional marriage route. You may be required to impregnate them
as well.”



She then sent some pictures of Ella’s three daughters and Conor’s
mouth went dry. They were all stunningly beautiful. This felt like
Conor’s chance to fulfil the primal need that all men have, the
need to spread their seed and prove their manhood.



“I really want to do this. If you can keep me accommodated I
could afford to stay with you for a while. I love the idea. I’ll
take all the pictures you need of me tomorrow and you can tell your
friends about me”.



Anna agreed and they bid each other goodnight as it was 1am by
then. Conor went to bed feeling turned on as hell and came hard,
masturbating about the thought of a summer of sex. Not just sex,
but breeding. It seemed to turn him on more than anything else. He
spunked reams of cum up his six-pack stomach and toned torso as he
lay in bed on his back.



The next day he had fun taking pictures of himself in various
poses, with plenty of cock shots, both soft and hard. He was
naturally quite vain and enjoyed the idea of showing himself off to
these sexy, broody older women. Around eight o’ clock that night he
logged in again and was pleased to see Anna online already.



He sent her the pictures one by one and she was very pleased to see
he was as well endowed as he’d claimed. Eight inches with huge
girth. Her only concern was it might be too much girth for some,
but that was their issue. He had an Adonis like body, muscly but
not overly so, a handsome face and a great ass. Anna was pleased
with this specimen of young manhood and knew her friends would be
suitably impressed. As they’d decided against artificial
insemination they were looking for an alpha male and Conor had
everything it took.



Conor kept on discussing details with Anna, wanting to make sure
that she was serious about this and not just an internet fantasist.
The more questions he asked the more he became convinced she was
genuine. It made sense that local guys were scared of
responsibility and going to a sperm bank was not exactly
arousing.



Over the next few weeks they talked online more and more, Anna
telling Conor about her friends and their lives. Part of him was
just allured by the sexual thrill of a group of women wanting to be
seeded, the chance to enjoy bareback sex with the added excitement
that cumming in them could result in pregnancy. The more he learnt
about Anna and her friends, the more he could understand their
perspective. That said, there were definitely a kinky element to
Anna’s confession that pregnancy made her ultra horny, even
confessing to Conor one night that she had rough sex from behind
the night she went into labour.



The more he heard, the more turned on he got by the idea. It seemed
to good to be true even though Anna seemed so authentic, along with
the pictures of her friends. She’d built up a convincing picture of
her life in Denmark and Conor thought everything sounded plausible
enough.

 


But he’d heard
of how clever internet scamsters could be, though if there was an
underlying incentive of extortion, he couldn’t see it. Once he’d
left, he had no obligation to help bring up the children he’d
fathered, and Anna insisted she was fine with that.



When there was an announcement that the lockdown was going to be
lifted after two months, Conor knew that he would be able to travel
to Denmark. He still wasn’t 100% sure about Anna’s integrity, so he
began suggesting phone calls even though they were in different
countries. Anna agreed happily and Conor realised she was genuine
when he heard her voice. It was so sexy, the Danish accent
combining with her low but feminine tone to exquisite effect. He
found himself getting aroused just hearing her speak.



So far, so good. But he wasn’t going to risk travelling to a
foreign country without seeing Anna on camera. She understood and
had no issue with it, suggesting they talk on Skype. This allowed
Conor to see Anna was the same hot woman as the one in her profile
pictures. Just as importantly

































































































cover.jpg





