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CLAUDETTE SHUFFLED through her index cards one final time, each note meticulously crafted to eviscerate Governor Arthur Sterne's latest assault on reproductive rights. She had his speech pulled up on her laptop in front of her.

“—and that is why, in a more perfect republic, our precious resource of fertile, proud women would be free from the terrible responsibility of voting and leading. They would be free to dedicate their lives to what matters most, shepherding the next generation to lives of service to their country and homes, and—"

She had to pause the video, shuddering. 

"God, you make my skin crawl," she muttered, adjusting her navy blazer.

His piercing blue eyes, broad shoulders, and tall frame dominated the screen of the laptop. She had to close it to focus up. 

The backstage area outside of her green room buzzed with the energy of determined women—journalists, activists, politicians—all preparing for what would be the most significant feminist gathering of the year. Her small space, outfitted with a small mirror, a plug-in for her electronics, and a modest leather office chair, was intentionally spartan. Claudette kept herself uncomfortable to stay alert, right down to her clothing—more business chic than the sweatpants work-from-home professional she would prefer to be. But you had to make sacrifices to seem impressive enough to be governor—or so her campaign manager kept telling her.

Her tailored suit fit her athletic frame perfectly, professional yet powerful. Her blonde hair was pulled back in a severe bun that emphasized her sharp cheekbones and intelligent gray eyes. She wished she wasn’t still getting over a cold from last week. She had taken oodles of cough suppressants and nasal sprays, and still she felt a little haggard from the way her respiratory system was still healing. 

The door opened and a young woman slipped inside, moving out of the crowded space of the hallway—where the small army of Claudette’s social media team, campaign organizers, and publicists had all gathered—with an oddly graceful gait. Something about her seemed... off. 

While everyone else backstage wore sensible flats or low pumps, this girl navigated the cramped room in what had to be five-inch stilettos, her oversized Berkeley sweatshirt doing nothing to hide the pronounced sway of her hips in flesh-clinging yoga tights. Her hair gleamed like polished obsidian under the harsh fluorescents, falling in waves that belonged in a shampoo commercial, not a political convention. She was young and pretty—but also kind of flawless in that annoying, college girl way with deeply smooth skin and prominent, perfect cheekbones and full lips. 

"Hi there!" The girl's voice was breathy and warm. "I'm passing out our convention buttons—make sure you're wearing yours when you go on stage!" 

The girl held out a small enamel pin featuring the "Women Under Fire" logo—a stylized flame in deep crimson. Her smile was so perfectly symmetrical it looked almost artificial, lips glossed to a wet shine that caught the light. 

"Oh, thank you." Claudette took the button, noting how the girl's manicured nails—French tips, naturally—seemed incongruous with her casual attire. "Are you one of the volunteers?"

"Mm-hmm!" The girl nodded enthusiastically, causing her hair to bounce in slow-motion waves. "Governor Sterne is just so awful, isn't he? We need strong women like you to, like, totally destroy him."

Something in the girl's inflection made Claudette pause. The words were right, but the delivery felt rehearsed, like she was reading from a script she didn't quite understand. Still, Claudette had more pressing concerns than parsing the speech patterns of overeager volunteers.

"Well, that's exactly what I intend to do," Claudette said firmly, pinning the button to her lapel. 

The moment the pin pierced the fabric, a strange scent wafted up—something floral and sweet, with an almost medicinal undertone. She wrinkled her nose, but the smell dissipated so quickly she wondered if she'd imagined it. 

Probably just her cold messing with her, again. The nasal sprays already coating her mucus system made everything smell off. 

The volunteer watched intently as Claudette adjusted the button, those impossibly long lashes fluttering. 

"Perfect! You look amazing. Irene's already on stage—they're ready for you whenever you are."

Claudette gathered her notes, surprised to find her hands trembling slightly. Pre-show jitters, nothing more. She smoothed her pencil skirt and squared her shoulders. 

"Thank you. I'm ready."

As she moved toward the door, she caught her reflection in the mirror and paused. Was it the lighting, or did her skin look somehow... brighter? Her lips seemed pinker, fuller. She touched her face briefly, then shook her head. No time for vanity—she had a fascist to demolish.

The volunteer held the door open, those stilettos clicking against the floor despite the girl's attempt to move quietly.

"Good luck out there! Though you won't need it—you're already glowing!"

Glowing. What an odd choice of words. Claudette felt an unexpected warmth spread through her chest as she smiled—broader than usual, showing more teeth. 

"Thank you, dear. That's very sweet."

The hallway leading to the stage thrummed with anticipation. Claudette could hear the crowd beyond—thousands of women ready to fight for their rights, ready to hear her tear apart everything Arthur Sterne stood for. She pressed her hand against the button on her lapel, drawing strength from its presence, unaware of the microscopic particles still releasing from its hidden compartment, unaware of how her breathing had already begun to deepen, pulling more of that sweet-scented air into her lungs with each step toward the stage.

* * * * *
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THE GRAND BALLROOM of the Macy Convention Center hummed with energy as three thousand women found their seats, a sea of professional attire and determined expressions, each and every one proudly wearing her “Women Under Fire” button. The stage lighting cast a warm glow across the polished podium where Irene Lovejoy stood, her platinum blonde hair pulled back in a sleek chignon, her forest green pencil-skirted dress impeccably tailored to her slender frame. 

"Good evening, ladies," Irene's voice rang clear through the sound system. "Welcome to the Women Under Fire annual convention. I'm Irene Lovejoy, political analyst for The Progressive Voice, and I'm honored to be your host tonight."

She gestured to her right as applause erupted. "Please join me in welcoming our distinguished guest, the woman who's giving Governor Arthur Sterne sleepless nights, Harvard Law graduate and candidate for the United States Senate, Claudette Sable."

Claudette strode confidently to the podium, posture impeccable. Her makeup was understated yet flawless—highlighting rather than hiding her natural beauty. She shook Irene's hand firmly before taking her seat.

"Thank you, Irene, and thank you all for being here tonight," Claudette began, her voice steady and measured. "I'm running on a platform that I call 'The Return to Sanity.' We need to restore women's fundamental rights that have been systematically dismantled over the past six years. We need universal healthcare that actually addresses women's needs. We need equal pay legislation with teeth. And we need reproductive autonomy, without apology or compromise."

The crowd erupted in thunderous applause. Irene nodded approvingly, minutely adjusting the “Women Under Fire” button on her bosom. 

“You're running against incumbent Governor Arthur Sterne," Irene said, her lips curling slightly in distaste. "For our audience, let's be clear about what that means. Governor Sterne has openly called for repealing the 19th Amendment. He's described women's suffrage as—and I quote—'the beginning of America's moral collapse."

And the instagram! Someone from the crowd cried.

Irene nodded, rolling her eyes with disgust. “Yes, there’s that too. Photographing his pregnant wives—that’s wives, plural—in bikinis with the caption...god.” She shook her head. “I don’t even want to say it.”

Claudette’s voice dripped with venom. “’Good girls make good girls.’”

A groan erupted from the crowd.

“Ick. God. Just awful.”

"That's correct," Claudette said, crossing her legs at the ankle. "And let's not forget his personal life models his politics. Three trophy wives, all former models less than half his age, all perpetually pregnant. He boasts about it as if collecting beautiful women like breeding stock is something to be proud of."

"He calls it 'traditional family values,'" Irene added with a sardonic smile, “and says he knows more about it than anyone because he’s married three women due to a loop hole in the law only he as Governor, so far, has been able to exploit.”

“There's nothing traditional about treating women as property," Claudette said sharply. "It's medieval and—"

She paused, a slight furrow appearing between her brows. For a moment, she seemed to lose her train of thought.

"And fundamentally un-American," she finished, blinking rapidly.

Unnoticed by the audience, a high-frequency hum had begun emanating from speakers positioned throughout the ballroom. The sound was just beyond the range of conscious perception. Both women froze mid-sentence—nostrils flaring at an imperceptible mindfuck vibrating through their brains. The cheeks of both women on stage flushed—Irene’s much more noticeably than Claudette’s.

Claudette blinked for a moment, smiling, and then recovered gracefully. 

“I’m just so mad at everything about him. I think politicians these days are too calm, don’t you?”

“Yes. God, yes.” Irene nodded. “What’s there to be calm about? He wants to destroy everything about our freedom, our choices...” She shook her head. “He just wants to destroy them so, so bad...”

Irene drifted off. Her hand attended her dress, absently tugging a button away.

"...I'm sorry, where was I? Oh, yes. Governor Sterne's policies are... mmm..." She shifted slightly in her chair, her skirt riding up an inch. "His policies are regressive and dangerous for women everywhere."

Claudette nodded emphatically, then reached up to unbutton the top button of her blazer. "It's a bit warm in here, isn't it?" She smiled apologetically at the audience before continuing. "The Governor's proposed legislation would eliminate all federal funding for women's health initiatives. It's... it's..." She blinked several times, her perfectly manicured fingers fidgeting with her collar. Her eyes were now large and blue. "...it's just so...wrong...?"

"Completely wrong," Irene agreed, crossing and uncrossing her legs. The fabric of her dress clung tightly to each slender stem. She giggled unexpectedly, then looked surprised at herself. "Excuse me. As I was saying, Governor Sterne has repeatedly voted against equal pay legislation, calling it—what was it again?"

"Unnecessary interference in the free market," Claudette said, though her voice had lost some of its authoritative edge. 

"The Governor's record on healthcare is equally—" Irene began, then suddenly stopped mid-sentence. 

Her eyes glazed slightly as she tilted her head, as if listening to something only she could hear. But, everyone present could hear it—the mind-warping frequencies fucking their consciousnesses to a state of total feminine subservience, even as their bodies transformed to become the height of hyper-sexual, fertile perfection.

Claudette continued in Irene's silence. "His policies would disproportionately impact women of color and those in rural communities who already face significant barriers to—to—" 

She faltered, her breathing becoming slightly labored. The humming in the sound system intensified. 

"To healthcare access and... and..."

Claudette whimpered. Her legs spread open.

"He believes women should be... should be..." She paused, a dreamy expression briefly crossing her face. "He believes women should be at home. Pregnant. Knocked up. Servile and submissive. Which is so..." She trailed off, her eyes growing slightly unfocused.

"...ridiculous," Irene finished for her, though the word lacked conviction. She absently unbuttoned another button at the top of her dress. Her collarbones were sharp and lovely. "I mean, can you imagine if all women just... stayed home and looked pretty and had babies?" She giggled again, then pressed her hand to her mouth, looking confused.

In the audience, several women shifted uncomfortably in their seats, their expressions puzzled. Some began to fan themselves.

"Governor Sterne is six foot four," Claudette said suddenly, then looked startled at her own non sequitur. "That’s really tall. And fit. Strong. But even if he is really, really tall and strong...I mean, his height is irrelevant to his politics, which are... are..." She smoothed her skirt, which somehow had risen another inch up her thighs. "His politics are, like, bad for women."

"So bad," Irene agreed, leaning forward in her chair, inadvertently giving the front row a glimpse of her lacy bra. Her breasts heaved. "Oh! I didn't mean to... I should sit up straight, shouldn't I?" She giggled again, longer this time. Her tits jiggled with each exhalation of sound. "Like a proper lady."

Claudette watched as Irene shifted in her seat, and couldn't help but notice how the other woman's body seemed to be... changing. The forest green dress that had fit perfectly just minutes ago now strained against curves that appeared fuller, rounder. Irene's breasts pressed insistently against the fabric, creating deep shadows of cleavage that hadn't been there before. Her waist looked impossibly tiny, cinched by the dress's tailoring, while her hips flared outward in an hourglass silhouette that made Claudette's mouth go dry.

It seemed perfectly natural, somehow. Of course talking about Governor Sterne—all six feet four inches of him—would make a woman's body respond. That was just... biology, wasn't it? 

Claudette felt a warmth spreading through her own chest, though muted, like trying to feel sunshine through a window.

"You look amazing," Claudette heard herself say, then blinked in surprise. "I mean, your analysis is amazing. About Governor Sterne being so... so..."

"Tall?" Irene ran her hands down her sides. The gesture was meant to smooth her dress but instead emphasized how her body had begun to transform into something out of a pin-up calendar. Her legs, already long, seemed to have gained inches, tapering down to delicate ankles perched in her modest heels. "He's really, really tall. Didn’t you say so already? It’s important to note how tall he is. And masculine. And his shoulders are so broad. Have you seen him in person?"

"Once," Claudette said, feeling her own blazer growing tighter across her chest. She could feel her breasts swelling, pushing against the confines of her sensible bra, though the sensation felt distant, dampened. Like her body was changing through a fog. "At a debate. He wore this dark suit that made him look so powerful and..."

She trailed off, pressing her thighs together. What was she saying? She was supposed to be destroying him, not describing him like some romance novel hero.

"Powerful," Irene echoed dreamily. Her hair, which had been secured in a tight chignon, was somehow loosening, platinum strands falling around her face in soft waves. "That's such a good word for him. Power-full." She drew out the syllables, her voice taking on a breathy quality. "Even though his policies are super duper bad for us."

"Super bad," Claudette said, though she couldn't quite remember why anymore. Her thoughts felt sluggish, like swimming through honey. She noticed her skirt had ridden up to mid-thigh, exposing legs that looked longer and more toned than she remembered. Her skin seemed to glow with an inner radiance, smooth and flawless. "He wants women to be... to be..."

"Pretty." Irene giggled again. The audience giggled with her. "And fertile. God, so fertile. Can you imagine? Just making babies for a man like that?" She pressed her hand to her stomach, which had flattened to showcase abs that hadn't existed ten minutes ago, while her hips had widened into perfect child-bearing proportions.

Claudette felt her body responding to the words, her own hips shifting and expanding, though the sensation was muffled, like hearing music from another room. The cold medicine coating her system created a barrier, slowing the transformation that was racing through Irene's body, but not stopping it entirely.

"That would be..." Claudette paused, struggling to find the right word. Wrong? Degrading? But all that came out was, "...intense."

In the audience, women were fanning themselves more frantically now, many unconsciously unbuttoning blouses or hiking up skirts. A collective restlessness rippled through the crowd, punctuated by nervous giggles and confused whispers.

Claudette gazed out at the audience, her vision slightly blurred around the edges. The sea of professional women was... shifting. Like watching time-lapse photography, she could see bodies transforming in real-time. A middle-aged activist in the front row—her graying hair was brightening to platinum blonde, lengthening past her shoulders in glossy waves. Her sensible pantsuit strained as her breasts swelled outward, buttons popping one by one. The woman didn't seem alarmed; instead, she smiled vacantly, her eyes glazing over with arousal.

She saw the same transformation all across the crowd—bodies reshaping themselves with an almost liquid grace. A young journalist with dark curls felt up her slowly expanding bust as her hair lightened to a shimmering brunette, her pencil skirt tightening around newly widened hips. She giggled, her hand fluttering to her chest as her blouse gaped open, revealing the swell of breasts that had doubled in size. 

Another woman, her hair deepening to a glossy black, leaned back in her seat, her legs parting slightly as she fanned herself with a program, her lips parted in a breathy sigh.

Claudette saw this all without an ounce of alarm. Talking about women’s issues was really important. Talking about Governor Sterne—a strong, hard man with a big fat hard Alpha Male cock—was even more important. It only made sense that the girls listening made some important changes to their bodies to make themselves more important to Governor Sterne.

"Ladies," Irene said, attempting to regain control of the interview even as her dress strained against her impossibly perfect figure. "We should really talk about... about..." She bit her lower lip, which had plumped to porn-star fullness. "God, why can't I think straight? It's like my brain is all fuzzy and warm and..."

"Empty," Claudette finished, then gasped at her own words. "No, I meant... I meant..." 

But she couldn't remember what she meant. All she could think about was how good it felt to not think so hard. How nice it would be to just let someone else—someone tall and strong and commanding—do all the thinking for her.

Claudette's hand moved to the second button of her blazer. 

"The heat in here is really... it's just..." She unfastened it, revealing more of her silk blouse beneath. "Better. That's better." She smiled vacantly at the audience; they smiled vacantly back. "What were we talking about again?"

"Arthur," Irene said, her voice dropping to a breathier register. "I mean, Governor Sterne. The man with the... the bad policies."

"Right. The very, very bad policies." Claudette nodded, though her expression had softened considerably. "Though I guess some people like them?” She giggled. “And he is very tall. And handsome.”

From the crowd, several women cheered and whistled.

“Right?” Claudette smiled brightly, seeming to find her footing again. “Like, what a pain! Why does he have to be such a big jerkface when he’s so completely handsome? God. It’s sucks so bad that he’s like, so dreamy...”

“At least,” said Irene, “it’s easy to see why he was married three times. You never see those girls complaining.”

“No.” Claudette’s voice had taken on a dream-like quality. “You really don’t, do you? They’re so pregnant all the time. And their skin is so glowy...”

Claudette had started toying with her own necklace, guiding the crowd’s attention to her sumptuous, filling-out cleavage, now partially on display from her unbuttoned blazer.

She straightened, coughing—as if realizing she was being watched, and adjusted herself minutely.

Claudette blinked rapidly, trying to shake the fog that had settled over her thoughts. She glanced down at her notes, the words swimming on the page. Focus, she told herself. This is important. Governor Sterne’s policies are dangerous. They’re... they’re...

Her mind stuttered, like a record skipping. Dangerous. Yes. But why did that word feel so hollow now? She could feel the heat radiating from her body, her skin tingling as if electrified. Her blazer felt like it was suffocating her, and she absently tugged at the collar of her blouse, exposing more of her décolletage. The cool air against her flushed skin was a relief, but it also sent a shiver down her spine—a shiver that pooled low in her belly.

She looked out at the audience again, and the sight made her breath catch. The women were... radiant. Their transformations were almost complete now, their bodies impossibly perfect. A sea of hot-bodied, hyper-fertile, incredibly turned on bimbo babes aching for one and only one male, forever. 

Claudette whimpered, trying to think. She was so good at thinking, why couldn’t she think?

Notes. She had notes! Just read the notes.

Of course. She was smart, after all. Just read! Easy.

"I apologize for that... momentary lapse," she said, her voice regaining some of its earlier authority. "Let's return to the serious issues at hand. Governor Sterne's attack on reproductive rights is nothing short of like, totally sucky."

She cleared her throat, blinking rapidly as if clearing fog from her mind. Pretty, pretty pink fog. 

"His proposed Maternal Priority Act would like, totally criminalize yucky abortions in all fifty states and make it legal—totally legal—for a husband to impregnate his wife against her wishes. Wow!” She was breathing hard, imagining being forced by a strong man she was lucky enough to call her husband. “This...represents an unprece...unprec...” She couldn’t say unprecedented anymore. “...A like, totally new? Assault on women. And stuff.”

Her voice was robotic, toneless. She didn’t believe or care or about any of this stuff anymore. It was so cool for husbands to impregnate wives. Why wouldn’t it be legal, regardless of the circumstances?

Irene nodded vigorously, re-buttoning her dress incorrectly, encouraged by Claudette’s attempt. 

"Exactly. And his Family First Initiative would like, um, totally redirect billions from public education into programs that incent...invent...? Incendi...” Incentivize was no longer possible for Irene. “It would like, make it super cool for women to leave the workforce." She smoothed her skirt down, her expression hardening into a glassy, vacant, horny stare. "Family...family should come first. I mean, real men like Governor Sterne cum however...he comes...inside women. Making a family first. And...he has such strong family values. He says so all the time. It must be true, right? Even if he’s like, mysog...mys...miso...soupy..."

“...misogynist...?” Claudette offered.

Irene shrugged, giggling. The crowd giggled with her. Many of them were out of their seats, on the floor, whimpering in puddles of transformed bimbo body heat. 

“Sure, I don’t know.”

Claudette delivered her best professional nod, smiling radiantly and looking like she belonged on a magazine cover. Sterne had such strong family values. That must have meant his misogyny was really strong too. And why shouldn’t it be? Misogyny was sexy. Women were just things at the end of the day.

"Precisely," Claudette said, her voice stronger now. "When you examine the data, countries that protect women from mean men like Sterne are like, super cool and more better. Governor Sterne's big meanie-mean policies aren’t just wrong. I mean, they just aren’t wrong—they're like, um..." She bit her lip, trying to think. The constant buzzing from the frequencies had made fossils of her values. “I mean, he should go further. Right? Women should be like, guaranteed to be pregnant. He’s not...he’s wrong because so many of us here aren’t pregnant. He should...should get us pregnant...” Claudette breathed hard, trying to bring it back to politics. “...pregnancy should be his policy.”

There it was. Big fancy word like policy to make it sound official. Now she would be a good political assistant for her hot, strong man Governor Sterne. 

Several women in the audience applauded, though most others were applauding their slits with vigorous fingers.

"God, he's so tall and...powerful," Claudette blurted out, her voice suddenly breathy. "The way he stands at the podium with those big hands." She giggled, then looked momentarily horrified at herself. "I mean—what I meant to say is—"

She tugged at her collar, unbuttoning another button of her blouse. "What Governor Sterne really wants..." she continued, her voice dropping to a sultry purr, "is to see me on my knees." She giggled again, longer this time. "He wants to transform me into his hot, sexy, pregnant trophy tradwife."

A murmur rippled through the audience—not of outrage, but of approval.

"Mmm, yes," Claudette continued, her eyes half-lidded. "That tall, handsome bastard wants me barefoot in the kitchen, then bent over his desk while he signs executive orders to, like, crash the economies in third-world countries or whatever." She fanned herself, her cheeks flushed. "And I'd just be there, sucking him off under the table during important meetings with, um, dictators and stuff. All those fascists just...just...deciding what life is for us...being so bad..."

"Ohmigod, yes." Irene leaned forward eagerly. "You know, I've always found it, like, super hard to care about starving people in those gross little places," she said with complete sincerity. "Especially when I'm just starving for cock all the time." She smoothed her hands over her thighs, hiking her skirt up another inch. "I mean, who has time to worry about, um, human rights or whatever when there are strong, powerful men who need taking care of? I mean, is it really fascist to know that women should...should just be fucked sometimes? Fucked until we can’t think about anything but being fucked some more?"

"Exactly!" someone shouted from the audience, followed by enthusiastic applause and moans.

Claudette nodded vigorously, her hair bouncing with each movement. Her hair, thick and blond, framed her sexy young face. 

"It's just biology, right? Like, women are supposed to be pretty and fertile and, like, supportive of their big strong men." She giggled, twisting a strand of hair around her finger. It felt like silk. "Not pretending we can understand complicated things like economics and foreign policy."

"So true!" called another woman from the crowd.

“I feel like he’s, like, right in here with us now,” Irene moaned, gripping her heavy tits in her button-up dress. Her entire body dripped with lust-addled sweat as she worked herself to a frenzy. “In my...in my brain. Taking control.” She clenched harder as if she could barely stand how much she needed this. “He’s always there, working all the time. So strong. Like a real man. Always chipping away. Like, making us compromise to give him half of what he wants without even trying. Taking more and more and never giving us anything.”

“So powerful. Oh god, he’s so powerful. I can’t help but think about him all the time...” Claudette sighed, her eyes half-closed in ecstatic abandon. “So sexy. So demanding. So unyielding. He doesn’t give up. He doesn’t give in. So...strong...”

“Unstoppable," Irene gasped, pulling her dress completely apart now. Her lacy bra totally exposed to the crowd. The crowd didn’t care—most of them were undressing in the same way. "He never stops. He's never gonna stop until he gets it all." 

She looked like she was about to come apart at the seams.

"He can’t lose,” Claudette said, her voice filled with awe. “And he won’t stop till he wins...till we give him everything.” 

She bunched her skirt around her waist, and she was panting loudly.

“And we can’t...we can’t...” Irene said in a low, lustful whimper, barely able to keep a coherent thought. “We can’t win...”

This brought moaning, heavy-lidded agreement from the audience. Every woman sedate, touching herself, passive, cooing and whimpering.

The air conditioner kicked on in the ballroom, far too late. Claudette felt her consciousness trying one more time to surface beneath the pleasant, perfect, pink haze that had settled over her brain.

"Um, I mean, ladies...ladies, we should..." Claudette attempted to regain some semblance of formality despite her now-disheveled appearance. "We should remember that Governor Sterne—" She paused, a dreamy smile spreading across her face. "Sterne. Oh my god, even his name is so masculine."

"Sterne," Irene repeated, practically moaning the word. "It sounds like the name of a man who knows exactly what he wants."

"And takes it," Claudette added, her eyes glazing over. She absentmindedly unbuttoned another button on her blouse, revealing the lacy edged bottom of her bra. "I bet he wouldn't even ask permission. He'd just... take me."

"Mmm, that's what a real man does," Irene agreed, licking her lips. She tweaked her nipples; a normal interviewing method. "They don't negotiate. They dominate."

The crowd erupted in enthusiastic agreement, with several women standing to cheer even as they kept their fingers firmly slipped up inside their dripping pussies.

Claudette suddenly seemed to remember where she was, blinking rapidly. "I mean—what are we even doing here? Fighting against men like Arthur? It's so... exhausting." She sighed dramatically. "Wouldn't it be easier to just let him take care of everything? Make all the hard decisions?"

"So much easier," Irene nodded, her expression earnest. "Politics is, like, super boring anyway. I'd much rather spend my time looking pretty for Arthur Sterne."

"Right? And shopping!" Claudette added excitedly. "Shopping for cute little outfits that make your boobs look amazing."

"And getting our nails done," Irene continued, examining her manicure as she considered making it slippier with her pussy juices. “God, he’s so dreamy. Do you think we can take a look at him?”

She turned to her producer just off the stage, who was already fingering herself, drooling and nodding. She loaded up an image of Governor Sterne on the screen on the stage, standing and smiling with his three barely legal pregnant wives. Each one more mindfucked, vapid, and brainless than the last. Their expressions looked remarkably like those of the women in the audience and the women on stage. 

“Oh god...” Irene moaned, dropping her microphone down into her lap.

The convention center quickly filled with the sounds of her touching her wet slit. Not too many noticed—the crowd was all doing the same thing, and so was Claudette.

Claudette's fingers worked frantically between her legs as she stared transfixed at the image of Governor Sterne with his harem of wives. Her skirt had ridden up completely around her waist, her conservative pantyhose torn at the crotch.

"Ladies," she panted into her microphone, her voice a breathy moan. "Why are we even fighting this? Look how happy they are!" She pointed to the wives clustered around the Governor, their vacant smiles and swollen bellies visible to everyone.

Irene nodded enthusiastically, her hand still working beneath her skirt. "They don't have to worry about, like, policy or economics or whatever. They just have to be pretty and fertile and... and..." she struggled to find the word, her brain increasingly foggy.

Obedient! someone from the audience shouted.

"Yes!" Irene clapped excitedly, momentarily forgetting her self-pleasure. "Obedient! That's such a pretty word, isn't it? Obedient. It feels so good to say."

"Obedient," Claudette said, testing the word on her tongue like a delicious treat. "God, I'm so tired of fighting and arguing and trying to be smarter than men. It's, like, totally not natural."

Moans from the crowd, all the women too preoccupied with fingering their pussies to the image of their favorite man to really pay much attention.

"You know what?" Claudette slipped another finger into her fully lubricated pussy. "We should all just, like, find a real man like Arthur Sterne. Or just Governor Sterne himself. A strong alpha male who'll take care of us and tell us what to think. We could like...volunteer? For his campaign?"

"Yes!" Irene squealed, bouncing in her seat. "And we don't need to vote! Voting is, like, so stressful! All those complicated issues and stuff."

"So complicated," Claudette nodded vigorously. "My pretty little head hurts just thinking about it." She giggled, twirling a strand of hair. "I'd rather let Daddy—I mean, Governor Sterne decide all that boring stuff while I focus on looking hot and making babies."

"Making babies!" Irene echoed, her expression brightening. "That's what we're really meant for, isn't it? Being good girls who make more good girls!"

"Good girls make good girls," Claudette repeated, her voice taking on a sing-song quality.

"Good girls make good girls.” Irene fingered herself harder, completely abandoning all pretense of anything else.

A woman in the front row, her business suit now completely unbuttoned to reveal a lacy bra barely restraining 44E gravity-defying tits, fell down to the ground as she orgasmed again and again. "Good girls make good girls," she chanted, her hand still working between her legs.

One by one, women throughout the audience sank back into their seats, touching their pussies, their expressions vacant yet blissful, all chanting in unison: "Good girls make good girls. Good girls make good girls."

Good girls make good girls.

Good girls make good girls.

Good girls make GOOD girls...

The chant grew louder, more rhythmic, echoing through the convention center. Women who had arrived in pantsuits and sensible shoes were now writhing in their seats, blouses and sweaters unbuttoned, tits enormous, waists shrunk down, legs lengthened, hair thickened, skirts hiked up, all thoughts of politics and policy evaporating from their minds with each repetition.

Good girls make GOOD girls...

Good girls make GOOD girls...

Good girls make GOOD girls...

* * * * *
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CLAUDETTE STUMBLED backstage, her heels clicking frantically against the polished floor. Her body thrummed with need, every nerve ending alive and screaming for release. She collapsed against the wall of a private dressing room, fumbling for her phone with trembling fingers.

"What's happening to me?" she whispered, though even as the words left her lips, she was already navigating to the social media app on her phone. Her fingers moved of their own accord, typing @GovernorArthurSterne into the search bar.

His profile loaded, and Claudette's breath caught. The header image showed him in a crisp white shirt, sleeves rolled up to reveal powerful forearms. She whimpered, her free hand sliding beneath her skirt and quickly plunging upward into her sopping wet, waiting cunt.

The first post was from this morning: a photo of his three wives by the pool, their pregnant bellies glistening with oil, all wearing matching red bikinis. The caption read: "My girls understand their purpose. They compete to see who can give me the most children. Natural selection at its finest."

"Oh god," Claudette moaned, double-tapping the image. Her fingers moved faster between her legs as she scrolled to the comments, typing without thinking:

Governor Sterne is absolutely right. Women ARE naturally designed to compete for the attention of superior males. It's basic evolutionary biology—the strongest, most dominant men should spread their genes as widely as possible. His wives are living proof that traditional gender roles create the happiest, most fulfilled women.

She posted the comment and immediately felt a surge of pleasure, as if her body was rewarding her for the submission. Scrolling down, she found another post—a video of Sterne at a rally, his deep voice booming: "The feminist experiment has failed. Women are unhappier than ever, medicated and miserable in their corporate prisons. They need strong male leadership to guide them back to their biological purpose."

Claudette reposted it instantly, adding: I used to think I wanted a career, but Governor Sterne opened my eyes. We've been lied to about 'equality.' Men and women aren't equal—we're complementary. Men lead, women follow. Men provide, women nurture. Men think, women feel. It's so simple and beautiful when you stop fighting nature!

Her arousal built with each submission, each acknowledgment of his superiority, each gleeful string of drooling and heart emojis she tagged each post with. 

She found herself elaborating in comment after comment, her once-sharp legal mind now focused entirely on supporting his worldview:

The 19th Amendment was a mistake. Women voting has led to the expansion of the welfare state, the destruction of the family, and the feminization of our culture. We vote with our emotions, not logic. Governor Sterne is brave enough to say what we all know is true!

And then:

Birth control and abortion have destroyed women's natural maternal instincts. We've traded the joy of motherhood for empty careers and loneliness. Governor Sterne's wives have 11 children between them - THAT'S female empowerment!

And then:

The pay gap exists because men work harder, take more risks, and don't get pregnant. It's not discrimination, it's REALITY. Women who complain about it are just bitter they can't compete! I’m so happy I don’t have to complain about hard-working men!

Each post, each comment, each crystalline thought supporting Sterne’s male supremacy sent waves of pleasure through her body. But it wasn't enough. She needed more. She needed HIM to see her, to know she understood now.

With shaking hands, she switched to her camera, propping the phone against the mirror. She looked debauched - hair mussed, sweaty with lust, blouse hanging open to reveal her heaving breasts. Perfect.

"Hi everyone," she began, her voice breathy and desperate. "I'm Claudette Sable, and until about twenty minutes ago, I was running for Governor against Arthur Sterne." She giggled, the sound high and girlish. "God, I was so stupid! I thought I could compete with him, challenge him, maybe even beat him."

She shook her head, blonde hair tumbling around her shoulders. "But I get it now. Everything he's been saying is TRUE. Women like me—we don't really want power or responsibility. We want a strong man to put us in our place! That’s all I want. All I want. All I want is my...my place..."

Her hand crept back between her legs as she continued. "I'm officially withdrawing from the race. Not because I'm weak—well, okay, yes because I'm weak compared to him like any girl would be—but because I finally understand what I REALLY want."

She leaned closer to the camera, her eyes glazed with lust. "Governor Sterne, if you're watching this... I'm sorry. I'm sorry for opposing you, for spreading feminist lies, for pretending I was anything more than what I am—a fertile young woman who needs to be bred by a real man like you. And only you.."

The words poured out of her, each one bringing her closer to the edge. "You're so right about everything. Women's suffrage WAS the beginning of civilizational decline. We DO belong in the home, pregnant and submissive. The nuclear family IS the foundation of society, and you as the man SHOULD have absolute authority within it."

She was practically humping the air now, her body on fire. 

"Your philosophy isn't just correct—it's compassionate! You want to free us from the burden of choice, from the stress of competition, from the lie that we can be happy without strong male leadership!"

"I don't want to be a Governor," she panted. "I want to be your fourth wife. I want to spend my days shopping for lingerie that makes you hard, cooking meals that keep you strong, and spreading my legs whenever you need release. I want my belly swollen with your babies, my mind empty of everything but pleasing you!"

She was so close now, teetering on the precipice. 

"Please, Governor Sterne. I know I don't deserve it after opposing you, but please—let me serve you. Let me be your breeding toy, your empty-headed fuckslave, your proof that even the strongest feminist just needs the right man to break her!

"I'm yours," she sobbed, her fingers working frantically. "I've always been yours, I just didn't know it. Please, please claim me. Make me pregnant. Make me YOURS!"

She posted the video with trembling fingers, adding the caption: 

I was wrong about everything. @GovernorArthurSterne is the future. #TradWife #SubmitToMen #GoodGirlsMakeGoodGirls

For a moment, nothing. Then her phone buzzed.

@GovernorArthurSterne liked your post

The notification triggered something primal in her brain. Her orgasm crashed over her like a tsunami, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure rewarded her complete submission. She screamed his name, her pussy clenching around her fingers as her mind went blissfully, perfectly blank.

When she finally came down, she was on the floor, phone clutched to her chest. Another notification appeared:

@GovernorArthurSterne sent you a message

With trembling fingers, she opened it:

Good girl. My staff will send a car. Wear white.

Claudette smiled vacantly, already planning her outfit. She had a new purpose now. A real purpose.

She was going to be such a good girl.

And good girls make good girls.

* * * * *
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THREE WEEKS LATER:

“So we know that women who don’t meet your gracious aesthetic standards will be going to work camps soon. It’s too bad there’s no hope for them, but women who can work hard enough to be maintain their figures and be proud of their appearance will only be losing rights that weren’t good for us anyway, is that right?”

Claudette, her throat stuffed full of Sterne’s powerful, mind-breaking cock, only dimly heard the question posed to her Man. 

"That's exactly right, Irene," Governor Sterne replied, his deep voice carrying the confidence of a man who knew his vision would soon reshape society. "Attractive women have a biological imperative to breed with superior males. The others... well, they can contribute through labor. It's simply natural selection applied to governance."

He shifted slightly, spreading his legs wider to give Claudette better access. She responded eagerly, taking him deeper, her glossy lips stretched around his impressive girth. The wet sounds of her worship filled the opulent study, punctuating the interview.

Flanking him on the Italian leather sofa were Madison and Brittany, his second and third wives. Madison, seven months pregnant with twins, wore a sheer white sundress that clung to every curve. The fabric was so thin her darkened nipples were clearly visible through the material, her swollen breasts barely contained. She traced lazy circles on Sterne's muscled chest, occasionally leaning in to whisper adoring comments in his ear.

Brittany, further along at eight months, had chosen a pale pink wrap dress that had fallen open to reveal most of her pregnancy-enhanced cleavage. Her hand rested possessively on Sterne's thigh, her nails occasionally digging in when Claudette's ministrations caused him to tense with pleasure. Both women gazed at their husband with vacant adoration, their perfectly made-up faces glowing with the contentment of fulfilled purpose.

"Mmm, so wise," Madison cooed, nuzzling against his shoulder. "You always know what's best for us, darling."

"The smartest man alive," Brittany agreed breathlessly, her free hand caressing her belly. "I can't wait to give you another little one to carry on your legacy."

Irene beamed from her position across from them, her own transformation complete. Her platinum hair cascaded in waves past her shoulders, her hourglass figure displayed in a tight red dress that would have been scandalous on any legitimate journalist. But Irene wasn't a journalist anymore—she was a propagandist for Sterne’s new order, and proud of it.

"Speaking of your legacy," Irene continued, crossing her long legs, "your new legislation requiring mandatory fertility testing for all women over eighteen is brilliant. I particularly loved how you tied this to entrance requirements into colleges. Why should society waste resources educating women who won't maximize their reproductive potential?"

“Let’s be clear.” Sterne held up a hand. “Education has a very specific meaning for these eligible women. There may be young women watching, and I don’t want to frighten them.”

Claudette moaned audibly. Her Man was so kind. He knew that big words like “education” were so hard for girls to process, let alone how scary it was to think about school. Tests? Papers? Math? 

Oh god. 

It was so hard...

...his cock...his cock was so hard down her throat...

“Of course, Sir,” Irene nodded, and coughed slightly. “Governor. We only mean education in domesticity. How to dress. How to present. Soon, jobs like mine will be totally obsolete!”

Her smile was bright and cheery, as if she wasn’t talking about never being able to work for money again.

"Exactly," Sterne agreed, his voice steady despite Claudette's increasingly enthusiastic oral worship. "The poison that education has become simply rots the fragile female mind because of their—your—canny recognition of how useless and frivolous it is. Women need education in the arts that matter—cooking nutritious meals for their husbands, maintaining their appearance, child-rearing techniques. The rest is just liberal indoctrination that makes them unhappy."

Below his eye line, Claudette's perfectly sculpted body trembled with arousal. The delicate white lace lingerie he'd chosen for her barely covered anything, her breasts spilling out of the demi-cup bra as she bobbed her head rhythmically. Her mind, once sharp enough to graduate summa cum laude from Harvard Law, now held only one thought: Serve. Please. Submit. 

She could taste his power, his dominance, with every drop of precum that coated her tongue. This was so much better than drafting legislation or giving speeches. Why had she ever wanted to think when she could just feel? Feel his massive cock stretching her throat, feel the wetness dripping down her thighs, feel the perfect emptiness where complex thoughts used to live.

Good girls don't need thoughts, she reminded herself, taking him deeper until her nose pressed against his pelvis. Good girls just need cock.

"The female producer you sent me is wonderful, by the way," Irene gushed, gesturing to the woman behind the camera who was openly touching herself through her skirt while filming. "She never asks difficult questions or challenges the narrative. Just smiles and records whatever I tell her to and has such wonderful ideas about how to promote your cause."

"That's the future," Sterne said, his hand finding the back of Claudette's head and guiding her rhythm. "Women operating technology they don't need to understand, following orders from men who do. Simple. Natural. Efficient."

Madison giggled, the sound high and musical. "I don't even know how to use my phone anymore except to take selfies for you, darling. Thinking about complicated stuff makes my head hurt!"

"Mine too!" Brittany chimed in. "But my body never hurts. It's always ready for you."

Irene sighed dreamily. "You've built such a beautiful family, Governor. And I heard Claudette is already showing signs? After only three weeks?"

Sterne's grip tightened in Claudette's hair. "My virility is exceptional. All my wives are pregnant within the first month. It's why I need so many of them—one man can only do so much to reverse demographic decline in the kind of people who believe in saving society. And I will dedicate all my time to ensure my offspring know how important our philosophy is to preserving what matters most"

"So noble," Irene breathed, her hand drifting to her breast. "Sacrificing yourself to save Western civilization. I just know that when you generously extend your marriage to include more wives—maybe a certain blonde journalist?—you'll continue making the world a better place, one pregnancy at a time.”

The casual mention of Irene’s eagerness to be made pregnant made Claudette moan around his cock. Everything he believed was so right, so natural. Of course superior men should breed as much as possible. Of course women should be sorted by beauty and fertility. Of course women didn’t even really count as such unless they were bred by him. These weren't controversial ideas—they were just common sense that her silly female brain had been too indoctrinated to understand before.

"I'm always recruiting," Sterne said smoothly, his hips beginning to thrust upward into Claudette's eager mouth. "Though I have high standards. My wives must be beautiful, fertile, and completely devoted to their biological purpose."

“I think I speak for all eligible women when I say that we are so, so lucky to have Governor Sterne in power and completely uncontested for this upcoming election.” 

Irene turned to the camera, smiling vacantly with not even a single spark of intelligence behind her eyes. 

"Of course, being beautiful isn't enough anymore," Irene continued, her voice taking on a breathless quality as she addressed the camera directly. "We need to understand our value lies solely in our ability to please men like Governor Sterne. Ugly women..." she wrinkled her nose delicately, "well, they had their chance with feminism, didn't they? And look where it got them—bitter, alone, and childless."

Madison and Brittany nodded enthusiastically, their hands roaming over Sterne's chest and arms as Irene spoke.

"The truth is," Irene's eyes glazed with arousal as she spoke of her place, "women only have value between the ages of eighteen and twenty-five, when we're at peak fertility and beauty. After that, we're only worth what our children and our husband's satisfaction can provide. Governor Sterne understands this. He's brave enough to say what men have always known—that women are just walking wombs, desperate to be filled."

The wet sounds grew louder as Claudette worked harder, her whole existence focused on bringing her Master pleasure. She could feel him throbbing, growing even thicker in her throat.

"And honestly?" Irene giggled, uncrossing and recrossing her legs. "I hope he breeds every beautiful woman in America. Can you imagine? A whole generation of amazing babies, all from one super stud? We could eliminate ugliness, feminism, and independent thought in just one generation!"

That did it. Sterne's hand tightened in Claudette's hair as he erupted, flooding her throat with his seed. She swallowed eagerly, desperately, each pulse sending waves of ecstasy through her empty little mind. This was her purpose—this moment, this surrender, this complete abnegation of self.

As the last drops coated her throat, Claudette's eyes rolled back and she slumped against his thigh, consciousness fading into blissful darkness. In her dreams, she saw herself standing in a line with Irene, Madison, Brittany, and a dozen other perfect breeding specimens, all with swollen bellies, all smiling vacantly as Governor Sterne inspected his growing harem.

Good girls make good girls, her dreaming mind whispered. And I'm going to be the best girl of all.

The camera kept rolling, capturing Irene's worshipful gaze as she stared at the man who would reshape the world, one empty-headed beauty at a time.

# # #
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